Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


► 


.i   ■"■'■J 


„:,i,.<.jM,  Google 


-  3  -J  ' 


ve 


M,Googlc 


M,Googlc 


jM,Googlc 


jM,Googlc 


M,Googlc 


„:,iP<.-jM,G00glc 


BENTLEY'S 


MISCELLANY. 


VOL.  I. 


LONDON: 

RICHARD    BENTLEY 

NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 

1837. 
/ 

(     ->  •       OHO) 

„:,iP<.-jM,G00glc 


DgriM  Sot*^  Fleet  SmM. 


jM,Googlc 


EDITOR'S    ADDRESS 

ON    THE    COMPLETION    OF    THE 

FIRST  VOLUME. 


At  the  end  of  a  theatrical  season  it  is  customary  for 
the  manager  to  step  forward,  and,  in  as  few  words  aa 
maj  be,  to  say  how  very  much  obliged  he  feels  for  alt 
past  favours,  and  how  very  ready  he  is  to  incur  fresh 
obligations. 

With  a  degree  of  candour  which  few  managers  would 
display,  we  cheerfully  confess  that  we  have  been  fairly 
inundated  with  m'ders  during  our  six  months'  campaign ; 
but  so  liberal  are  we,  notwithstanding,  that  we  place 
many  of  the  very  first  authors  of  the  day  on  our  free 
list,  and  invite  them  to  write  for  our  establishment  just 
as  much  paper  as  they  think  proper. 

We  have  produced  a  great  variety  of  novelties,  some 
of  which  we  bumbly  hope  may  become  stock  pieces,  and 
all  of  whicb  we  may  venture  to  say  have  been  most  suc- 
cessful ;  and,  although  we  are  not  subject  to  the  control 
of  a  licenser,  we  have  eschewed  everything  political, 
personal,  or  ill-natured,  with  perhaps  as  much  care  as 
we  could  possibly  have  shown,  even  bad  we  been  under 
the  watchful  eye  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain  himself. 

We  shall  open  our  Second  Volume,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, on  the  first  day  of  July,  One  thousand  eight  hun- 


dred  and  tbirty-seven,  when  we  shall  have  the  pleasure 
of  submitting  a  great  variety  of  entirely  new  pieces  for 
your  judgment  and  approval.  The  company  will  be 
numeious,  first-rate,  and  complete.  The  scenery  will 
continue  to  be  supplied  by  the  creative  pencil  of  Mr. 
George  Cruilcshank;  the  whole  of  the  extensive  and 
beautiful  machinery  will  be,  as  heretofore,  under  the 
immediate  superintendence  of  Mr.  Samuel  Bentley,  of 
Dorset-street,  Fleet-street ;  and  Mr.  Richard  Bentley,  of 
New  Burlington-street,  has  kindly  consented  to  preside 
over  the  Treasury  department,  where  he  has  already 
conducted  himself  with  uncommon  ability. 

The  stage  management  will  again  be  confided,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  to  the  humble  individual  with  the  short 
name,  who  has  now  the  honour  to  address  you,  and  who 
hopes,  for  very  many  years  to  come,  to  appear  before  you 
in  the  same  capacity.  Permit  him  to  add  in  sober 
seriousness,  that  it  has  been  the  constant  and  unremit- 
ting endeavour  of  himself  and  the  proprietor  to  render 
this  undertaking  worthy  of  your  patronage.  That  they 
have  not  altogether  failed  in  their  attempt,  its  splendid 
success  sufficiently  demonstrates  ;  that  they  have  no  in- 
tention of  relaxing  in  their  efibrts,  its  future  Volumes 
we  trust  will  abundantly  testify. 

"BOZ." 

London, 
June,  1837. 
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BENTLEY'S  MISCELLANY. 

OUR  SONG  OF  THE  MONTH. 
No.  I.    Sasmiai!,  1837. 

The  Bottle  op  St.  Janc&rius. 

I. 
In  the  land  of  the  citron  and  myrtle,  ve're  told 

That  the  blood  of  a  mabtyr  is  kept  in  a  phial, 
Which,  though  all  the  year  round,  it  lie  torpid  and  cold, 

Yet  grasp  but  the  crystal,  'twill  uxtrm  the  first  trial... 
Be  it  fiction  or  truth,  vitb  your  &vourite  pact, 

O,  profound  L&zzakomi  !  I  seek  not  to  quarrel ; 
But  indulge  an  old  priest  who  would  simply  extract 

From  your  U^nd,  a  lay— from  your  martyr,  a  moral. 

%  If. 

Lo !  with  icided  beard  Jahuabius  cooies  1 

And  tbe  blood  in  his  veins  is  all  frozen  and  gelid. 
And  he  beareth  a  bottle ;  but  torpor  benumbs 

Every  limb  of  the  saint :— Would  ye  wish  to  dispel  it? 
With  the  hand  of  good-fellowship  grasp  the  hoar  sage — 

Soon  his  joints  will  relax  and  his  pulse  will  beat  quicker ; 
Grasp  the  bottle  he  brings — 'twill  grow  warm,  111  engage, 

"nil  the  frost  of  each  heart  lies  dissolved  in  the  liquor  ! 

Prcbatum  eat.  P.  Prout. 

Wjteb-gb ASS-HILL,  Koi.  JoBuarii. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Foius,  and  our  Miscellanjr, 
Here  stooping  to  j^our  clemency. 
We  beg  your  hearing  patienllj. 

SdtUFEjiBE,  viUh  a  diffaxnce. 

"  Doctor,"  said  a  young  gentleman  to  Dean  Swift,  "  I  intend 
to  set  up  for  a  wit." 

"  Then,"  smd  the  Doctor,  "  I  advise  you  to  sit  down  again." 

The  anecdote  is  unratified  by  a  name,  for  the  young  gentle- 
man continues  to  the  present  day  to  be  anonymous,  bb  he  will, 
in  all  probability,  continue  to  future  time;  and  as  for  Dean 
Swift,  nis  name,  being  merely  that  of  a  wit  by  profession, 
goes  for  nothing.  We  apprehend  that  the  tale  is  not  much 
better  than  what  is  to  be  read  in  the  pages  of  Joe  Miller. 

But,  Huppofling  it  true, — and  the  joke  is  quite  bad  enough  to 
be  authentic, — we  must  put  in  our  plea  that  it  is  not  to  apply 
to  us.  The  fact  is  absolutely  undeniable  that  we  originally  ad- 
vertised ourselves  or  rather  our  work  as,  the  "  Wits'  Miscellany," 
— thereby  indicating,  beyond  all  doubt,  that  we  of  the  Mis- 
cellany  were  Wits.  It  is  our  firm  hope  that  the  public,  which 
is  in  general  a  most  tender-hearted  individual,  will  not  give  us  a 
rebuff  similar  to  that  which  the  unnamed  young  gentleman  ex- 
perienced at  the  hands,  or  the  tongue,  of  the  implacable  Dean  of 
St.  Patrick. 

It  has  been  fi'equently  remarked, — and  indeed  we  have  more 
than  fifty  times  experi«iced  the  fact  ourselves, — that  of  all  the 
stupid  djuner-parties,  by  far  the  stupidest  is  that  at  whidi  the 
cleverest  men  in  all  the  world  do  congregate.  A  single  lion  is  a 
pleasant  show:  he  wags  his  tail  in  proper  order;  his  teeth  are 
displayed  in  due  course;  his  hide  is  systematically  admired, 
and  hig  mane  6tly  appreciated.  If  he  roars,  good! — if  he 
aggravates  his  voice  to  the  note  of  a  sucking-dove,  better  I  All 
looK  on  in  the  appropriate  mood  of  delight,  as  Theseus  and 
Hippolita,  enraptured  at  the  dramatic  performance  of  Snug  the 
Joiner.  But  when  there  comes  a  menagerie  of  lions,  the  case  is 
altered.  Too  much  familiarity,  as  the  lawyers  say  in  their  pe- 
culiar jargon,  besets  contempt.  We  recollect,  many  years  ago, 
when  some  ingeuous  artist  m  Paris  proposed  to  make  Brussels 
lace  or  blonde  ny  machinery  at  the  rate  of  a  sou  per  ell,  to  have 
congratulated  a  lady  of  our  acquaintance  on   this  important 
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HTing  in  tbe  mun  expenditure  of  the  fair  kx,  "  Vou  irill 
hare,"  said  we,  *'  a.  cap  which  now  costs  four  hundred  francs  for 
less  than  fifty.     Think  of  that  r 

*'  Think  of  that !"  said  the  countess,  casting  upon  us  the 
darkest  espreasion  of  Indignation  that  her  glowing  eyes  [and 
what  eyes  tney  were ! — but  no  matter]  could  let  loose,—"  think 
of  that,  indeed !  Do  you  think  that  I  should  ever  wear  such 
rags  as  are  to  be  bought  for  fifty  francs  ?" 

Th«e  was  no  arguing  the  matter :  it  was  useless  to  say  that 
the  fifty-franc  article,  if  the  plan  hdd  succeeded,  (which,  how- 
ever, it  did  not,)  would  have  been  precisely  and  in  every  thread 
the  same  as  that  set  down  at  five  hundred.  The  crowd  of  fine 
things  generated  by  cheapness,  in  general,  was  quite  enough  to 
dim  the  finery  of  any  portion  of  them  in  particular. 

We  are  much  afraid  that  we  run  somewhat  loose  of  our  ori- 
ginal design  in  these  rambling  remarks.  But  it  is  always  easy 
to  come  luck  to  the  starting-poet.  Abandoning  metaphor  and 
figure  of  oil  kinds,  we  were  endeavouring  to  express  our  con- 
Tiction,  drawn  from  experience,  that  a  company  of  professed 
wits  might  be  justly  suspected  to  be  a  dull  concern.  Every 
man  is  on  the  alert  to  guard  against  surprise. 

llroush  all  the  seven  courses  laid  down, 

Each  jester  looks  sour  on  his  brother ; 
Tbe  wit  dreads  the  pumter's  renown, 

llie  buSbou  tries  the  mimic  to  smother : 
He  who  shines  ia  the  sharp  repartee 

Envies  him  who  can  yaira  &  droll  stai; ; 
And  the  joll;  hass  voice  in  a  glee 

Will  think  your  adagio  but  inory. 

This  is,  we  admit  at  once,  and  in  anticipation  of  the  reader's 
already  expressed  opinion,  a  very  poor  inutalioa  of  the  opening 
tong  m  the  B^Kar's  Opera. 

If  this  melanuioly  fact  of  the  stupidity  of  congra^ted  wits 
be  admitted  to  be  true,  the  question,  comes  irresistibly,  thrown 
in  our  faces  in  the  very  language  of  the  street,  "  Who  are  you  ? 
Have  not  you  advertised  yourselves  as  wits,  and  can  you  escape 
from  the  soft-headed  impeachment  ?"  We  reply  nothing ;  we 
atanil  mute.  It  will  be  our  time  this  day  twelvemonths  tu  offer 
to  the  pensive  public  a  satisfactory  replication  to  that  somewhat 
penonal  interrt^tory.     Yet — 

Having  in  our  minds,  and  the  interior  tentoria  of  our  con- 
sciences, some  portion  of  modesty  yet  lingering  behind — how 
■malt  that  portion  may  be  is  best  Known  to  those  who  have  cam- 
paigned for  a  few  years  upon  the  press,  and  thence  learned  the 
diffident  mildness  which  naturally  adheres  to  the  pursuit  of  en- 
lightening the  public  mind,  and  advancing  the  march  of  general 
intellect ; — possessed,  we  say,  of  that  quantity  of  retiring  bashful- 
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4  PROLOGUE 

nesB,  it  is  uodeniable  that,  like  one  of  the  Passiois  in  CoUins'g 
Ode, — we  forget  which,  but  we  fear  it  is  Fear, — we,  after  show- 
ing forth  in  the  best  public  loEtructors  as  the  Witii'  Miscel- 
lany, 

Back  recoiled, 
Scared  at  the  sound  ourselves  had  made. 

To  this  resolution  we  were  also  led  by  the  fact,  that  such  a 
title  would  altogether  exclude  from  our  pages  contributitxis  of 
great  merit  —  miich,  although  exhibiting  comic  faculty,  would 
also  deal  with  the  shadows  of  human  lire,  and  sound  the  deep 
wdls  of  the  heart. 

We  agreed  that  the  work  should  not  be  called  "The  Wits' "  any 
longer.  We  massacred  the  title  as  ruthlessly  as  ever  were  mas^ 
sacred  its  namesakes  in  Holland:  and,  agreeing  to  an  emendatioy 
we  now  sail  under  the  title  of  our  worthy  publisher,  which 
happens  to  he  the  same  as  that  of  him  who  is  by  all  viri 
clarimmi  adopted  as  crtticorum  lorai  doctiisimus,  Kicaadus 
Bentleius  ;  or,  to  drop  Latin  lore— Richard  Bentley, 

Here  then,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  introduce  to  your  special 
and  particular  notice 

BENTLEY'S   MISCELLANY. 

What  may  be  in  the  Miscellany  it  is  your  business  to  find  out. 
Here  lie  the  goods,  warehoused,  bonded,  ticketed,  and  labelled, 
at  your  service.  You  have  only,  with  the  Genius  in  the  Arabian 
Nights'  Euter  tain  men  ts,  to  cry,  "  Fish,  fish,  do  your  duty  ;" 
and  if  they  are  under-cooked  or  over-cooked,  if  the  seasoning  is 
too  high  or  the  fire  too  low,  if  they  be  burnt  on  one  side  and 
raw  on  the  other, — why,  gentle  readers,  it  is  your  business  to 
complain.  All  we  have  to  say  here,  is,  that  we  have  made  our 
haul  in  the  best  fishing-grounds,  and,  if  we  were  ambitious  of 
pun-making,  we  might  add,  that  we  had  well  baited  our  hooks — 
caught  some  choice  souU — fiung  our  lines  into  right  placa — and 
so  forth,  as  might  easily  be  expanded  by  the  students  of  Mr. 
Commissioner  Dubois's  art  of  punning  made  euay. 

What  we  propose  is  simply  this : — We  do  not  envy  the  fame 
or  glory  of  other  monthly  publications.  Let  them  all  have  tit&i 
room.  We  do  not  desire  to  jostle  them  in  their  course  to 
fame  or  profit,  even  if  it  was  in  our  power  to  do  so.  One  may 
revel  in  the  unmastered  fun  and  the  soul-touching  feeling  of 
Wilson,  the  humour  of  Hamilton,  the  dryjocularity  and  the  or- 
namented poetry  of  Moir,  the  pathos  of  Warren,  the  tender  sen- 
timent of  Carcuine  Bowles,  the  eloquence  of  Croly,  and  the 
Tory  brilliancy  of  half  a  hundred  contributors  zealous  in  the 
cause  of  Conservatism.  Another  may  shake  our  sides  with  the 
drolleries  of  Gilbert  Gurney  and  his  fellows,  poured  forth  from 
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the  ioexhaustible  reservoir  of  the  wit  of  our  contributor  Theo- 
dore Hook, — captivate  or  agitate  us  by  the  Hibernian  Tales  of 
Mrs.  Hall, — or  rouse  the  gentleat  emotionG  bythe  fascinating  prose 
or  delicious  verse  of  our  fairest  of  collaborateuses  Miss  Lan- 
don.  In  a.  third  we  must  admire  the  polyglot  facetiae  of  our 
own  Father  Prout,  and  the  delicate  appreciation  of  the  classical 
and  elegant  which  pervades  the  writings  of  the  Oreek-thought- 
ed  Chapman ;  while  its  rough  drollery,  its  bold  bearing,  its 
mirth,  its  learning,  its  courage,  and  its  caricatures,  (when, 
confined  to  the  harmless  and  the  mirtb-proroldng,  thnr  abs- 
tain from  invading  the  sanctuary  of  private  life,)  are  lUl  de- 
serving of  the  highest  applause,  though  we  should  be  some- 
what sorry  to  stand  in  tne  way  of  receiving  the  consequences 
which  they  occasionally  entail.  Elsewhere,  what  can  be  better 
than  Marryat,  Peter  Simple,  Jacob  Faithful,  Midshipman  Easy, 
or  whatever  other  title  pleases  his  ear ;  a  Smollett  of  the  sea 
revived,  equal  to  the  Doctor  in  wit,  and  somewhat  purged  of  his 
grossness.  In  short,  to  all  our  periodical  contemporaries  we 
wish  every  happiness  and  success ;  and  for  those  among  their 
contributors  whose  writings  tend  to  amuse  or  instruct, — and 
many  among  them  there  are  to  whom  such  praise  may  be  justly 
appued, — we  feel  the  highest  honour  and  respect.  We  wisn 
that  we  could  catch  them  all,  to  illuminate  our  pages,  without 
any  desire  whatever  that  their  rays  should  be  withdrawn  from 
those  in  which  they  are  at  present  shining. 

Our  path  is  single  and  distinct.  In  the  first  place,  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  politics.  We  are  so  far  Conservatives  as  to 
wish  that  all  things  which  are  good  and  honourable  for  our  na- 
tive country  should  be  preserved  with  jealous  hand.  We  are 
90  ffr  Reformers  as  to  desire  that  every  weed  which  defaces  our 
conservatory  should  be  unsparingly  plucked  up  and  cast  away. 
But  is  it  a  matter  of  absolute  necessity  that  peopIe^s  political  opi- 
nions should  be  perpetually  obtruded  upon  public  notice?  Is  there 
not  something  more  in  the  world  to  be  taOced  about  than  Whig 
and  Tory?  We  do  not  quarrel  with  those  who  find  or  make  it 
their  vocation  to  show  us  annually,  or  quarterly,  or  hehdoma- 
dally,  or  diurnally,  how  we  are  incontestably  saved  or  ruined  ; 
they  have  chosen  their  line  of  walk,  and  a  pleasant  one  no 
douht  it  is ;  but,  for  our  softer  feet  may  it  not  be  permitted 
to  pick  out  a  smoother  and  a  greener  promenade, — a  path  of 
«pnogy  turf  and  odorous  sward,  in  which  no  rough  pebnle  will 
lacerate  the  ancle,  no  briery  thorn  penetrate  the  wandering 
sole? 

Truce,  however,  to  prefacing.  We  well  know  that  speech- 
making  never  yet  won  an  election,  because  something  more 
tangible  than  speechifying  is  requisite.  So  it  is  with  books; 
and,  indeed,  so  is  it  with  every  tning  else  in  the  world.  We 
must  be  judged  by  our  works.     We  have  only  one  petition  to 
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make,  trhkli  is  put  ia  with  all  due  humility, — it  ia  this — that  we 
are  Dot  to  be  prejudged  by  this  our  first  attempt.  Nothing 
is  more  probabk  than  that  many  of  our  readers,  and  they  fair- 
going  people  too,  will  think  this  number  a  matter  not  at  all  to 
be  commended ;  and  we,  with  perfect  modesty,  suggest,  on  the 
other  side,  the  propriety  of  their  suspending  their  opinion  as 

to  our  demerits  until  they  see   the  next.     And   then And 

then  !  Well ! — what  then  P  Why,  we  do  not  know  :  and,  as 
it  is  generally  ruled,  that,  when  a  man  cannot  speak,  he  is  bound 
to  sing,  we  knock  ourselves  down  for  a  song. 


®uv  eptninq  e^aunt. 


Come  roDnd  and  hear,  my  public  dear. 
Come  htvr,  and  judge  it  genlly, — 

The  profe  so  tone,  «nd  flowiDg  wnt, 
Of  us,  lh«  wits  of  Beatley. 


Tory  and  Whig,  in  accents  biff, 
May  wrangle  violtnlly  : 

Their  pany  rage  sban't  aiain  the  pa 
The  oeutial  page  of  Beotley. 


We  offer  not  intricate  plot 


No  tngic  word,  no  Uoody  iword, 
Shall  tiUD  the  page  of  Benlley. 


The  scribe  whose  pen  is  mangling  men 

And  women  peatil^tly, 
May  uke  eUewbere  hi*  wicked  ware,:— 

He  findi  no  mart  in  Benlley. 


Tite  tender  song  which  all  day  long 

RcMunds  so  lenlim&t'ly, 
Tlrouah  wood  and  grove  all  AiU  oriore, 

Will  find  no  place  in  Bentley. 


It  paini  ui  not  to  mark  the  spot 
where  Dan  may  find  hii  i^Dt  lie; 

The  Glasgow  chiel  may  shout  Tot  Peel, 
We  kuow  them  not  in  Bentley. 


Not  yet  the  speech  which  lain  would 

All  oaiiona  eloquently; — 
Tis  quite  too  grand  for  us  the  bland 
And  modest  men  of  Benlley. 


Those  who  admire  a  merry  lyre, — 
Those  who  would  hear  attently 

A  tale  of  wit,  or  flashing  hit, — 
Are  atk'd  to  come  lo  Bentley. 


For  science  deep  no  line  we  keep, 
We  speak  it  reverently; — 

From  sign  to  sign  the  sun  may  shine, 
Uotdescoped  by  Bentley. 


Our  hunt  will  be  for  grace  and  glee. 
Where  thickest  may  the  scent  lie; 

At  slashing  nace  begins  the  chase — 
Now  for  the  buret  of  Bentlej. 
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Thit  a.  life  of  this  eminent  and  much  regretted  man  will  be 
written  bv  some  competent  author,  there  can  be  little  doubt. 
That  he  Jhimgelf  extended  bis  "Random  RteortW'  no  furtbor 
than  two  Tolumea,  Gontaining  the  hislorj  and  anecdotes  of  the 
e«rly  part  of  his  career,  is  fpvstly  to  he  lamented.  What  is 
hen  collected  is  merely  worthy  of  being  called  "  Recollections,^' 
and  does  not  assume  to  itself  the  character  of  a  piece  of  bi<^ 
graphy. 

Mr.  Colman  was  the  grandson  of  Frands  Colman,  Esq.  British 
Resident  at  the  Court  of  Tuscany  at  Pisa,  who  married  a  aiater 
of  the  Countess  of  Bath.  George  Colman  the  elder,  father  of 
liim  of  whom  we  write,  was  bom  about  the  year  1733,  at  Flo- 
rence, and  was  placed  at  an  early  age  at  Westminster  School, 
where  he  very  soon  distinguished  himself  by  the  rapidity  of  his 
attainments.  In  1748  he  went  to  Christcnurch  College,  Ox- 
ford, whMe  he  took  his  Master's  degree ;  and  shortly  became  the 
friend  and  associate  of  Churchill,  Bonnell  Thornton,  Lloyd, 
and  the  other  principal  wits  and  writers  of  the  day. 

Lord  Bath  was  greatly  struck  by  his  merit  and  accompUsh- 
ments,  and  induced  him  to  adopt  the  law  as  his  profession.  He 
accordingly  entered  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  was  eventually  called 
to  the  bar.  It  appears — as  it  happened  afterwards  to  hia  son 
-—that  the  drier  pursuits  of  his  vocation  were  neglected  or  aban- 
doned in  favour  of  literature  and  the  drama.  His  first  poetical 
pCTformance  was  a  copy  of  verses  addressed  to  his  cousin,  Lord 
Pulteney.  But  it  was  not  till  1760  that  he  produced  any  dra- 
matic work  :  in  that  year  he  brought  out  "  Polly  Honeycombe," 
which  met  with  considerable  success. 

It  is  remarkable  that,  previous  to  that  season,  no  new  comedy 
had  been  produced  at  either  theatre  for  nine  years ;  and  equally 
remarkable  that  the  year  1761  should  have  brought  before  the 
public  "  The  Jealous  Wife,"  by  Colman,  "  The  Way  to  Keep 
Him,"  by  Murphy,  and  "  The  Married  Libertine,"  by  Macklin. 

In  the  following  year  Lord  Bath  died,  and  left  Mr.  Colman  a 
vay  comfortable  annuity,  but  less  in  value  than  he  had  antici- 
pated. In  1767,  Generu  Pulteney,  Lord  Bath's  successor,  died, 
and  left  him  a  second  annuity,  which  secured  him  in  indepen- 
dence for  life.  And  here  it  may  be  proper  to  notice  a  subject 
which  Greorge  Colman  the  younger  has  touched  before  in  his 
'*  Random  Records,"  in  which  he  corrects  a  hasty  and  incautious 
error  of  the  late  Margravine  of  Anspach,  committed  by  her,  in 
ber  "  Memoirs."  Speaking  of  George  Colman  the  eider,  she  says, 

"  He  was  a  natural  son  of  Lord  Bath,  Sir  James  Pulteney  ; 
and  his  father,  poveiving  in  the  son  a  passion  for  plays,  asked 
him  fairly  if  he  never  intended  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  politics, 
aa  it  was  bis  desire  to  see  him  a  minister,  which,  with  his  natural 
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eodoiTiaeBte,  and  the  expeste  and  pains  be  had  bestowed  m  his 
education,  he  bad  reason  to  ima^ne,' with  his  interest,  he  aught 
become.  Hia  father  desired  to  know  if  he  would  give  up  the 
Muses  for  dipiotnacy,  and  idays  for  politics ;  as,  in  that  case, 
he  meant  to  give  him  his  whole  fortune.  Colman  thanked  Lord 
Bath  for  his  kind  cxtmmunication,  but  candidly  said,  that  be 
preferred  Thalia  and  Melpomene  to  ambition  of  any  kind,  for 
the  height  of  his  wishes  was  to  become,  at  some  future  time,  the 
manager  of  a  theatre.  Lord  Bath  \eSt  him  fifteen  hundred 
pounds  a- year,  instead  of  all  his  immense  wealth." 

Mr.  Colman,  after  exposing  the  strange  mistake  of  calling 
the  Sir  William  Pulteney,  James,  goes  on  to  state,  that,  being 
the  son  of  his  wife 's  sister,  I^rd  J^th,  on  the  death  of  Francia 
Colman  (his  brother-in-law),  which  occurred  when  the  dder 
George  was  but  one  year  old,  took  him  entirely  under  his  pror 
tection,  and  placed  him  progressively  at  Westminster,  Oxford, 
and  Lincoln's  Inn.  In  corroboration  of  the  else  unque». 
tinned  truth  of  this  statement,  he  refers  to  the  posthumous  pam- 
phlets of  his  highly-gifted  parent,  and  justly  takes  credit  for 
saving  him  irom  imputed  illegitimacy,  by  explaining  that  his 
grandmother  was  exempt  from  the  conjugal  frailty  of  Venus, 
and  his  grandfather  from  the  fate  of  Vulcan. 

George  Colman  the  elder  sufiered  severely  from  the  effects  of 
a  paralytic  affection,  which,  in  the  year  1790,  produced  mental 
deranganent ;  and,  after  living  in  seclusion  for  four  veare,  he 
died  on  the  14th  of  April  1794s  having  been  during  his  life  a 
joint  proprietor  of  Covent  Garden  Theatre,  and  sole  proprietor 
of  the  little  theatre  in  the  Haymarket 

George  Colman  the  younger  became,  at  Westminster,  the 
school-fellow  and  associate  of  the  present  Archbishop  of  Yturk, 
the  Marquess  of  Anglesea,  the  late  Earl  of  Buckinghamshire, 
Doctor  Robert  Willis,  Mr.  Reynolds,  bjs  brother  dramatist,  the 
iresent  Earl  Somers,  and  many  other  persons,  who  have  since, 
ike  himself,  become  distioguisbed  memb^s  of  society. 

The  account  which  Mr.  Colman  gives  of  his  introduction  by 
his  father  to  Johnson,  Goldsmith,  and  Foote,  when  a  child,  is  so 
highly  graphic,  and  so  strongly  characteristic  of  the  man,  that 
we  give  an  abridgement  of  it  here  : 

"On  the  day  of  my  introduction,"  says  Colman,  "  Br.  John- 
son was  asked  to  dinner  at  my  father's  house  in  Soho-square,  and 
the  erudite  savage  came  a  full  hour  before  his  time.  My  father, 
having  dressed  himself  hastily,  took  me  with  him  mto  the 
drawing-room. 

*'  On  our  entrance,  we  found  Johnson  sitting  in  a  fauteuil  of 
rose-coloured  satin.  He  was  dressed  in  a  rusty  suit  of  brown, 
cloth  dittos,  with  black  worsted  stockings  :  his  old  yellow  wig 
was  of  formidable  dimensions ;  and  the  learned  head  which  sus- 
tained it  rolled  about  in  a  seemingly  paralytic  motion  ;  but,  in 
the  performance  of  its  orbit,  it  inclined  chiefly  to  one  shoulder. 


I 
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"  He  dmned  not  to  rise  on  our  entrance ;  and  we  stood  before 
ImD  while  be  and  my  father  talked.  There  was  soon  >  pause  in 
tbe  coJloquy ;  and  my  father,  making  his  advantage  of  it,  took 
OK  by  tne  hand,  and  said,  —  *  Dr.  John§on,  this  is  a  little 
Ccdsiao/  Tbe  doctor  bestowed  a  slight  ungracious  glance  upon 
me,  and,  continuing  the  rotary  motion  of  his  head,  renewed  the 
previous  conversation.  Again  there  was  a  pause ; — again  the 
anxious  father,  who  had  failed  iil  his  lirst  effort,  seized  the 
MFpaitanity  forpushing  his  progeny,  with — *  This  is  my  son, 
Iw.  Johnson/  iTie  great  roan  s  contempt  for  me  was  now  roused 
to  wTBtb  ;  and,  knitring  his  brows,  he  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of 
ibnnder,  *  I  tee  him,  sir !'  He  then  fell  back  in  his  rose- 
ooloored  satin  fauttuil,  as  if  giving  himself  up  to  meditation ; 
imtdying  that  ne  would  ,pot  be  further  plagued,  either  with  an 
<M  fo6L  or  a  young  one. 

"  Aft^  this  rude  rebuff  from  the  doctor,  I  had  the  additional 
Mici^  to  be  placed  next  to  him  at  dinner  :  he  was  silent  over 
Us  nieal;  bat  I  observed  that  he  was,  as  Shylock  says  of 
LoDcdot  Oobbo,  '  a  huge  feeder  C  and  during  the  display  eS 
hia  voraci^,'  (which  was  worthy  of  Bolt  Court,)  the  perspiration 
fdl  in  copious  drops  itoxa  his  visage  upon  the  table-aotfa." 

**  Oliver  Ooldsmith,  several  jeam  before  my  luckless  pre- 
Mfntati<Hi  to  Johnson,  proved  how  '  doctors  differ.'  1  was  only 
6ve  years  old  when  Ooldsmith  took  me  on  his  knee,  while  he 
was  drinking  coffee,  one  evening,  with  my  father,  and  began  to 
play  with  me ;  which  amiable  act  I  returned  with  the  ingra- 
titude of  a  peevish  brat,  by  giving  him  a  very  smart  slap  in  the 
face ;  it  must  have  been  a  tingler,  for  it  left  the  marks  of  my 
little  s|Hteful  paw  upon  hie  cheek.  This  infantile  outrage  was 
followed  by  summary  justice;  and  I  was  locked  up  by  my 
indignant  father  in  an  adjoining  room,  to  undergo  solitary  im- 
priionment  in  the  dark.  Here  I  began  to  howl  and  scream 
moat  ^Nmtinably ;  which  was  no  bad  step  towards  liberation, 
since  those  who  were  not  inclined  to  pity  me  might  be  likely  to 
set  me  free,  for  the  purpose  of  abating  a  nuisance. 

"  At  length  a  generous  friend  appeared  to  extricate  me  from 
jeopardy,  and  that  generous  friend  was  no  other  than  the  man 
I  had  so  wantonly  molested  by  assault  and  battery ;  it  was  the 
leiKlM--hearted  doctor  himself,  with  a  lighted  candle  in  his  hand, 
and  a  smile  upon  his  countenance,  which  was  still  partially  red 
from  the  effects  of  my  petulance.  I  sulked  snd  sobbed,  and  he 
fondled  and  soothed;  till  I  b^an  to  brighten.  Goldsmith, 
who,  in  regard  to  children,  was  like  the  village  preacher  he  has 
DO  beautifully  described, — for 

'Tbeir  welfare  pleasedbitn,  and  theic  cares  distressed,* — 

seized  tbe  propitious  moment  of  returning  good-humour ;  so  he 

Eut  down  the  candle,  and  began  to  conjure.     He  placed  three 
ata,  which  happened  to  be  in  the  room,  upon  the  carpet,  and  a 
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^Ui]^  under  each :  tbe  shilliagg,  he  told  iMt  wwe  Bn^and, 
Fnuoo,  and  Spsia.  *  Hey,  presto,  oockokrum  V  cried  the 
doctor, — aod,  lo  1  on  uncovenng  the  sbiUingB  which  bad  been 
diepereed,  each  heneath  a  separate  hat,  they  were  aU  found  con- 
gregated under  one.  I  was  no  politician  at  five  years  old,  and, 
therefore,  might  not  have  wondered  at  tbe  sudden  revolution 
wUch  brought  England,  France,  and  Spain  all  under  one 
crown ;  but,  as  I  was  also  no  conjuror,  it  amazed  me  beyond 
measure.  Astonishment  might  have  amounted  to  awe  for  one 
who  appeared  to  me  gifted  with  the  pow»  of  performing 
miracles,  if  the  good-nature  of  the  man  nad  not  obviated  my 
dread  of  the  magidao ;  but,  from  that  time,  whenever  tbe 
doctor  came  to  visit  my  father, 

'  I  pluck'd  his  gotro,  to  share  Ihe  good  man's  smile  ;* 

a  game  at  romps  constantly  ensued,  and  we  were  always  cordial 
iriends,  and  merry  play-feUows. 

"  Foote's  earliest  notices  of  me  were  far  ^m  flattering;  but, 
though  they  had  none  of  Goldsmith's  tenderness,  they  had  none 
of  J^nEon''s  ferocity  ;  and  when  he  accosted  me  with  his  usual 
salutation  of  '  Blow  your  nose,  child  1'  there  was  a  whimsical 
manner,  and  a  broad  grin  upon  his  features,  which  always  made 
me  laugh. 

"Uis  own  nose  was  generally  begrimed  with  snuff;  and,  if  he 
hod  never  been  more  facetious  than  upon  the  subject  of  my 
emunctoriei,  which,  by  the  hye,  did  not  want  cleansing,  I  necxl 
not  tell  the  reader,  that  he  would  not  have  been  distinguished  aa 
a  wit ; — be  afterwards  condescended  to  pass  betta-  jokes  upon  me. 

"The  paradoxical  celebrity  which  he  maintained  upon  the  stage 
was  v«-y  singular ;  his  satirical  sketches  were  scarcely  dramas, 
and  he  could  not  be  called  a  good  legitimate  performer.  Yet 
there  is  no  Shakspeare  or  Roscius  upon  record  who,  like  Foote, 
supported  a  theatre  for  a  series  of  years  by  his  own  acting,  in 
his  own  writings,  and,  for  ten  years  of  the  time,  upon  a  tooodnt 
fog/" 

Tbe  reader,  if  he  have  not  seen  these  passages  before,  will,  we 
are  sure,  sympathise  with  us  in  our  r^rets  that  the  work  from 
which  we  extract  them,  carries  us  only  in  its  two  volumes  to  th* 
year  1786,— a  period  at  which  Colman's  fame  and  reputation 
had  yet  to  be  made. 

His  first  decidedly  successful  drama  was  "  Inkle  and  Yarico :" 
this  at  once  established  his  character  as  an  aathor.  "  Ways 
and  Means,"  "  The  Mountaineers,^  and  "  Tbe  Iron  Chest"  fol- 
lowed ;  and  Id  1798  he  pubUshed  those  admirable  poems  known 
as  '*  My  Night-gown  and  Slippers."  His  greatest  literary  tri- 
umphs were,  however,  yet  to  ccnne.  "The  Heir  at  Law*"  was 
his  first  regular  oomedy  ;  and  we  doubt  very  much  whether  he 
ever  excelled  it*  or,  indeed,  if  it  has  been  excelled  by  more  than 
a  very  few  plays  in  the  English  language.     We  know  tnat  the 
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tbeotriaU  worid,  and  we  bdiere  tbe  autliar  himadf,  gave  a  de- 
cided i»vfei^ice  to  *'  John  Bull  i"  but  we  admit  that  as  we  are 
unAmonabk  eiM>uf;h  to  prefer  tiheridan's  "Rivals'"  to  his 
"fiefaool  for  Scaodal,"  so  are  we  jvepared  unhesttatiQj^ly  to  de- 
due  our  opinion  that  "TbeHar  at  Law"  ia  Colman's  c/uf- 

"The  Poor  Oentleman"  is  an  excdlent  play;  and  ^'Who 
naata  a  Guinea  ?"  although  not  bo  decidedly  successful  ae  its 
predeoees<H^  teems  with  that  rich  humour  and  quaiutnesB  c^ 
tbou^t  which  BO  strongly  characteriae  the  writings  of  its  au- 
thor. His  farcea  of  "The  Review,"  "Love  laughs  at  Lock- 
smiths,^ "  We  fly  by  Night,"  and  several  others,  are  all  admirable 
in  their  way.  These  were  given  to  the  town  as  the  productions 
of  Arthur  Griffinhoofe,  a  nam  de  guerre,  however,  which  proved 
quite  inefficient  in  making  the  public  mistake  the  source  whence 
their  amuaemeot  waa  derived. 

In  1819,  Mr.  Colman  finally  retired  from  the  proprietorebip 
aid  management  of  the  HaymarkeC  Theatre.  Uprai  the  escape 
and  flight  from  Eo^and  of  Captain  Davis,  the  lieutenant  of  the 
Yeoatoa  Guard,  his  Majesty  Gaorge  the  Fourth  appointed  Mr. 
Colman  to  succeed  him ;  and  on  die  death  of  Mr.  Larpent  he 
also  received  the  appointment  of  Examiner  of  Flays.  I'he  for- 
mCT  office  he  relinquished  in  favour  of  Sir  John  Gete,  some 
three  or  four  years  since ;  and  in  the  latter  he  has,  as  our  readers 
know,  been  succeeded  by  Mr.  Charles  Kemhle. 

It  would  be  unjust  and  unfair  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Colman 
were  we  to  let  slip  this  opportunity  of  saying  a  few  words  upon 
the  subject  of  his  conduct  in  the  execution  of  the  duties  of  this 
situation ;  because  it  has  been  made  the  object  of  attack  even 
by  men  of  the  highest  talent  and  reputation,  as  well  as  the  tow 
nbald  abuse  of  their  literary  inferiors, — which,  however,  consi- 
dering the  source  whence  it  came,  is  not  worth  noticing. 

It  has  been  allied  that  Mr.  Colman  was  unnecessarily  rigid 
in  his  exclusion  ofoaths  and  profane  sayings  ft^m  the  dramatic 
works  submitted  to  his  inspection ;  and  the  gist  of  the  arguments 
against  him  touching  this  ri^ur  went  to  show  that  he  ought 
not  to  expunge  such  expressions  as  examiner,  because  he  had 
used  Buoi  expressions  himself  as  an  author.  This  reasoning 
ia  absurd,  the  conclusion  inconsequential.  When  Mr.  Cot 
man  wrote  plays,  he  was  not  bound  by  oath  to  r^^Iate  their  lan- 
guage bv  any  fixed  standard ;  and,  as  all  other  dramatists  of 
the  day  had  done,  in  sharpening  a  dialogue  or  depicting  a  cha- 
racter he  used  in  some — perhaps  all  his  dramas — occasiOTial 
explativea.  But  Mr.  Colman's  plays  then  had  to  be  submitted 
to  an  examiner,  who,  oonscientiou^y,  did  his  duty ;  and,  Irom 
the  high  moral  cbanu^r  of  the  late  licenser,  there  can  be  little 
reason  for  doubting  that  ht,  like  his  succeesor,  drew  his  pen 
across  any  expressim  which  he  might  have  ctmsidercd  objec- 
tionable;   bur  no  one   ever  complained  of  this,  because   Mr. 
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Larpent  had  never  written  a  play*  <»*  used  an  oath  in  its 
dialogues. 

When  Mr.  Colman  tusumed  the  legal  and  necessary  power 
of  correction,  he  had  but  one  course  to  pursue :  he  was  sworn  to 
perform  a  certain  duty  assigned  to  him  to  the  best  of  his  judg- 
ment, and  to  correct  any  expressions  which  he  might  consider 
injurious  to  the  state  or  to  morality.  What  had  w  to  do,  as 
licenser,  with  what  he  had  himself  done  as  author  ?  The  tu 
quoque  principle  in  this  case  is  even  more  than  usually  absurd ; 
It  is  as  if  a  schoolmaster  were  to  be  prevented  from  flogging  a 
boy  for  breaking  windows,  because,  when  he  was  a  boy,  he  had 
broken  windows  himself. 

As  we  have  already  stated  that  it  is  not  our  intention  to  make 
these  few  pages  a  piece  of  biography,  we  shall  leave  to  some 
better  qualifi^  person  to  give  the  more  minute  details  of  Mr. 
Colman  B  life.  The  following  lines,  written  by  himself,  now 
many  years  since,  and  when  be  himself  was  under  fifty,  give  as 
goodf  an  epitome  of  his  career  up  to  that  period  as  fifty  pages  of 
matter-of-fact ;  and  from  thaftime  until  the  occurrence  ot  the  sad 
event  to  which  the  last  stanza,  so  pathetically — as  it  note  reads 
— refers,  he  lived  on  in  happiness  and  comfort. 

A  RECKONING  WITH  TIME. 


Come  on,  oldTunel— Nay,  that  is  Muff; 
Gaffer  I  thou  comest  bst  enough ; 

Wing'd  foe  to  fealher'd  Cupid .' — 
But  tell  me.  Sand-man,  ere  thy  sraim 
Have  multiplied  upon  m;  brains, 

So  thick  to  make  me  stupid ; — 


Tell  me.  Death's  journeyman  t — But  nol 
Bear  thou  my  speech  :  1  will  not  grow 

IrrerereDt  while  I  try  it ; 
For,  though  I  mock  thy  flight,  'tis  said 
The  forelock  Alls  me  with  such  dread, 

I  never  take  thee  by  it. 


List,  then,  old  Is,  Was,  and  To-be ; 
I  '11  slate  accounts  'twin  thee  and  me. 

Thou  gav'st  me,  first,  the  measles ; 
With  teething  would'al  have  la'en  me  off; 
Then  mad'st  me,  with  the  booping-couf^, 

ThtDDer  than  fifty  weasels. 


Hou  gav'st  small-pov,  (the  di^oD  now 
That  Jenner  combats  on  a  cow,) 

And  then  some  seeds  of  knowledge,— 
Grains  of  the  Grammar,  which  the  flails 
Orjiedants  thresh  upon  our  tails. 

To  fit  us  for  a  college. 
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And,  nben  at  ChriBt-Church,  'ivru  thy  ipoit 
To  rack  my  brains  with  aloe-juice  port, 

And  lecture*  out  of  nMnbci  I 
There  Freihman  Folly  qmaSi  and  singa^ 
While  Graduate  Du1)d«m  clogn  thy  ningii 

With  mathemaiic  lumber. 


Thy  pioions  next, — which,  while  ihey  ware, 
Fan  all  our  birtb-days  to  tfie  grave, — 

I  think,  ere  it  wiu  prudeDt, 
BalhKin'd  me  froco  th«  schools  to  town. 
Where  I  waipeiachuted  dowu, 

A  dapper  Temple  studenL 

Thea,  much  in  dramaa  did  I  took, — 
Uuch  alighted  thee  and  great  Lord  Coke : 

Coagreve  beat  Blackslone  hollow ; 
Shakspeare  made  all  the  statutes  slate, 
AikI  in  my  crown  no  plea«  bad  Uale 

To  loperaede  Apollo. 

Ah  1  Time,  those  raging  heats,  1  find, 
Were  the  mere  dog-star  of  my  mind ; 

How  cool  is  retrospection  ! 
Youth's  gaudy  lummet  soUtice  o'er, 
Experience  yields  a  mellow  store, — 

An  aattmin  of  reflection  I 


Why  did  I  let  the  God  of  song 
Lure  me  &om  law  to  Join  his  tbroi^, 

Gull'd  by  some  slight  applauses  1 
What's  tane  to  A.  wneu  versus  B.  I 
Or  what  John  Bull,  a  comedy. 

To  pleading  John  Bull's  causes  T 

Yet,  though  my  childhood  felt  disease, — 
Hough  my  lamt  purse,  unawoU'n  by  fee!. 

Some  ragged  Muse  has  netted, — 
'  Still,  honest  Chronos  I  'tis  most  true. 
To  thee  (and,  Taith  1  to  others,  too,) 

I  'm  Tery  much  indebted. 

For  thon  hast  made  me  S*i1y  tough, 
Inured  me  to  each  day  Uiat's  rough. 

In  hopes  of  calm  to-morrow. 
And  when,  old  mower  of  us  all. 
Beneath  thy  sweeping  scythe  I  (all. 

Some  few  dear  friends  will  sorrow- 
Then,  though  my  idle  prose  or  rhyme 
Should,  half  an  hour,  outlive  me.  Time, 

Pray  bid  the  atooe-engtaveri. 
Where'er  my  bones  find  church-yard  room, 
Simphr  to  chisel  on  my  tomb, — 

"  Inank  Time  for  all  his  bvoura  1" 
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It  is  a  curious  coincidence— -altliough  considering  the  proximi- 
ty of  their  ages  there  may  be  nothing  really  strange  in  it — that 
Mr.  Colman  and  his  intimate  friend  Bannister  should  have  quit- 
ted this  mortal  world  so  nearly  at  the  same  time.  The  circum- 
stance, however,  gives  us  an  opportunity  of  bringing  their  names 
together  in  a  mannn-  honourable  to  both.  We  derive  the  anec- 
dote from  the  "  Random  Records  i"  and  we  think  it  will  be  at 
this  juncture  favourably  received  by  those  who  admire  dramatic 
authors  and  actors,  and  who  rejoice  to  see  traits  of  private 
worth  the  concomitants  of  public  excellence- 
After  recounting  the  circumstances  of  his  first  acquaintance 
with  Bannister,  Mr.  Colman  says, 

'*  In  the  year  of  my  return  from  Aberdeen,  1784,  unconscious 
of  fear  through  ignorance  of  danger,  I  rushed  into  early  publi- 
city as  an  a vowea  dramatist.  My  father's  illness  in  1789  obliged 
me  to  undertake  the  management  of  his  theatre;  which,  having 
purchased  at  his  demise,  I  continued  to  manage  as  my  own.  Dur- 
mg  such  progression,  up  to  the  year  1796  inclusive,  I  scribbled 
many  dramas  for  the  Haymarket,  and  one  for  Drury-lane;  in 
almost  all  of  which  the  younger  Bannister  (being  engaged  at 
both  theatres)  performed  a  prominent  character :  eo  that,  for  most 
of  the  thirteen  years  I  have  enumerated,  he  was  of  the  greatest 
importance  to  my  theatrical  prosperity  in  my  double  capacity 
of  author  and  manager  ;  while  I  WEts  of  some  service  to  him  by 
supplying  him  with  new  characters.  These  reciprocal  interests 
made  us,  of  course,  such  close  colleagues,  that  our  almost  daily 
consultations  promoted  amity,  while  they  forwarded  business. 

"  From  this  last-mentioned  period,  (1796,)  we  were  led  by  our 
speculations,  one  after  the  other,  into  different  tracks.  He  had 
arrived  at  that  height  of  London  popularity  wheu  hit  visits  to 
various  provincial  theatres  in  the  summer  were  productive  of 
much  more  money  than  my  scale  of  expense  in  the  Haymarket 
could  afford  to  pve  him.  As  he  wintered  it,  however,  in 
Drury-lane,  I  profited  for  two  years  more  by  his  acting  in  the 
pieces  which  I  produced  there.  1  then  began  to  write  for  the 
rival  bouse  in  Covent  Garden,  and  this  parted  us  as  author  and 
actor :  but  separating,  as  we  did,  through  accident,  and  with  the 
kindest  sentiments  for  each  other,  it  was  not  likely  that  we  should 
forget  or  neglect  further  to  cultivate  our  mutual  regard :  that 
r^ard  is  now  so  mellowed  by  time  that  it  will  never  cease  till 
Time  himself, — who,  in  ripening  our  ftiendship,  has  been  all  the 
while  whetting  his  scythe  for  the  friends, — shall  have  mowed 
down  the  men,  and  gathered  in  his  harvest. 

"  One  trait  of  Bannister,  in  our  worldly  dealings  with  each 
other,  will  nearly  bring  me  to  the  close  of  this  chapter. 

"  In  the  year  1807,  after  having  slaved  at  some  dramatic 
composition, — I  forget  what, — I  had  resolved  to  pass  one  entire 
week  in  luxurious  sloth. 

"  At  this  crisis,— just  as  I  was  beginning  the  first  morning's 
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Hunfice  upon  the  alUr  of  m;  darling  goddess,  IitckieDce,->-eoter 
JkIc  Bannister,  with  a  huge  nuuioKript  under  his  left  arin  l-~ 
This,  he  told  me,  consisted  of  loose  materials  for  an  entertain- 
ment, with  which  he  meuit  to  **  skirr  the  country,^  uoder  the 
title  of  BumiBTKH**  BoBeBF ;  but,  unless  I  reduced  the  cbaoi 
into  some  order  for  him,  and  that  instantfy, — he  should  lone  bis 
tide,  and  with  it  his  emoluments  for  the  season.  In  such  b  caae 
there  was  no  balancing  between  two  alternatives,  so  1  deserted 
mj  d«'^ipg  goddess  to  drudge  through  the  week  for  my  old 
omnaiuon. 

''To  concoct  the  crudities  he  had  brought  roe,  by  polishing, 
expunging,  adding, — in  short,  almost  re-writing  them,— was,  it 
mu£t  be  confessed,  labouring  under  the  "  horrors  of  digestion  ;" 
but  the  toil  was  completed  at  the  week's  end,  and  away  went 
Jack  Baonitter  into  the  country  with  his  Budgst. 

*^  Several  months  afterwards  he  retiu-ned  to  town ;  and  I  in- 
quired, of  course,  what  success? — So  great,  he  answered,  that 
in  consequence  of  the  gain  which  had  accrued  to  him  through 
my  means,  and  which  he  was  certain  would  still  accrue,  (as  ne 
now  considered  the  Budget  to  be  an  annual  income  for  some 
yean  to  come,)  he  must  insist  upon  cancelling  a  bond  which 
I  had  given  him,  for  money  he  had  lent  to  me.  I  was  astound- 
ed ;  for  I  had  never  dreamt  of  fee  or  reward. 

"  To  prove  that  he  was  in  earnest,  I  extract  a  paragraph  tzosa 
a  letter  which  he  wrote  to  me  from  Shrewsbury. 

** '  For  fear  of  accidento,  1  think  it  necessary  to  inform  you 
that  Fladgate,  your  attorney,  is  in  possession  of  your  bond  to 
me  of  .f  700 ;  as  I  consider  it  fully  ditcharged,  it  is  but  mma 
jou  riiould  have  this  acknowledgment  under  my  hand.     J.  B.' 

"  Should  my  unostentatious  fnend  think  me  indelicate  in  put> 
tishing  this  anecdote,  I  can  only  say,  that  it  naturally  appertains 
to  the  sketch  I  have  given  of  our  consperations  in  life  ;  and  that 
the  insertion  of  it  here  seems  almost  indispensable,  in  order  to 
elucidate  mv  previous  statement  of  our  having  blended  so  much 
tentiment  with  so  much  traffic.  I  feel,  too,  that  it  would  be 
downright  injustice  to  him  if  I  suppressed  it ;  and  would  be- 
token in  myself  the  pride  of  those  narrow-minded  persons  who 
are  ashamed  of  ackaowledging  how  greatly  they  have  profited 
by  the  hberal  spirit  of  others. 

"  The  bond  above  mentioned  was  given,  be  it  observed,  on 
a  private  account ;  not  for  money  due  to  an  actor  tot  his  profes- 
sional asnstanoe.  Gilliland,  in  his  '  Dramatic  Mirror,^  says  that 
my  admission  of  partners  '  enabled  the  proprietors  to  completely 
liquidate  all  the  demands  which  had  for  some  time  past  involved 
the  house  in  temporary  embarrassments.'  This  is  a  gross  mis- 
take ;  the  Haymarket  Theatre  was  never  embarrassed  (on  the 
contrary,  it  was  a  prosperous  speculation)  while  under  my  di- 
rection. My  own  difficulties  during  part  of  this  time  are  an- 
otha  matter ;  I  may  touch  ilightly  on  this  hereafter ;  but  shall 
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not  bore  my  readers  by  dwelling  long  on  matteri  which  (how- 
ever they  may  have  annoyed  me)  cannot  entertain  or  int^vit 
them. 

"  I  regret  following  up  one  instance  of  Mr.  Gilliland*s  inaccu- 
racy immediately  with  another ;  but  he  asserts,  in  his  '  Drama- 
tic Mirror,'  that  J.  Bannister,  *in  the  season  1778,  made  his  ap- 
pearance for  the  benefit  of  his  father,  on  the  boards  of  Old  Dra- 
ry.""  In  contradiction  to  the  foregoing  statement  a  document 
now  lies  before  me, — I  transcribe  it  verbatim : 

*' '  First  appearance,  at  the  Haymarket,  for  my  father's  bene- 
fit, 1778,  in  The  Apprentice.  First  appearance  at  Drury-lane, 
1779,  in  Zaphna,  in  Mahomet.  Took  leave  of  the  stage  at 
Drury-lane,  Thursday,  June  1st,  1816.  Garrick  instructed  me 
in  the  four  first  parts  I  played,  —  the  Apprentice  ;  Zaphna 
(Mahomet)  :  Dorilas  (Merope)  ;  and  Achmet  ^arbarossa). — 
Jack  Bannister,  to  his  dear  friend  George  Colmob.  June  30lh, 
1828.'" 

These  memoranda,  under  the  circumstances,  are  curious  and 
affecting. — Death  hat  gathered  in  his  harvest,  and  both  the  men 
tiregone. 

Of  Mr.  Colman's  delightful  manners  and  conversational  powers 
no  words  can  give  any  adequate  idea:  with  all  the  advantages 
of  extensive  reading,  a  general  knowledge  of  mankind,  and  an 
inexhaustible  fund  of  wit  and  humour,  he  blended  a  joyous- 
ness  of  expression,  a  kindness  of  feeling,  and  a  warmth  of  man- 
ner, which  rendered  him  the  much-sought  companion  of  every 
circle  of  society  in  which  he  chose  to  mix.  Of  his  literary 
talents  all  the  world  can  judge ;  but  it  is  only  those  who  have 
known  him  in  private  life  who  can  appreciate  the  qualities  which 
we  despair  of  oeing  able  Justly  to  describe. 


IMPROMPTU  BY  THE  LATE  GEORGE  COLMAN. 

About  a  year  since,  a  young  lady  be^ed  this  celebrated  wit  to 
write  some  verses  in  her  album :  he  shook  his  liead ;  but,  good-na- 
turedly promiwng  to  try,  at  once  extemporised  the  following,— most 
probably  his  last  written  and  poetical  jeiL 

My  muse  and  I,  ere  youth  and  spirits  fled, 
Sat  up  together  many  a  ni^t,  no  doubt; 

But  now,  I  've  sent  the  poor  old  lass  to  bed. 
Simply  because  myjirt  i*  going  o%iL 
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Oh  !  the  balloon,  the  great  balloon! 
It  left  Vauxhall  one  Monday  at  noon. 
And  every  one  said  we  should  hear  of  it  soon 
With  news  Grom  Aleppo  or  Sconderoon. 
Bat  very  soon  after,  folks  changed  their  tune : 
"The  netting  had  burst — the  silk — the  shdloon  ; 
It  had  met  with  a  trade-wind — a  deuced  monsoon — 
It  was  blown  out  to  sea — it  was  blown  to  the  moon — 
They  ought  to  have  put  off  their  journey  till  June ; 
Sure  ncHie  but  a  donkey,  a  goose,  or  baboon, 
Would  go  up,  in  November,  in  any  balloon  I" 

Then  they  talk'd  about  Green — "  Oh  I  where  'a  Mister  Green  ? 

And  where 's  Mister  Hollond  who  hired  the  machine  ? 

And  where  is  Monk  Mason,  .the  nuui  that  has  been 

Up  so  often  before — twelve  times  or  thirteen — 

And  who  writes  such  nice  letters  describing  the  scene  P 

And  where  's  the  cold  fowl,  and  the  ham,  and  poteen  ? 

The  press'd  beef,  with  the  fat  cut  off, — nothing  9ut  lean  ? 

And  the  portable  soup  in  the  patent  tureen  P 

Have  they  got  to  Grand  Cairo  r  or  reach'd  Aberdeen  ? 

Or  Jerusalem — Hamburgh — or  Ballyporeen  P — 

No  I  they  have  not  been  seen  I     Oh  I  they  haven't  been  seen !" 

Stay !  here  's  Mister  Gye — Mr.  Frederick  Dye. 
At  Paris,"  says  he,  "  I  've  been  up  very  high, 
A  couple  of  hundred  of  toises,  or  nigh, 
A  cockstride  the  Tuilleries'  pantiles,  to  spy, 
With  DoUond's  best  telescope  stuck  at  my  eye, 
And  my  umbrella  under  my  arm  like  Paul  Pry, 
But  I  could  see  nothing  at  all  but  the  iky  ; 
So  I  thought  with  myself  'twas  of  no  use  to  try 
Any  longer ;  and  feeling  remarkably  dry 
From  sitting  all  day  stuck  up  there,  like  a  Guy, 
I  came  down  again,  and — you  see — here  am  1 1" 

But  here 's  Muter  Hughes  [ — What  says  young  Mr.  Hughes  P 
"  Why,  I  'm  sorry  to  say,  we  've  not  got  any  news 
Since  the  letter  they  threw  down  m  ooe  of  their  shoes. 
Which  gave  the  Mayor's  nose  such  a  deuce  of  a  bruise, 
As  he  popp'd  up  his  eye-glass  to  look  at  their  cruise 
Over  Dover ;  and  which  the  folks  flock'd  to  peruse 
At  Squier's  basaar,  the  aame  evening,  in  crews. 
Politicians,  newsmongers,  town  council,  and  blues, 
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Turks,  heretics,  iofidels,  jumpers,  and  Jews, 
Scomiog  Bachelor's  papers,  and  Warren's  reviews; 
But  the  wind  was  then  blowinj;  towards  Helvoetsluys, 
And  my  father  and  I  are  in  terrible  stewg, 
For  so  large  a  balloon  is  a  sad  thing  to  lose !" 

Here  's  news  come  at  last!     Here  'b  news  come  at  last ! 

A  vessel 's  arrived,  which  has  sail'd  very  fast ; 

And  a  gentleman  serving  before  the  mast, 

Mister  Nokes,  has  declared  that  "  the  party  has  past 

Safe  across  to  the  Hague,  where  tlieir  grapnel  they  cut 

As  a  fat  burgomaster  was  staring  aghast 

To  see  such  a  monster  come  home  on  the  blast. 

And  it  caught  in  his  breeches,  and  there  it  stuck  fast !" 

Oh  1  fie  !  Mister  Nokes, — for  shame.  Mister  Nokes  ! 
To  be  poUng  jour  fun  at  us  plain-dealing  folks — 
Sir,  this  isn't  a  time  to  be  cracking  your  jokes. 
And  such  jesting,  your  malice  but  scurvily  cloaks; 
Such  a  trumpery  tale  every  one  of  us  smokes, 
And  we  know  very  well  your  whole  story  "s  a  hoax ! 

"  Oh !  what  shall  we  do  ?  Oh !  where  will  it  end  ? 

Can  nobody  go  ?  Can  nobody  send 

To  Calais — or  Bergen-op-zoom^-or  OstendP 

Can't  you  go  there  yourself?  Cau't  you  write  to  a  friend, 

For  news  upon  which  we  may  sa&ly  depend?" 

Huzzah !  huzzah  !  one  and  eight-pence  to  pay 

For  a  letter  from  Hamborough,  just  come  to  say 

They  descended  at  Weilburg  about  break  of  day  ; 

And  they  've  lent  them  the  palace  there,  during  their  stay, 

And  the  town  is  becoming  uncommonly  gay, 

And  they  're  feasting  the  party,  and  soaking  their  clay 

With  Johannisberg,  Rudesheim,  Moselle,  and  Tokay ; 

And  the  landgraves,  and  margraves,  and  counts  beg  and  pray 

That  they  won't  think  as  yet,  about  going  away ; 

Notwithstanding,  they  don't  mean  to  make  much  delay, 

But  pack  up  the  balloon  in  a  waggon  or  dray. 

And  pop  themselves  into  a  German  "po'ihajf," 

And  get  on  to  Paris  by  Lisle  and  Toumay ; 

Where  they  boldly  dedare,  any  wager  they  'II  lay. 

If  the  gas  people  there  do  not  ask  them  to  pay 

Such  a  sum  as  must  force  them  at  once  to  say  "  Nay," 

They  11  inflate  the  bslloou  in  Uie  Champs  Elys^ 

And  be  back  again  here,  the  beginning  of  May. 
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Dear  me!  what  a  treat  rorajuvenile/iCe/ 

What  thousands  will  8oA  their  arriva]  to  greet ! 

There  II  be  hardly  a  soul  la  be  seen  in  the  street. 

For  at  Vauxhall  the  whole  popuIaUon  will  meet, 

And  yoa  11  scarcelj  get  Btanding-room,  much  lets  a  aeat. 

For  this  all  preceding  attraction  must  beat ; — 

'  Sbce,  there  they  11  unfold,  what  we  want  to  be  told. 
How  they  cough'd,  how  they  sneez'd,  how  they  shiver'd  with  cold, 
How  they  tippled  the  "cordial,"  as  racy  and  old 
As  Hodgea,  or  Deady,  or  Smith  ever  sold. 
And  how  they  all  then  felt  remarkably  bold; 
How  they  thought  the  boil'd  beef  worth  its  own  weight  in  gold ; 
And  how  Mister  Green  was  beginning  to  scold 
Becauae  Mister  Holland  would  try  to  lay  hold 
Of  the  moon,  and  had  very  near  overboard  roll'd. 

And  there  they  11  be  seen — they  'U  be  all  to  be  seen ! 

The  great-coats,  the  coffee-pot,  mugs,  and  tureen  I 

With  the  tight-rope,  and  fire-worka,  and  danciog  between. 

If  the  weather  should  only  prove  fair  and  serene. 

And  there,  on  a  beautiiiil  traoaparent  screen, 

In  the  middle  you  'U  see  a  large  picture  of  Green, 

With  HoUond  on  one  side,  who  hired  the  machine, 

And  Monk  Mason  on  t'  other,  describing  the  scene ; 

And  Fame  on  one  leg  in  the  aJr,  like  a  queen, 

With  three  wreaths  and  a  trumpet,  will  over  them  lean ; 

While  Envy,  la  serpents  and  black  bombazine. 

Looks  on  from  below  with  an  air  of  chagrin. 

Then  they  11  play  up  a  tune  in  the  Royal  Saloon, 
And  the  people  will  dance  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
And  keep  up  the  ball  till  the  next  day  at  noon ; 
.And  the  peer  and  the  peasant,  the  lord  and  the  toon. 
The  haughty  grandee,  and  the  tow  picaroon, 
Hie  six-foot  life-guardsman,  and  little  gossoon, 
Will  all  joio  in  three  cheers  for  the  "monstre"  balloon. 
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Andt  Rooney  was  a  fellow  who  had  the  most  dogularW  io- 
genious  knack  of  doing  every  thing  the  wrong  way ;  disap- 
pointment awaited  on  all  affairs  in  wluch  he  bore  a  part,  and  de- 
struction was  at  his  fingers'  ends :  so  the  nick-name  the  neigh- 
bours stuck  upon  him  was  Handy  Andy,  and  the  jeering  jingle 
pleased  them. 

Andy^B  entrance  into  this  world  was  quite  in  character  with 
his  after  achievements,  for  he  was  nearly  the  death  of  his  mother. 
She  survived,  however,  to  have  herself  clawed  almost  to  death 
while  her  darling  babby  was  in  arms,  for  he  would  not  take  his 
nourishment  from  the  parent  fount  unless  he  had  one  of  bis  little 
red  fists  twisted  into  his  mother's  hair,  which  he  dragged  till  he 
made  her  roar ;  while  he  diverted  the  pain  by  scratching  her  till 
the  blood  came,  with  the  other.  Nevertheless  she  swore  he  was 
"  the  loveliest  and  sweetest  craythur  the  sun  ever  shined  upon  i" 
and  when  he  was  able  to  run  about  and  wield  a  little  stick,  and 
smash  every  thing  breakable  belonging  to  her,  she  only  praised 
his  pretocious  powers,  and  used  to  ask,  "  Did  ever  any  one  see 
a  darlin'  of  his  age  handle  a  stick  so  bowld  as  he  did  ? 

Andy  grew  up  in  mischief  and  the  admiration  of  his  mammy; 
but,  to  do  him  justice,  he  never  meant  harm  in  the  course  of  nis 
life,  and  was  most  anxious  to  offer  his  services  on  all  occasions 
to  any  one  who  would  accept  them  ;  but  they  were  only  those 
who  had  not  already  proved  Andy's  peculiar  powers. 

There  was  a  farmer  hard  by  in  this  happy  state  of  ignorance, 
named  Owen  Doylei  or,  as  he  was  familiarly  called,  Owny  na 
Coppal,  or,  "  Owen  of  the  Horses,"  because  he  bred  many  of 
these  animals,  and  sold  them  at  the  neighbouring  fairs ;  and 
Andy  one  day  oBered  his  services  to  Owny  when  he  was  in  want 
of  some  one  to  drive  up  a  horse  to  his  bouse  from  a  distant 
"  bottom,^  aa  low  grounds  by  a  river  side  are  always  called  in 
Ireland. 

*'  Oh,  he's  wild,  Andy,  and  youM  never  be  able  to  ketch 
him,"  said  Owny. — "  Throth,  an'  I  'II  engage  I  'II  ketch  him  if 
you  '11  let  me  go.  I  never  seen  the  horse  I  couldn't  ketch,  sir," 
said  Andy. 

"  Why,  you  little  spridhogue,  if  he  took  to  runnin'  over  the 
long  bottom,  it  'ud  be  more  than  a  day's  work  for  you  to  folly 
him." — "  Oh.  but  he  won't  run." 

"  Why  won't  he  run  f — "  Bekase  I  won't  make  him  run." 

"  How  can  you  help  it  V — "  I  "11  soother  him." 

"  Well,  you  're  a  nillin'  brat,  any  how ;  and  bo  go,  and  God 
speed  you  !"  said  Owny. 

"  Just  gi'  me  a  wisp  o'  hay  an'  a  hao'ful  iv  oats,"  said  Andy, 
"  if  I  ^ould  have  to  coax  mm." — "  Sartinly,"  said  Owny,  who 
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entered  tfae  staUe  and  came  forlh  vith  the  articles  required  by 
Andy,  and  a  halter  for  the  horse  also. 

**  Now,  take  care,"  said  Owny, "  that  you  're  able  to  ride  that 
borse  if  you  get  on  him.'" — *'  Oh,  never  fear,  sir.  I  can  ride 
owld  Lanty  OubbinB''s  mule  betther  nor  any  o^  the  other  boys 
on  the  common,  and  he  couldn't  throw  me  th  other  day,  though 
be  kicked  the  shoes  av  him.'" 

"  After  that  you  may  ride  any  thing,*'  said  Owny :  and  in- 
deed it  was  true ;  for  I^nty's  mule,  which  fed  on  the  common, 
beiiw  ridden  siily  by  all  the  young  vagabonds  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, had  become  such  an  adept  in  the  art  of  getting  rid  of  bis 
troublesome  customers,  that  it  might  be  well  considered  a  feat 
to  stick  on  him. 

"  Now,  take  grate  care  of  him,  Andy,  my  boy,^  said  the  far- 
mer.— "  Don't  be  afeard,  sir,^'  said  Andy,  who  started  on  his 
errand  in  that  peculiar  pace  which  is  elegantly  called  a  "sweep's 
trot ;"  and  as  the  river  lay  between  Owny  Doyle's  and  the  bot- 
tom, and  was  too  deep  for  Andy  to  ford  at  that  season,  he  went 
round  by  Dinny  Dowling's  mill,  where  a  small  wooden  bridge 
crossed  the  stream. 

Here  he  thought  he  might  as  well  secure  the  assistance  of 
Paudeen,  the  miller's  son,  to  help  him  in  catching  the  horse ; 
so  he  looked  about  the  place  until  he  found  him,  and,  telling 
bim  the  errand  on  which  he  was  going,  said,  "  If  you  like  to 
come  wid  me,  we  can  both  have  a  ride."  This  was  temptation 
nifficient  for  Paudeen,  and  the  boys  proceeded  together  to  the 
bottom,  and  they  were  not  long  in  securing  the  horse.  When 
they  had  got  the  halter  over  his  head,  "  Now,"  said  Andy, 
**  give  me  a  lift  on  him ;"  and  accordingly,  by  Paudeen's  catch- 
ing Andy's  left  foot  in  both  his  hands  clasped  together  in  the 
fashion  of  a  stirrup,  he  hoisted  his  friend  on  the  horse's  back ; 
•nd,  as  soon  as  he  was  secure  there.  Master  Paudeen,  by  the  aid 
of  Andy's  hand,  contrived  to  scramble  up  after  him ;  upon  which 
Andy  applied  his  heels  into  the  horse's  side  with  many  vigorous 
kicks,  and  crying  "  Hurrup  !"  at  the  same  time,  endeavoured  to 
stimulate  Owny's  steed  into  something  of  a  pace  as  he  turned 
bis  bead  towards  the  mill. 

"  Sure  aren't  you  going  to  crass  the  river  ?"  said  Paudeen. — 
"  No,  1  'm  gfnne  to  lave  you  at  home." 

"  Oh,  I  'd  rather  go  up  to  Owny's,  and  it 's  the  shortest  way 
acrass  the  river." — "  Yes,  but  I  don't  like — " 

"  Is  it  afeard  you  are  ?"  said  Paudeen. — "  Not  I,  indeed," 
said  Andy ;  though  it  was  really  the  fact,  for  the  width  of  the 
stream  startled  him :  "  but  Owny  towld  me  to  take  grate  care 
o*  the  baste,  and  I  'm  loath  to  wet  his  feet." 

"  Go  'Icmg  wid  you,  you  fool !  what  harm  would  it  do  him  ? 
Sure  he 's  neither  sugar  nor  salt  that  he  'd  melt." 

"  Well,  I  won't,  any  how,"  said  Andy,  who  by  this  time  had 
got  the  bone  into  a  good  high  trot,  that  shook  every  word  of 
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argument  out  of  Paudeen'a  body  ;  besides,  it  was  as  much  as 
the  boys  could  do  to  keep  their  seats  on  Owny's  Bucephalus, 
who  was  not  long  in  reaching  the  miller's  bridge.  Here  voice 
and  rein  were  employed  to  pull  him  in,  that  he  might  cross  the 
narrow  wooden  structure  at  a  quiet  pace.  But  whether  his 
double  load  had  given  him  the  idea  of  double  exertion,  or  that 
the  pair  of  legs  on  each  side  sticking  into  his  &uiks  (and  per- 
haps the  horse  was  ticklish)  made  him  go  the  faster,  we  know  not ; 
but  the  horse  charged  the  bridge  as  if  an  Enniskilliner  were  on 
his  back,  and  an  enemy  before  him ;  and  in  two  minutes  his 
hoofe  clattered  like  thunder  on  the  bridge,  that  did  hot  b»id 
beneath  him.  No,  it  did  not  bend,  but  it  broke ;  proving  the 
falsehood  of  the  boast,  "  I  may  break,  but  I  won't  bend ;"  for, 
after  all,  the  really  strong  may  bend,  and  be  as  strong  as  ever : 
it  is  the  unsound,  that  has  only  the  seeming  of  strength,  that 
breaks  at  last  when  it  resists  too  long. 

Surprising  was  the  spin  the  young  equestrians  took  over 
the  ears  of  the  horse,  enough  to  make  all  the  aitists  of  Astley's 
envious ;  and  plump  they  went  into  the  river,  where  each  formed 
his  own  ring,  and  executed  some  comical  "  scenes  in  the  circle," 
which  were  suddenly  changed  to  evolutions  on  the  "  flying  cord" 
that  Dinnj  Dowling  threw  the  performers,  which  became  sud- 
denly converted  into  a  "  tight  rope  "  as  he  dragged  the  voitieeurs 
out  of  the  water ;  and,  for  fear  their  blood  migbt  be  chilled  by 
the  accident,  he  gave  them  both  an  enormous  thrashing  with  the 
dt^  end  of  the  rope,  just  to  restore  circulation;  and  his  ex- 
ertions, had  they  been  witnessed,  would  have  charmed  the  Hu- 
mane Society. 

As  for  the  horse,  his  legs  stuck  through  the  bridge,  as  though 
he  had  been  put  in  a  chtroplast,  and  he  went  playing  away  on 
the  water  witn  considerable  execution,  as  if  he  were  accompany- 
ing himself  in  the  song  which  he  was  squealing  at  the  top  of  his 
voice.  Half  the  saws,  hatchets,  ropes,  and  poles  in  the  parish 
were  put  iu  requisition  immediately  ;  and  the  horse's  first  lesson 
in  chiroplaitic  exercise  was  performed  with  no  other  loss  than 
some  skin  and  a  good  deal  of  hair.  Of  course  Andy  did  not 
venture  on  taking  Owny's  horse  home ;  so  the  miller  sent  him  to 
his  owner  with  an  account  of  the  accidegt.  Andy  for  years 
kept  out  of  Owny  na  Coppal's  way ;  and  at  any  time  that  his 
presence  was  Irouulesome,  the  inconvenienced  party  had  only  to 
say,  "  Isn't  that  Owny  na  Coppal  coming  this  way  P"  and  Aady 
fled  for  his  life. 

When  Andy  grew  up  to  be  what  in  country  parlance  is  called 
"a  brave  lump  of  a  boy,"  his  mother  thought  he  was  old  enough 
to  do  something  for  himself ;  so  she  took  him  one  day  along 
with  her  to  the  squire's,  and  waited  outside  the  door,  loitering  up 
and  down  the  yard  behind  the  house,  among  a  crowd  of  beggars 
and  great  lazy  dogs  that  were  thrusting  their  heads  into  every 
iron  pot  that  stood  outside  the  kitchen  aoor,  until  chance  might 
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^ve  ber  *'  a  sight  o'  the  §quire  afore  he  wjnl  out  or  afore  he 
wint  in ;"  and,  after  spending  her  entire  day  in  this  idle  way,  at 
last  the  squire  made  his  appearance,  and  Judy  presented  her 
aon,  vho  kept  scraping  his  foot,  and  pulling  his  forelock,  that 
stuck  out  like  a  piece  of  ragged  thatch  from  his  forehead,  mak- 
ing bis  obeisance  to  the  squire,  vhile  his  mother  was  sounding 
his  praises  for  being  the  "  handiest  craytbur  alive — and  so  wi£ 
lin' — nothing  comes  wrong  to  bim." 

*'  I  suppose  the  English  of  all  this  is,  you  want  me  to  take 
him  ?"  said  the  squire. — "  Throth,  an'  your  honour,  that 's  just 
it — if  your  honour  would  be  plazed." 

"  What  can  he  do  f" — "  Anything,  your  honour." 

"That  means  nothing,  I  suppose,'  said  the  squire "Oh, 

no,  sir.  Everything,  1  mane,  that  you  woula  desire  him 
to  do." 

To  every  one  of  these  assurances  on  his  mother's  part  Andy 
made  a  bow  and  a  scrape. 

*'  Can  be  take  care  of  horses  ?" — "  The  best  of  care,  sir,"  said 
the  mother,  while  the  miller,  who  was  standing  behind  the  squire 
waiting  for  orders,  made  a  grimace  at  Andy,  who  was  obliged 
to  cram  his  face  into  his  hat  to  hide  the  laugh,  which  he  could 
hardly  smother  from  being  heard,  as  well  as  seen. 

"  Let  htm  come,  then,  and  help  in  the  stables,  and  well  see 
what  he  can  do." — "  May  the  Lord — " 

*'  That  '11  do — there,  now  go." — "  Oh,  sure,  but  1 11  pray 
for  you,  and — " 

"  WUl  you  go  f" — **  And  may  angels  make  your  honour's  bed 
this  blessed  night,  I  pray  !'* 

"  If  you  don't  go,  your  son  shan't  come." 

Judy  and  her  hopeful  boy  turned  to  the  right-about  in  dou> 
ble-auick  time,  ana  hurried  down  the  avenue. 

Tne  next  day  Andy  was  duly  installed  into  his  office  of 
stable-helper ;  and,  as  he  was  a  good  rider,  he  was  soon  made 
whipper-in  to  the  hounds,  as  there  was  a  want  of  such  a  func- 
tionary  in  the  establishmeot ;  and  Andy's  boldness  in  this  ca- 
pacity mode  him  soon  a  favourite  with  the  squire,  who  was  one 
of  those  rollicking  boys  on  the  pattern  of  the  old  school,  who 
flcomed  the  attentions  of  a  regular  valet,  and  let  any  one  that 
chance  threw  in  his  way  bring  him  his  boots,  or  his  hot  water 
for  shaving,  or  his  coat,  whenever  it  wai  brushed.  One  morn- 
ing, Andy,  who  was  very  often  the  attendant  on  such  occa- 
sions, came  to  bis  room  with  hot  water.  He  tapped  at  the 
door. 

"  Who's  that  f"  said  the  squire,  who  was  but  just  risen,  and 
did  not  know  but  it  might  be  one  of  the  women  servants. — 
"  It 's  me,  sir," 

"  Oh — Andy  !  Come  in." — "  Here's  the  hot  wather,  sir," 
said  Andy,  bearing  an  enormous  tin  can. 

*'  Why,  what  the  d — 1  brings  that  tin  can  here  ?     You  might 
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as  well  bring  the  stable-bucket." — *'  I  beg  your  pardon,  rir," 
said  Andy  retreating.  In  two  minutes  more  Andy  came  back, 
and,  tapping  at  the  door,  put  in  his  head  cautiously,  and  said, 
"  The  maids  in  the  kitchen,  your  honour,  says  there 's  not  so 
much  hot  wather  ready." 

"  Did  I  not  see  it  a  moment  since  in  your  hands  ?"— i*  Yes, 
sir,  but  that's  not  nigh  the- full  o'  tlie  stable-bucket." 

"  Go  along,  you  stupid  thief  I  and  get  me  some  hot  water  di- 
rectly."—" Will  the  can  do,  sir  P" 

"  Ay,  anything,  so  you  make  haste." 

Off  posted  Andy,  and  back  he  came  with  the  can. 

"Where  'II  I  put  it,  sir?"—" Throw  this  out,"  said  the 
squire,  handing  Andy  a  jug  containing  some  cold  water,  mean- 
ing  the  jug  to  oe  repleniah^l  with  the  not. 

Andy  took  the  jug,  and,  the  window  of  the  room  b^g  open, 
be  very  deliberately  threw  the  jug  out.  The  squire  stared  with 
wonder,  and  at  last  said, 

"  What  did  you  do  that  for  ?" — "  Sure  you  towld  me  to 
throw  it  out,  sir." 

"  Ck>  out  of  this,  you  thick-headed  villain  !"  said  ihe  squire^ 
throwing  hig  boots  at  Andy'K  head,  along  with  some  very  neat 
curses.  Andy  retreated,  and  thought  himself  a  very  iU-used 
person. 

Though  Andy's  regular  business  was  "  whipper-4n,"  yet  he 
was  liable  to  be  called  on  for  the  performance  of  various  other 
duties :  he  sometimes  attended  at  table  when  the  number  of 
guests  required  that  all  the  subs  should  be  put  in  requisition, 
or  rode  on  some  distant  errand  for  *'  the  misthress,"  or  drove 
out  the  nurse  and  ohUdren  on  the  jaunting-csr ;  and  many  vere 
the  mistakes,  delays,  or  accidents  arising  from  Handy  Andy's 
interference  in  such  matters ;  but,  as  they  were  never  serious, 
taid  generally  laughable,  they  never  cost  him  the  loss  of  his 
place  or  the  squire's  favour,  who  rather  enjoyed  Andy's  blun- 
ders. 

The  6rst  time  Andy  was  admitted  into  the  mysteries  of  the 
dining<room,  great  was  his  wonder.  The  butler  took  him  in  to 
give  him  some  previous  instructions,  and  Andy  was  so  lost  in 
admiration  at  the  sight  of  the  assembled  glass  and  plate,  that 
he  stood  with  his  mouth  and  eyes  wide  open,  and  scarcely  heard 
a  word  that  was  said  to  him.  After  the  head-man  had  been 
dinning  his  instructions  into  him  for  some  time,  he  said  he 
might  go  until  his  attendance  was  required.  But  Andy  moved 
not ;  he  stood  with  his  eyes  fixed  by  a  sort  of  fascination  on 
some  object  that  seemed  to  rivet  them  with  the  same  unac- 
countable influence  that  the  snake  exercises  over  its  victim. 

"  What  are  you  looking  at  P"  said  the  butler.  —  "  Them 
things,  sir,^  said  Andy,  pointing  to  some  silver  forks. 

"Is  it  the  forks?"  said  the  butler. — "Oh  no,  sir!  I  know 
what  forkA  is  very  welt ;  but  I  never  seen  them  things  afore." 
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"  What  thhigB  do  you  mean  ?" — "  These  thiiufs,  ur,"  said 
Andy,  tiUiiug  up  one  of  the  silver  forks,  and  turning  it  round 
and  round  in  his  hand  in  utter  astonishment,  while  the  butler 
grinned  at  his  ignorance,  and  enjoyed  his  own  superior  kuovr- 
ledge. 

**  Well !"  said  Andy,  after  a  long  pause,  '*  the  divil  be  from 
me  if  ever  I  seen  a  silver  spoon  spirt  that  way  before." 

The  butler  Uughed  a  horse-laugh,  and  made  a  standing  joke 
of  Andy's  split  spoon ;  but  time  and  experience  made  Andy 
less  impressed  with  wonder  at  the  show  of  plate  and  glass,  and 
the  spbt  Bpoons  became  familiar  as  *  household  words '  to  him ; 
yet  still  there  were  things  in  the  duties  of  table  attendance  be- 
yond Andy's  comprehensioD,  —  he  used  to  hand  cold  plates  for 
fish,  and  hot  plates  for  jelly,  &c.  But  *  one  day,'  as  Zanga  says, 
—'(me  dav '  he  was  thrown  oS  his  centre  in  a  remarkable  de- 
gree by  a  bottle  of  soda-water. 

It  was  when  that  combustible  was  first  introduced  into  Ire- 
huid  as  s  dinner  beverage  that  the  occurrence  took  place,  and 
Andy  bad  the  luck. to  be  the  person  to  whom  a  gentleman  ap- 
plied for  some  soda-water. 

"  Sir  ?"  said  Andy. — "  Soda-water,"  said  tbe  guest,  in  that 
subdued  tone  in  which  people  are  apt  to  name  their  wants  at  a 
dinner-table. 

Andy  went  to  tbe  butler.  "  Mr.  Morgan,  there  's  a  gintle- 
mao        ■"  —  "  J^t  me  alone,  will  you  ?"  said  Mr.  Morgan. 

Andy  manceuvred  round  him  a  little  longer,  and  again  e»- 
sayed  to  be  beard. 

"  Mr.  Morgan  I" — "  Don't  you  see  I  ^m  as  busy  as  I  can  be  ! 
Can't  you  do  it  yourself  P" 

"  I  dunna  wimt  he  wants.^ — **  Well,  go  and  ax  him,"  said 
Mr.  Morgan. 

Andy  went  off  as  he  was  bidden,  and  came  behind  tbe  thirsty 
gentleman's  chair,  with  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir." 

**  Well !"  said  the  gentleman. 

"  I  b^  your  pardon,  sir ;  but  what ""»  this  you  ax'd  me  for  ?" 
— "  Soda-water.* 

**What,  sirP" — "Soda-water;  but,  perhaps,  you  have  not 
any." 

*'  Ob,  there  'a  plenty  in  the  bouse,  sir  I  Would  you  like  it 
hot,  sir." 

'The  gentleman  laughed,  and,  supposing  the  new  fashion  was 
not  understood  in  tbe  presoit  company,  said  "  Never  mind." 

But  Andy  was  too  anxious  to  please,  to  be  so  satisfied,  and 
again  apfdied  to  Mr.  Morgan. 

"Sir!"  said  he. — "Bad  luck  to  you!  can't  you  let  me  alone  P" 

'*  There 's  a  gintleman  wants  some  soap  and  watber." 

"  Some  what  ?"" — "  Soap  and  wather,  sir." 

"  Divil  sweep  you  ! — Sodit-wather  you  mane.  You  '11  get  it 
under  tbe  ddehoard." 
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"  Is  it  ID  the  can,  sir  ?" — "  The  curie  o'  Crutn^ll  on  you — ^in 
the  bottles." 

"Is  this  it,  sirF"  said  Andy,  producing  a  Ixittle  of  ate. — 
"  No,  bad  ceas  to  you  ! — the  littHe  oottles." 

"  Is  it  the  little  bottles  with  no  bottoois,  sir?" — "  I  wish  you 
wor  in  the  bottom  o'  the  say  I'"  said  Mr.  Morgan,  who  was  fu- 
ming and  puffing,  and  rubbing  down  his  face  with  his  napkin,  as 
he  was  hurrying  to  all  quarters  of  the  room,  or,  as  Andy  said, 
in  praising  his  activity,  that  he  was  "  like  bad  luck, — every- 
where." 

"  There  they  are  !^  said  Morgan,  at  last. 

"Oh!  them  bottles  that  wodH  stand,"  said  Andy;  "sure, 
them's  what  I  said,  with  no  bottoms  to  them.  How '11 1  opm 
it — it 's  tied  down  ?" — "  Cut  the  cord,  you  fool  1" 

Andy  did  as  he  was  desired ;  and  he  happened  at  the  time  to 
hold  the  bottle  of  soda-water  on  &  level  with  the  candles  that 
shed  light  over  the  festive  board  from  a  large  silver  branch,  and 
the  moment  he  made  the  incision,  bang  went  the  bottle  of  soda, 
knocking  out  two  of  the  lights  with  the  projected  cork,  which, 
performing  its  parabola  the  length  of  the  room,  struck  the  squire 
himself  in  the  eye  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  while  the  hostess  at 
the  bead  had  a  cold-bath  down  her  back.  Andy,  when  he  saw 
the  soda-water  jumping  Out  of  the  bottle,  held  it  from  him  at 
arm's  length ;  every  fizz  it  made,  exclaiming,  "  Ow  I — ow  ! — ■  ' 
ow  !"  and,  at  last,  when  the  bottle  was  empty,  he  roared  out, 
"  Oh,  Lord  ! — it's  all  gone !" 

Great  was  the  commotion ; — few  could  resist  laughter  except 
the  ladies,  who  all  looked  at  their  gowns,  not  liking  the  mixture 
of  satin  and  soda-water.  The  extinguished  candles  were  re- 
lighted,— the  squire  got  his  eye  open  again, — and,  the  next  time 
he  perceived  the  butler  sufficiently  near  to  speak  to  him,  he  said, 
in  a  low  and  hurried  tone  of  deep  anger,  while  he  knit  his  brow, 
<*  Send  that  fellow  out  of  the  room !"  but,  within  the  same  in- 
stant, resumed  the  former  smile,  that  beamed  on  all  around  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

Andy  was  expelled  the  salle  a  manger  in  disgrace,  and  for 
days  kept  out  oi  his  master's  and  mistress's  way :  in  the  mean 
time  the  butler  made  a  good  story  of  the  thing  in  the  servants' 
hall ;  and,  when  he  held  up  Andy's  ignorance  to  ridicule,  by 
telling  how  he  asked  for  "  soap  and  water,"  Andy  was  given 
the  name  of  "  Suds,"  and  was  called  by  no  other,  for  months 
after. 

But,  though  Andy's  functions  in  the  interior  were  suspended, 
his  services  in  out-of-door  affairs  were  occasionally  put  in  requi- 
sition. But  here  his  evil  genius  still  haunted  him,  and  he  put 
his  foot  in  a  piece  of  business  his  master  sent  him  upon  one  day, 
which  was  so  simple  as  to  defy  almost  the  chance  of  Andy 
making  any  mistake  about  it ;  but  Andy  was  very  ingenious  in 
his  own  particular  line. 
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"  Ride  into  the  town,  and  §ee  if  there  'b  a  letter  for  me,"  said 
the  squire,  one  day,  to  our  hero. — "  Yis,  dr." 

"  You  know  where  to  go  ?"— "  To  the  town,  sir," 

"  But  do  you  know  wn««  to  go  in  the  town  ?"— '*  No,  air." 

*' And  why  don't  you  ask,  you  stupid  thief?" — "Sure,  I  'd 
find  out,  sir." 

**  Didn't  I  often  tell  yoa  to  ask  what  you  're  to  do,  when  you 
don't  know  ?"— "  Yis,  ar." 

**  And  why  don't  you  ?" — "  I  don't  like  to  be  throublesome, 
nr." 

*'  Confound  you  f"  said  the  squire ;  though  he  could  not  help 
laughine  at  Andy's  excuse  for  remaining  in  ignorance. 

**  Well,"  continued  he,  "  go  to  the  post-office.  You  ktww  the 
post-offic«,  I  suppose ?" — "Yis,  air;  where  they  sell  gun- 
powdher," 

"  You  're  right  for  once,"  said  the  squire ;  for  his  Majesty's 
postmaster  was  the  person  who  had  the  privilege  of  deal- 
ing in  the  aforesaid  combustible.  *^  Go  then  to  the  post-office, 
and  ask  for  a  letter  for  me.  Remember, — not  gunpowder,  but 
a  letter." 

"  Yis,  sir,"  said  Andy,  who  got  ai-trideofhishadc,  and  trotted 
away  to  the  post-office.  On  arriving  at  the  shop  of  the  po6t> 
master,  (for  that  person  carried  on  a  brisk  trade  in  groceries, 
^mlets,  broad-clotn,  and  linen-drapery,)  Andy  presented  him- 
self at  the  counter,  and  said, 

"  I  want  a  letther,  sir,  if  jou  plase." 

"  Who  do  you  want  it  for  ? '  said  the  postmaster,  in  a  tone 
whlcb  Andy  considered  an  aggression  upon  the  sacredness  of 
private  life :  bo  Andy  thought  the  coolest  contempt  he  could 
throw  upon  the  prying  impertinence  of  the  postmaster  was  to  re- 
peat his  question. 

**  I  want  a  letther,  sir,  if  you  plase." 

"  And  who  do  you  want  it  for  ?"  repeated  the  postmaster. 

"  What 's  tliat  to  you  ?"  said  Andy. 

The  postmaster,  laughing  at  his  simplicitv,  told  him  he  could 
not  tdl  what  letter  to  give  titm  unless  he  told  him  the  direction. 

*'  The  directions  I  got  was  to  get  a  letther  here, — that 's  the 
directions." 

"  Who  gave  you  those  directions  ?" — "  The  masther." 

**  And   who  's  your  master  ?"  —  "  What  consam  is  that  o' 

VOUTB?" 

"  Why,  you  stupid  raacal !  if  you  don't  tell  me  his  name, 
how  can  I  give  you  a  letter  P" — "  You  could  give  it  if  you 
tilted  ;  but  you'  re  fond  of  azin'  impidint  questions,  bekaae  you 
thiok  I  tn  simple." 

"  Go  along  oiit  o'  this.  Your  master  must  be  as  great  a 
goose  as  yourself  to  send  such  a  messenger." — "  Bad  luck  to 
your  tmpidince !"  said  Andy ;  "  is  it  Squire  Egan  you  dar  to 
say  goose  to  f" 
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"  Oh,  Squire  Egan  's  your  master,  then  ?* — "  Vis ;  have  you 
anything  to  say  agin  it  i 

"  Only  that  I  never  aaw  you  before." — "  Fulh,  then  you'll 
never  see  me  agin  if  I  have  my  own  consint.'* 

"  I  won't  give  you  anv  letter  for  the  squire,  unless  I  know 
you  're  his  servant.  Is  there  any  one  in  the  town  knows  you  ?^ 
— "  Plenty,"  said  Andy  j  "  it  *b  not  every  one  is  as  ignorant  as 
you." 

Just  at  this  moment  a  person  entered  the  house  to  get  a  letter, 
to  whom  Andy  was  known  ;  and  he  vouched  to  the  postmaster 
that  the  account  he  gave  of  himself  was  true. — "  You  may  give 
him  the  squire's  letter.  Have  you  one  for  me  ?" — "  Yes,  sir," 
said  the  postmaster,  producing  one :  *'  fourpence.^ 

The  new-comer  paid  the  fourpence  postage,  and  left  the 
shop  with  his  letter. 

*'  Here 's  a  letter  for  the  squire,'"  said  the  postmaster. 
**  You  Ve  to  pay  me  elevenpence  postage.'' 

"  What  'ua  I  pay  elevenpence  for  ?" — "  For  postage." 

"  To  the  divil  wid  you !  Didn't  I  see  you  give  Mr.  Delany 
a  letther  for  fourpence  this  minit,  and  a  bigger  letther  than 
this  ;  and  now  you  want  me  to  pay  elevenpence  for  this  scrap  of 
a  thing.     Do  you  think  I  'm  a  lool  ?' 

*'  No ;  but  I  'm  sure  of  it,"  said  the  postmaster.  — "  Well, 
you  're  welkim  to  think  what  you  plase ;  but  don't  he  delayin' 
me  now ;  here 's  fourpence  for  you,  and  gi'  me  the  letther." 

"  Go  along,  you  stupid  thief !"  said  the  postmaster,  taking  up 
the  letter,  and  going  to  serve  a  customer  with  a  mousetrap. 

While  this  person  and  many  others  were  served,  Andy  loun> 
ged  up  and  down  the  shop,  every  now  and  then  putting  in  his 
head  in  the  middle  of  the  custottiera,  and  saying,  '*  Will  you  gi' 
me  the  letther  ?" 

He  waited  for  above  half  an  hour,  in  defiance  of  the  anathe- 
mas of  the  postmaster,  and  at  last  left,  when  he  found  it  impos- 
sible to  get  the  common  justice  for  his  master  which  he  thought 
he  deserved  as  well  as  another  man  ;  for,  under  this  impression, 
Andy  determined  to  give  no  more  than  the  fourpence. 

The  squire  in  the  mean  time  was  getting  impatient  for  his  re- 
turn, and,  when  Andy  made  his  appearance,  asked  if  tfa«:e  was  a 
letter  for  him. — "  There  is,  sir,"  said  Andy. 

"  Then  give  it  to  me." — "  I  haven't  it,  sir." 

**  What  do  yoii  mean  ?" — "  He  wouldn't  give  it  to  me,  sir." 

*'  Who  wouldn't  give  it  to  you  P" — "  That  owld  cfaate  b^ant 
in  the  town, — wanting  to  charge  double  for  it." 

"  Maybe  it 's  a  double  letter.  Why  the  devil  didn't  you  pay 
what  he  asked,  sir  ?" — "  Arrah,  sir,  why  would  I  let  you  be 
chated.  It's  not  a  double  letther  at  all:  not  above  half  the 
size  o'  one  Mr.  DeUny  got  before  my  face  for  fourpence." 

"  You  11  provoke  me  to  break  your  neck  some  day,  you  va- 
gabond !   Bide  back  for  your  life,  you  omadhaun  !  and  pay  what- 
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ever  be  ssks,  and  get  me  the  letter." — "  Why,  sir,  I  tell  you  he 
was  Bellin'  them  before  my  face  for  fourpence  a-piece." 

"  Go  back,  you  scoundrel  £  or  1 11  horsewhip  you ;  and  if  you  're 
longer  than  an  hour,  1 11  have  you  duckedin  thehorsepond  V 

Andy  vanished,  and  made  a  second  visit  to  the  post-oflice. 
When  he  arrived,  two  other  persons  were  getting  letters,  and  the 
poatmast^:  was  selecting  the  epistles  for  each,  from  a  parcel  of 
them  that  lay  before  him  on  the  counter ;  at  the  same  time  many 
shop  cuBtomers  were  waiting  to  be  served. 

"  I  *m  come  for  that  letther,"  said  Andy. — '*  1 11  attend  to 
you  by-and-bv." 

"  The  mastner  's  in  a  hurry." — "  Let  him  wait  till  his  hurry  'a 
over." 

"  He  11  iDurther  me  if  I  ^m  not  back  soon.^— **  I  'm  glad  to 
bear  it" 

While  the  postmaster  went  on  with  such  provoking  answers 
to  these  appeals  for  despatch,  Andy's  eye  caught  the  heap  of 
letters  that  lay  on  the  counter ;  so,  while  certain  weighing  of 
soap  and  tobacco  was  going  forward,  he  contrived  to  become 
potseased  of  two  letters  from  the  heap ;  and,  having  effected 
that,  waited  patiently  enough  until  it  was  the  great  man*s  plea- 
sure to  give  him  the  missive  directed  to  his  master. 

Then  did  Andy  bestride  his  hack,  and,  in  triumph  at  his  trick 
on  the  postmaster,  rattle  along  the  road  homeward  as  fast  as  his 
hack  could  carry  him.  He  came  into  the  squire^s  presence,  his 
face  beaming  with  delight,  and  an  air  of  sel^satisfi^l  superiority 
in  his  manner,  quite  unaccountable  to  his  master,  until  he  pull- 
ed forth  his  hand,  which  bad  been  grubbine  up  his  prizes  from 
tbe  bottom  of  his  pocket ;  and  holding  three  Tetters  over  his  head, 
while  be  said  "  liook  at  that !"  he  next  slapped  them  down 
under  bis  broad  6st  on  the  table  before  the  squire,  saying, 

"  Well  I  if  he  did  make  me  pay  elevenpence,  by  gor,  I  brought 
your  honour  the  worth  o'  your  money,  any  how  1" 
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BT  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  BBASLOKO  HALI^" 

Old  Fanner  Wall,  of  Manor  Hall, 

To  market  drove  his  wain ; 
Alone  the  road  it  went  well  stowed 

With  sacks  of  golden  grain. 

His  station  he  took,  but  in  vain  did  he  look 
For  a  customer  all  the  mom ; 
■  Though  the  farmers  all,  save  Fanner  Wall, 
They  sold  off  all  their  com. 
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Then  home  he  vent,  sore  diacontent. 

And  many  an  oadi  he  aworet 
And  he  kicked  up  rows  with  his  children  and  spouse, 

When  they  met  him  at  the  door. 

Next  market-day,  he  drove  away 

To  the  town  his  loaded  wain : 
The  fermerB  all,  save  Fanner  Wall, 

They  sold  off  all  their  grain. 

No  bidder  he  found,  and  he  stood  astound 

At  the  close  of  the  market-day. 
When  the  market  was  done,  and  the  chapmen  were  gone 

Each  man  his  several  way. 

He  stalked  by  his  load  along  the  road ; 

His  &ce  with  wrath  was  red : 
His  anni  he  tossed,  like  a  goodman  crossed 

In  seeking  his  daily  bread. 

His  face  was  red,  and  fierce  was  his  tread, 

And  with  lusty  voice  cried  he : 
"  My  corn  1 11  seU  to  tlie  devil  of  hell. 

If  he  'II  my  chapman  be." 

These  words  he  spoke  just  under  an  oak 

Seven  hundred  winters  old ; 
And  he  straight  was  aware  of  a  man  sitting  there 

Oh  the  roots  and  grassy  mould. 

The  roots  rose  h^h  o'er  the  green-sward  dry. 

And  the  grass  around  was  green, 
Save  just  the  space  of  the  stranger's  place, 

Where  it  seemed  as  fire  had  been. 

All  scorched  was  the  spot,  as  ^psy-pot 

Had  swung  and  bubbled  there  : 
The  grass  was  marred,  the  roots  were  charred. 

And  the  ivy  stems  were  bare. 

The  stranger  up-sprung  :  to  the  fanner  he  flung 

A  loud  and  friendly  hail, 
And  he  said,  "I  see  well,  thou  hast  com  to  sell. 

And  I  'II  buy  it  on  the  nail." 

The  twain  in  a  trice  agreed  on  the  price ;         ' 

The  Btranger  his  earnest  paid. 
And  with  horses  and  wain  to  come  for  the  grain 

His  own  appointment  made. 

The  fanner  cracked  his  whip,  and  tracked 

His  way  right  merrily  on ; 
He  struck  up  a  song,  as  he  trudged  along. 

For  joy  that  his  job  was  done- 
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His  children  fair  he  duiced  in  the  air ; 

His  heart  with  J07  wta  big ; 
He  kitted  bis  wife ;  he  seized  a  knife, 

He  slew  a  sucking  pig. 

The  faggots  bumed,  the  porkling  turned 

And  crackled  before  the  fire ; 
And  an  odour  arose,  that  was  sweet  in  the  nose 

Of  a  passing  ghostly  friar. 

He  twirled  at  the  pin,  he  entered  in, 

He  eate  down  at  the  board ; 
The  pig  he  blessed,  when  he  saw  it  well  dressed. 

And  the  humming  ale  out-poured. 

The  Jriar  laushed,  the  fiiar  quaffed. 

He  chirped  like  a  bird  in  May.; 
The  farmer  told  how  his  com  he  had  sold 

As  he  journeyed  borne  that  day. 

The  friar  he  quaffed,  but  no  longer  he  laughed. 

He  changed  from  red  to  pale : 
«  Oh,  helpless  elf  I  'tis  the  fiend  himself 

To  whom  thou  hast  made  thy  tale !" 

The  iriar  be  quaffed,  he  took  a  deep  draught ; 

He  crossed  himself  amain : 
"  Ob,  slave  of  pelf  t  'tis  the  devil  himself 

To  whom  thou  bast  sold  thy  grain  I 

And  lure  as  the  day,  he  '11  fetch  thee  away. 
With  the  corn  whioh  thou  hast  sold. 

If  thou  let  him  pay  o'er  one  tester  more 
Than  thy  settled  price  In  gold." 

The  &rmer  gave  vent  to  a  loud  lament, 

The  wife  to  a  long  outcry  ; 
Their  relish  for  pig  and  ale  was  flown  ; 

The  friar  alone  pidied  every  bone. 
And  drained  the  flagon  dry. 

The  friar  was  gone  :  the  morning  dawn 

A[^f»eared,  and  the  stranger's  wain 
Came  to'  the  hour,  with  six-horse  power, 

To  fetch  the  purchased  grain. 

The  horses  were  black :  on  their  dewy  track 
Light  steam  from  the  ground  up-curled ; 

Long  wreaths  of  smoke  from  their  nostrils  broke. 
And  their  tails  like  torches  whirled. 

More  dark  and  grim,  in  &ce  and  limb, 

Seemed  the  stranger  than  before. 
As  his  empty  wain,  with  steeds  thrice  twain, 

Drew  up  to  the  farmer's  door. 


jM,Googlc 


THE    LEGEND    OF    MANOR,   HALL. 

On  the  stranger's  face  was  a  sly  grimace. 

As  he  seized  the  sacks  of  grain; 
And,  one  bj  one^  till  left  were  uoni^ 

He  tossed  them  on  the  wain. 

And  aVi\j  he  leered,  as  his  hand  up-reared 

A  purse  of  costly  mould. 
Where,  bright  and  fresh,  through  a  silver  mesh, 

Shone  forth  the  glistering  gold. 

The  farmer  held  out  his  right  hand  stout, 

And  drew  it  back  with  dread ; 
For  in  fancy  he  heard  each  warning  word 

The  supping  friar  had  said. 

His  eye  was  set  on  the  silver  net ; 

His  thoughts  were  in  fearful  strife; 
When,  sudden  as  fate,  the  glittering  bait 

Was  snatched  by  his  loving  wife. 

And,  swift  as  thought,  the  stranger  caught 

The  farmer  his  waist  around, 
And  at  once  the  twain  and  the  loaded  wain 

Sank  through  the  rifted  ground, 

Tlie  gable-end  wall  of  Manor  Hail 

Fell  in  ruins  on  the  place  : 
That  stone-heap  old  the  tale  has  told 

To  each  succeeding  race. 
The  wife  gave  a  cry  that  rent  the  sky 

At  her  goodmans  downward  flight: 
But  she  held  the  purse  fast,  and  a  glance  she  cast 

To  see  that  all  was  right, 
'Twas  the  fiend's  full  pay  for  her  goodman  grey. 

And  the  gold  was  good  and  true  ; 
Which  made  her  declare,  that  "  his  dealings  were  fair, 

To  give  the  devil  his  due." 
She  wore  the  black  pall  for  Farmer  Wall, 

From  her  fond  embraces  riven : 
But  she  won  the  vows  of  a  younger  spouse 

With  the  gold  which  the  fiend  had  given. 
Now,  farmers,  beware  what  oaths  you  swear 

When  you  cannot  sell  your  com  ; 
Lest,  to  bid  and  buy,  a  stranger  be  nigh, 

With  hidden  tail  and  bom. 
And,  with  good  heed,  the  moral  a-resd. 

Which  is  of  this  tale  the  pith, 
If  your  corn  you  sell  to  the  fiend  of  hell. 

You  may  sell  yourself  therewith. 
And  if  by  mishap  you  fUl  in  the  tn^), — 

Would  you  bring  the  fiend  to  shame. 
Lest  the  tempting  prize  should  dazzle  her  eyes. 
Lock  up  your  frugal  dame. 


jM,Googlc 


TERENCE  OSHAUGHNESSYS  FiUST  ATTEMPT 
TO  GET  MARRIED. 

BY    THE   AUTHOR   OF   "  STOBIBS   OF   WATBRLOO." 

*  Yes — here  I  am,  Terence  O'Shau^nessy,  an  honeat  major  of  foot, 
five  feet  eleven  and  a  half,  and  fort;r-oiie,  if  1  only  live  till  Michaelmas. 
Kicked  upon  the  world  before  the  down  bad  blackened  on  my  chin,  For- 
tuoe  and  I  have  been  wrestJiag  from  the  cradle ; — and  yet  I  had  little 
to  tempt  the  jade's  roalevolence.  The  youngest  son  of  an  excellent 
gentleman,  who,  with  an  ill-paid  rental  of  twelve  hundred  pounds,  kept 
hia  wife  in  Bath,  and  his  hounds  in  Tipperary,  my  patrimony  would 
have  scarcely  purchased  tools  for  a  highwayman,  when  in  my  tenth 
year  my  father's  sister  sent  for  me  to  Roundwood ;  for,  hearing  that 
I  waa  regularly  going  to  the  devil,  she  had  determined  to  redeem  me, 
if  ahe  could. 

My  aunt  Honor  was  the  widow  of  a  captain  of  dragoons,  who  got 
hia  q>!!%tu>  in  the  Low  Countries  some  years  before  I  saw  the  light. 
His  relict  had,  in  compliment  to  the  memory  of  her  departed  lord, 
eschewed  matrimony,' and,  lilce  a  Christian  woman,  devoted  her  few  and 
e*il  days  to  cards  and  religion.  She  was  a  true  specimen  of  an  Irish 
dowager.  Her  means  were  small,  her  temper  short.  She  was  stiff 
■>  a  ramrod,  and  proud  as  a  field-marshal.  To  her,  my  education  and 
future  settlement  in  life  were  entirely  confided,  as  one  brief  month  de- 
prived me  of  both  parents.  My  mother  died  in  a  state  of  insolvency, 
greatly  regretted  by  every  body  in  Bath  to  whom  she  was  indebted ; 
and  before  her  disconsolate  husband  had  time  to  overlook  a  moiety  of 
the  card  claims  transmitted  for  his  liquidation,  he  broke  his  neck  in 
mtempting  to  leap  the  pound-wall  of  Oranmore,  for  a  bet  of  a  rump 
and  dozen.  Of  course  he  was  waked,  and  buried  like  a  gentleman, — 
everything  sold  off  by  the  creditors — my  brothers  sent  to  school — and 
I  left  to  the  tender  mercy  and  sole  management  of  tbe  widow  of 
Captain  O'l^nn. 

my  aunt's  guardianship  continued  seven  years,  and  at  the  expiration 
of  tlut  time  I  was  weary  of  her  thrall,  and  she  tired  of  my  tutelage-  - 
1  waa  now  at  an  age  when  some  walk  of  life  must  be  selected  and 
pursued.  For  any  honest  avocatioa  I  had,  as  it  was  universally 
admitted,  neither  abilities  nor  inclination.  What  was  to  be  done  P 
and  how  was  I  to  be  disposed  of?  A  short  deliberation  showed  that 
there  was  but  one  path  for  me  to  follow,  and  I  was  handed  over  to 
that  r^vgium  peca^orum,  the  army,  and  placed  as  a  volunteer  in  a 
regiment  jost  raised,  with  a  promise  from  the  colonel  that  I  should  be 
promoted  to  the  first  enaigncy  that  became  vacant. 

Great  was  our  mutual  joy  when  Mrs.  O'Finn  and  I  were  about  to 
part  company.  I  took  au  affectionate  leave  of  all  my  kindred  and 
acquaintances,  and  even,  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  shook  handti 
wiui  Uie  sdioolmaster,  though  in  boyhood  I  had  devoted  him  to  the 
iafemal  gods  (or  his  wanton  barbarity.  But  my  tenderest  parting  was 
reserved  for  my  next-door  neighbour,  the  b^lle  among  the  village 
beauties,  and  presumptive  heiress  to  the  virtues  and  estates  of  Quarter- 
master Mac  Gawly. 

Biddy  Mac  Gawly  was  a  year  younger  than  myself;  and,  to  do  her 
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justioe,  a  picture  or  health  utd  comelotecs.  LordI  what  an  eyp  she 
had  ! — and  her  leg  I  nothing  but  the  gout  would  prevent  a  nan  irum 
following  it,  to  the  very  end  of  Oxford-street.  Biddy  and  I  were  next 
neighboDrg— our  houKsjoined— the  gardens  were  only  s^Mrated  by  a 
low  hedge,  and  by  standing  on  an  inverted  flower-pot  one  could  accom- 
friish  a  kiss  across  it  easily.  There  was  no  harm  in  the  thing — it  iraa 
merely  for  the  (an  of.  trying  an  experiment — and  when  a  geranium 
was  damaged,  we  lefi  the  blame  upon  the  cata. 

Although  there  was  a  visiting  acquaintance  between  the  retired 
quartermaster  and  the  relict  o€  the  defunct  dragoon,  never  had  any 
cordiality  existed  between  the  houses.  My  aunt  O'Finn  wa*  aa  lotly 
in  alt  Lliiogs  appertaining  to  her  consequence,  as  if  she  had  been  thie 
widow  of  a  common-conncilman ;  and  Roger  Mac  Gawly,  having  scraped 
together  a  good  round  sum,  by  the  means  qnar  term  asters  have  made 
money  since  the  days  of  Julius  Cffisar,  was  not  inclined  to  admit  any 
inferiority  on  hia  part.  Mrs.  O'Finn  could  never  imagine  that  any 
circumstances  could  remove  the  barrier  in  dignity  which  stood  between 
the  non-commissioned  officer  and  the  captain.  While  arguing  on  the 
saw,  that  "  a  living  ass  is  better  than  a  dead  lion,"  Roger  contended 
that  he  was  as  good  a  man  as  Captain  O'Finn :  be,  Roger,  being  alive 
and  merry  in  the  town  of  Ballinamore,  while  the  departed  cnmmander 
had  been  laid  under  a  "  counterpane  of  daisies"  in  some  counterscarp 
in  the  Low  Countries.  Biddy  and  I  laughed  at  the  feuds  of  our 
superiors ;  and  on  the  evening  of  a  desperate  blow-up,  we  met  at 
sunset  in  the  garden — agreed  that  the  old  people  were  foola— and 
resolved  that  nothing  should  interrupt  our  friendly  relationi.  Of 
course  the  treaty  was  ratified  with  a  kiss,  for  I  recollect  that  next 
morning  the  cats  were  heavily  censured  for  capsizing  a  box  of  tnigoon- 
ette. 

No  wonder  then,  tliat  I  parted  from  Biddy  with  regret.  1  sat  with 
her  till  we  heard  the  quartermaster  scrape  his  feet  at  the  hall-door 
on  his  return  trom  his  club,  and  kissing  poor  Biddy  tenderly,  as  Roger 
entered  by  the  front,  I  levanted  by  the  back-door.  I  fancied  myself 
desperately  in  love,  and  was  actually  dreaming  of  my  dulcinea  when 
my  aunt's  maid  called  roe  before  day,  to  prepare  for  the  stage-coac^ 
that  was  to  convey  me  to  my  regiment  in  Dublin. 

In  a  few  weeks  an  ensigncy  dropped  in,  and  I  got  it.  Time  slipped 
insensibly  away — months  became  years— and  three  passed  before  I 
revisited  Ballinamore.  I  heard,  at  stated  periods,  from  Mrs.  O'Fmn. 
The  letters  were  generally  a  detail  of  bad  luck  or  bad  health.  For 
the  laat  quarter  she  had  never  marked  honoure — or  for  the  last  week 
closed  an  eye  with  rheumatism  and  lumbago.  Still,  as  theaej'er^mw/es 
covered  my  small  allowance,  they  were  welcome  as  a  lover's  billet. 
Of  course,  in  these  despatches  the  neighbours  were  duly  mentioned, 
and  every  calamity  occurring  since  her  "  last,"  was  faithAtlly  chroni- 
cled. The  Mac  Gawlys  held  a  conspicuous  place  in  my  aunt'a  quarterly 
notices.  Biddy  had  got  a  new  gown — or  Biddy  had  got  a  new  piano 
■ — but  since  the  dragoons  had  come  to  town  there  was  no  bearuig  her. 
Young  Hastings  was  never  out  of  the  house — she  hoped  it  would  end 
well — but  every  body  knew  a  light  dragoon  could  have  little  r$<pc$t 
for  the  daughter  of  a  quartermaster;  and  Mrs.  O'Finn  ended  her 
observations  by  hinting  that  if  Roger  went  aeldomer  to  his  ciid),  and 
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Biddy  mate 'fiequeoUy  to  saau,  irliy  probabl)>  in  the  end  it  would  be 
better  for  both  of  them. 

i  re-eotered  the  welUremembereil  itreet  of  Balliaamore  late  io  the 
eventng,  ■&»-  an  abaenoe  of  three  years.  My  aunt  was  on  a  visit, 
and  Aft  had  taken  that  as  a  convenient  season  for  having  her  domicile 
Mwrly  painted.  £  baited  at  the  inn,  and  after  dinner  atrcdled  over  the 
^ntf  to  visit  my  quondam  acquaintances,  the  fli&c  G&wlys. 

If  I  had  intended  a  surprise,  my  design  would  have  been  a  &iltue< 
'fhe  quartermaster's  establishment  were  on  the  gvi  riee.  The  fact 
^nut,  that  since  the  removal  of  the  dragoons,  Ballinamore  bad  been 
doll  ■•  ditch-irater ;  the  arrival  of  a  stranger  in  a  poetchaise,  of  course 
had  created  a  sensation  in  the  place,  and,  before  the  driver  had  un* 
Immesaed,  the  return  of  Lieutenant  O'Shaughnessy  was  regularly 
gMxetted,  and  the  Mac  Gawlys,  in  anticipation  t^  a  visit,  were  ready 
to  neceive  me. 

I  knocked  at  the  door,  and  a  servant  with  a  beefsteak  collar  opened 
it.  Had  Roger  mounted  a  liveryp  Ay — taith— -there  it  was;  and 
1  began  to  recollect  that  my  aunt  O'Finn  had  omened  badly  from  the 
frat  moment  a  squadron  of  the  19th  lights  had  entered  Ballinamore. 

I  found  R(%er  in  the  halL  He  shook  my  hand,  swore  it  was  an 
aigraedtle  surprise,  ushered  me  into  the  dining-room,  and  called  for 
bK  water  and  tumblers.  We  sat  down.  Deeply  did  he  interest  him- 
aelf  in  all  that  had  befallen  me— deeply  regret  the  absence  of  my 
honoured  aunt — but  I  must  not  stay  at  the  inn,  I  should  be  his  guest; 
and,  to  my  astonishment,  it  was  announced  that  the  gentleman  in  the 
red  (mllar  had  been  already  despatched  to  transport  my  lu^age  to  the 
liBUse.  Excuses  were  idle.  Roger's  domicile  was  to  be  head-quarters ; 
and  when  1  remembered  my  old  flame, .  Biddy,  I  concluded  that  1 
might  for  the  short  time  I  had  to  stay,  be  In  a  less  agreeable 
«itab)i«hraent  than  the  honest  quartermaster's. 

I  was  mortified  to  hear  that  Biddy  had  been  indisposed.  It  was  a 
bad  cold,  she  bad  not  been  out  for  a  month  ;  hut  she  would  muffle  her- 
seir,  and  meet  me  in  the  drawing-room.  This,  too,  was  unluckily  a 
night  of  great  importance  in  the  club.  The  new  curate  was  to  be  bal- 
loted for :  R(^r  had  proposed  him ;  and,  ergo,  Ri^er,  as  a  true  man, 
was  bound  to  be  present  at  the  ceremony.  The  thing  was  readily 
an«»ged.  We  finished  a  second  tumbler,  the  quartermaster  betook 
hknself  to  the  King's  Arms,  and  the  lieutenant,  meaning  myself,  to  the 
drawing-room  of  my  old  inamorata. 

There  was  a  visible  (^ange  in  Roger's  domicile.  The  house  was 
newly  papered ;  and,  leaving  the  livery  aside,  there  was  a  great  io- 
'  crease  of  gentility  throughout  the  whole  establishment.  Instead  of 
bounding  to  the  presence  by  three  stairs  at  a  time,  as  1  used  to  do  in 
lang  ayne,  I  was  ceremoniously  paraded  to  the  lady's  chamber  by  him 
of  the  beefsteak  collar  ;  and  there,  reclining  languidly  on  a  sofa,  and 
wraf^wd  in  a  voluminous  shawl,  Biddy  Mac  Gawly  held  out  her  hand 
to  welcome  her  aid  confederate. 

"  My  darling  Biddy  1" — '*  My  dear  Terence  I"  and  the  usual  pre- 
liaiimuHes  ware  got. over.  I  looked  at  my  old  flame — she  was  greatly 
changed,  and  three  years  bad  wrought  a  marvellous  alteration.  I  left 
her  a  sprightly  giri— she  was  now  a  woman — and  decidedly  a  very 
pretty  one;  although  die  rosiness  of  seventeen  was  gone,  and  a  deli- 
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cacy  that  almost  indicated  bad  health  had  succeeded;  "but,"  thought 
I,  "  it 's  all  owing  to  the  cold." 

There  was  a  guarded  propriety  in  Biddy's  hearing,  that  appeared 
almost  unnatund.  The  warm  advaDces  of  old  frieudship  were  re- 
pressed ;  and  one  who  had  mounted  a  flower>pot  to  kiss  me  acroas  a 
hedge,  recoiled  from  any  exhibition  of  our  fonner  tenderness  Well, 
it  was  all  as  it  should  be.  llieii  1  wasaboy,  aod  now  a  man.  Young 
women  cannot  be  too  particular,  and  Biddy  Mac  Gawly  rose  higher  in 
my  estimation. 

Biddy  was  stouter  than  she  promised  to  be,  when  we  parted,  but 
the  eye  was  as  dark  and  lustrous,  and  the  ankle  as  taper  as  when  it 
last  had  demolished  a  geranium.  Gradually  her  reserve  abated ;  old 
feelings  removed  a  constrained  formality — we  laughed  and  talked — ay 
~^n«r  kissed  as  we  had  done  former)^ ;  and  when  the  old  quarter- 
master's latch-key  was  heard  unclosing  the  street-door,  I  found 
myself  admitting  in  confidence  and  a  whisper,  that  "  1  would  marry  if 
I  conld."  What  reply  Biddy  would  have  returned,  I  cannot  tell,  for 
Roger  summoned  me  to  the  parlour ;  and  as  her  cold  prevented  her 
from  Tenturing  down,  she  bade  me  an  affectionate  good-nigfat.  Of 
course  she  kissed  me  at  parting — and  it  was  done  as  ardently  and  in- 
nocently as  if  the  hawthorn  hedge  divided  us. 

Koger  had  left  his  companions  earlier  than  he  usually  did,  in  order 
to  honour  me,  his  guest.  The  new  butler  paraded  oyaterg,  and  down 
we  sat  lele-d-tite.  When  slipper  was  removed,  and  eadk  bad  fa- 
bricated a  red-hot  tumbler  firom  the  tea-kettle,  the  qnartennoster 
stretched  his  long  legs  serosa  the  hearth-rug,  and  with  great  apparent 
solicitude  inquired  into  all  that  had  be&llen  me  since  I  had  assumed 
the  shoulder-knot  and  taken  to  the  trade  of  war. 

"  Humph  r — he  observed — "  two  steps  in  three  years;  not  bad 
considering  there  was  neither  money  nor  interest.  D —  it  1  I  oAen 
wish  that  Biddy  was  a  boy.  Never  was  such  a  time  to  purchase  on. 
More  regiments  to  be  raised,  and  promotion  will  be  at  a  discount. 
Sir  Hugh  Haughton  married  a  stockbroker's  widow  with  half  a  plum, 
and  paid  in  the  two  thousand  I  had  lent  him.  Zounds  I  if  Biddy 
were  a  boy,  and  that  money  well  applied,  I  would  have  her  a  regiment 
in  a  twelvemonth." 

"  Phew !"  I  thought  to  myself.  "  I  see  what  the  old  fellow  is 
driving  bL'* 

"  There  never  would  be  such  another  opportunity,"  Roger  con- 
tinued. "  An  increased  force  will  produce  an  increased  difficulty  in 
effecting  it.  Men  will  be  worth  liieir  own  weight  in  money ;  mid 
d —  me,  a  fellow  who  could  raise  a  few,  might  have  any  thing  he 
asked  for." 

I  remarked  that,  with  some  influenceandagoodround  sum,  recruits 
might  still  be  found. 

"  Ay,  easy  enough,  and  not  much  money  either,  if  one  knew  how  to 
go  about  the  thing.  Get  two  or  three  smart  chaps  ;  let  them  watch 
fairs  and  patterns,  mind  their  hits  when  the  bumpkins  got  drunk,  and 
find  out  when  fellows  were  hiding  from  a  warrant.  D —  me,  I  would 
raise  a  hundred,  while  you  would  say  Jack  Robison.  Fay  a  friendly 
magistrate ;  attest  the  scoundrels  before  they  were  sober  enough  to 
cry  off,  bundle  tbcm  to  the  regiment  next  morning ;  and  if  a  rascal 
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ima  away  after  the  commanding  officer  passed  a  receipt  for  him,  why 
all  the  better,  for  yoa  could  relist  liim  when  he  came  home  again.'' 

I  listened  attentivelj,  though  in  all  this  the  cloven  Aiot  appeared. 
The  whole  was  the  plan  i^  a  crimp ;  and,  if  itoger  was  not  belied, 
trafficking  in  "  food  for  powder,"  had  realized  more  of  bia  wealth  than 
slop-shoes  and  short  measure. 

During  the  derelopement  of  his  project  for  promotion,  the  quarter- 
maater  and  I  had  found  it  neceisarj'  to  replenish  frequratly,  aiid  with 
the  third  tumbler  Hoger  came  nearer  to  business. 

"  Often  thought  it  a  pity,  and  often  said  so  in  the  club,  that  a  fine 
amashing  fellow  lilce  you.  Thence,  had  not  the  stuff  to  push  you  on. 
What  the  devil  signifies  family,  and  blood,  and  all  that  balderdash. 
There  'a  your  aunt,  worthy  wonian;  but  sky-high  about  a  dead  captain. 
D —  me,  all  folly.  Were  I  a  young  man,  I  'd  get  hold  of  some  girl 
with  the  wherewithal,  aad  I  would  double-distance  half  the  highfliers 
for  a  colonelcy." 

This  was  pretty  significant — Roger  had  come  to  the  scratch,  and 
there  was  no  mistaking  hitn.  We  separated  for  the  night.  1  dreamed, 
and  in  fiincy  was  blessed  with  a  wife,  and  honoured  with  a  command. 
Nothing  could  be  more  entrancing  than  my  visions ;  and  when  the 
quartermaster's  ntattniflMel  roused  me  in  the  morning,  I  was  en- 
gaged in  a  friendly  argument  with  my  beloved  Biddy,  as  to  which  of 
his  grandfathers  our  heir  should  be  called  after,  and  whether  the 
lovely,  babe  should  be  christened  Roderick  or  Roger. 

Biddy  was  not  at  breakfast ;  tbe  confounded  cold  still  conflned  her 
to  her  apartment ;  but  she  hoped  to  meet  me  at  dinner,  and  I  must 
endure  lt«  absence  until  then,  as  I  best  could.  Having  engaged  to 
return  at  five,  I  walked  out  to  visit  my  former  acquaintances.  From 
all  of  them  I  received  a  warm  welcome,  and  all  exhibited  some  sur- 
prise at  hearing  that  I  was  domesticated  with  the  quartermaster.  1 
ctmprehended  the  cause  immediately.  My  aunt  and  Roger  had  pro- 
b^y  a  fresh  quarrel ;  but  his  delicacy  bad  prevented  him  from  oom- 
muDicating  it.  This  certainly  increased  my  respect  for  tbe  worthy 
man,  and  made  me  estimate  his  hospitality  the  more  highly.  Stilt 
there  was  an  evident  reserve  touching  the  Mac  Gawlys ;  and  once  or 
twice,  when  dragoons  were  mentioned,  I  fancied  I  could  detect  a  sig- 
nificaiit  look  pass  between  the  persons  with  whom  I  was  conversing. 

It  was  late  when  I  bad  finished  my  calls ;  Rc^er  had  requested  me 
to  be  r^ular  to  time,  and  five  was  ^t  approaching.  I  turned  my  • 
atm  towards  bis  dwelling-place,  when,  at  a  comer  of  a  street,  I 
suadenly  encountered  an  old  schoolfellow  on  horseback,  and  great 
was  our  mutual  delight  at  meetmg  so  unexpectedly.  We  were  both 
hurried,  however,  and  consequently  our  greeting  was  a  short  one. 
After  a  few  general  questions  and  replies,  we  were  on  the  point  of 
separating,  when  my  friend  pulled  up. 

"  But  where  are  you  hanging  out  ?"  said  Frederick  Maunsell.  "  I 
know  your  aunt  is  absent." — "I  am  at  old  Mac  Gawly's," 

"  The  devil  you  are  \  Of  course  you  heard  all  i^ut  Biddy  and 
yoong  Hastings  7" — "  Not  a  syllable.    Tell  it  to  rae." 

H I  have  not  time — it's  a  long  story ;  but  come  to  breakfast,  aad 
1 11  give  you  all  the  particulars  in  the  morning.  Adieu  I"  Ha  struck 
the  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  cantered  off,  singing — 
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"  Oh  1  the  loved  a  bold  draE^oon,  ' 

With  his  long  sword,  saddle,  bridle.'' 
I  was  thunderstruck.  "  ConfouniJ  the  dragoon  !"  thought  1,  "  and 
his  long  Bword,  saddle,  and  bridle,  into  the  bargain.  Gad !  I  wish 
Maunselt  had  told  me  what  it  was.  Well — what,  suppose  T  aak  Biddy 
herself  f"  I  had  half  resolved  that  evening  to  have  asked  her  a  Ter/ 
different  question ;  but,  'fiiith !  I  determined  now  to  make  some  in- 
quiries touching  Cornet  Hastings  of  the  13th,  before  Miss  Biddy 
Mac  Gawly  should  be  invited  to  become  Mrs.  O'Shaughncsay. 

My  host  announced  that  dinner  was  quite  ready,  and  I  found 
Biddy  in  the  eating- room.  She  was  prettily  dressed,  as  an  invalid 
should  be  ;  and,  notwithstanding  her  cold,  looked  remarkably  hand- 
some. I  should  to  a  certainty  have  been  over  head  and  ears  in  love, 
had  not  Maunseil's  innuendo  respecting  the  young  dragoon  operated 
as  a  damper. 

Dinner  proceeded  as  dinners  always  do,  and  Roger  was  bent  on 
hospitality.  I  fancied  that  Biddy  regarded  me  with  some  interest, 
while  momentarily  I  felt  an  increasing  tenderness  that  would  have 
ended,  I  suppose,  !n  a  direct  declaration,  but  for  the  monitory  hint 
which  I  had  received  from  my  old  schoolfellow.  I  was  dying  to  know 
what  Maunseil's  allusion  pointed  at,  and  I  casually  threw  out  a  feeler. 

"  And  you  are  so  dull,  you  say  ?  Yes,  Biddy,  you  must  miss  the 
dragoons  sadly.  By  the  way,  there  was  a  friend  of  mine  here.  Did 
you  know  Tom  Hastings?" 

I  never  saw  an  elderly  gentleman  and  his  daughter  more  confused. 
Biddy  blushed  like  a  peony,  and  Roger  seemed  desperately  bothered.' 
At  last  the  quartermaster  responded, 

"  Fact  is — as  a  military  man,  showed  the  cavalry  some  attention — 
constaDtly  at  thg  house — anxious  to  be  civil — helped  them  to  make  ' 
out  forage — but  d — d  wild — obliged  to  cut,  and  keep  them  at  a  dis- 

"Ay,  Maunsell  hinted  BOmetliing  of  that." 

I  thought  Biddy  would  have  fainted,  and  Roger  grew  red  as  the 
footman's  collar. 

"  Pshaw  !  d — d  gossiping  chap  that  Maunselt.  Young  Hastings — 
infernal  hemp-^uaed  to  ride  with  Biddy.  Persuaded  her  to  get  on  a 
horse  of  his — ran  away — threw  her — confined  at  tins  inn  for  a  week 
— never  admitted  him  to  my  house  afterwards." 

Oh  I  here  was  the  whole  mysiery  unravelled  I  No  wonder  Roger 
was  indignant,  and  that  Biddy  would  redden  at  the  recollection.  It 
was  devilish  unhandsome  of  Mr.  Hastings  ;  and  I  expressed  my  opi- 
nion in  a  way  that  evidently  pleased  my  host  and  his  heiress,  and 
showed  how  much  I  disapproved  of  the  conduct  of  that  roui  the 
dragoon. 

My  fair  friend  rose  to  leave  us.  Her  shawl  caught  in  the  chair, 
and  I  was  struck  with  the  striking  change  a  few  years  had  effected  in 
my  old  playfellow.  She  was  grown  absolutely  stout.  I  involuntarily 
noticed  it. 

"  Lord  I  Biddy,  how  fat  you  are  grown  T' 

A  deeper  blush  than  even  when  I  named  that  luckless  dragoon, 
flushed  to  her  very  brows  at  the  observation,  while  the  quartermaslet 
nther  testily  exclaimed, 
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"  Ay,  die  pnta  on  her  clothes  a*  if  they  were  towed  on  with  ■ 
pitiAfork,  since  the  got  this  cold.  D —  it  1  Biddy.  I  say,  tighten 
yourself,  woman  I     Tighten  yourself,  or  I  won't  be  plased .'" 

^Vell,  here  was  a  load  of  anxiety  removed,  and  Maunsell's  mis- 
chievous innuendo  satisfactorily  explained  away.  Biddy  was  right  in 
resenting  the  carelessness  that  exposed  her  to  ridicule  and  danger ; 
and  it  was  a  proper  feeling  in  the  old  quartermaster  to  cut  the  tnaa 
who  would  mount  hie  heiress  on  a  break-neck  horse.  Gradually 
we  resumed  the  conversation  of  last  night — there  was  the  regiment, 
if  1  chose  to  have  it  —  and  when  Roger  departed  for  the  club,  1 
made  up  my  mind,  whiLe  ascending  the  stairs,  to  make  a  splice  with 
Biddy,  and  become  Colonel  O'Shaughnessy. 

Thus  determined,  I  need  not  particularise  what  passed  upon  the 
sofa.  My  wooing  was  short,  sharp,  and  decisive ;  and  no  affected 
delicacy  restrained  Biddy  from  confessing  tliat  the  Same  was  mutual. 
My  fears  had  been  moonsbiDe;  my  suspicions  groundless.  Biddy 
had  not  valued  the  dragoon  a  brass  button  ;  and — poor  soul ! — she  hid 
ber  head  upon  my  shoulder,  and,  in  a  soft  whisper,  acknowledged 
that  she  never  had  cared  a  Inuieeine*  for  any  body  in  the  wide  world 
but  myself! 

It  was  a  moment  of  exquisite  delight.  I  told  her  of  my  prospects, 
and  mentioned  the  quartermaster's  conversation.  Biddy  listened 
with  deep  attention.  She  blushed— -strove  to  speak—stopped  — 
was  embarrassed.  I  pressed  her  to  be  courageous ;  and  at  last  she 
deposited  her  head  upon  my  breast,  and  bashfully  hinted  that  Hoger 
was  old — avarice  was  the  vice  of  age — he  was  fond  of  money — he 
was  boardiog  it  certainly  for  her ;  but  still,  it  would  be  better  that 
my  promotion  should  be  secured.  Roger  had  now  the  cash  in  his 
own  possession.  If  w£  were  msrried  without  delay,  it  would  be 
transferred  at  once ;  whereas  something  that  might  appear  to  him 
advantageous,  might  offer,  and  induce  her  father  to  invest  iL  -But 
•be  was  really  shocked  at  herself—such  a  proposition  would  appear 
•o  indelicate ;  but  still,  a  husband's  interests  were  too  dear  to  be 
sacrificed  to  maiden  timidity. 

I  never  estimated  Biddy's  worth  till  now.  She  united  the  fore- 
sight of  a  sage  with  the  devotion  of  a  woman.  I  would  have  been 
tDeensible  indeed,  had  I  not  testified  my  regard  and  admiration  ;  and 
Biddy  was  still  resting  on  my  shoulder,  when  the  quartermaster's 
latch-key  announced  his  return  from  the  club. 

Afler  supper  I  apprised  Roger  of  my  passion  for  his  daughter,  and 
modestly  admitted  that  I  had  found  favour  in  her  sight.  He  heard 
my  communication,  and  frankly  confessed  that  I  was  a  son-in-law  he 
moat  approved  of  Emboldened  by  the  favourable  reception  of  my 
suit,  1  ventured  to  hint  at  an  early  day,  and  pleaded  "a  short  leave 
between  returns,"  for  precipitancy.  The  quartermaster  met  me  like 
a  man. 

"When  people  wished  to  marry,  why,  delay  was  balderdash.  Mat- 
ters could  be  quickly  and  quietly  managed.  His  money  was  ready — 
no  bonds  or  post-obits — a  dean  thousand  in  hand,  and  another  the  mo- 
ment ao  opeiiing  to  purchaw  a  step  should  occur.  No  use  in  min- 
cing loattera  among  friends.  Mrs.  O'Finn  was  an  excellent  woman  ; 
'  Jog/iV^,  a  jackitrsw. 


jM,Googlc 


40  TERENCB  O'SHAUOHNESST. 

the  was  a  true  friend,  and  a  good  Catbolic  ;  but,  d —  it,  riie  had  old- 
world  notioDB  aboilt  famil  j,  and  in  pride  Uie  devil  was  &  fad  to  her,  K 
■he  came  home  before  the  ceremony,  there  would  be  an  endleu  fuss ; 
and  Roger  concluded  by  Huggeeting  that  we  should  be  mairied  the 
next  evening,  and  give  my  honoured  aunt  an  agreeable  aurpriae." 

That  was  precisely  what  I  wanted ;  and  a  happier  man  never  pressed 
a  pillow  than  I,  after  my  interesting  colloquy  with  the  quartermaster. 

The  last  morning  of  my  celibacy  dawned.  I  met  Roger  only  at  the 
breakfast  table ;  for  my  beloved  Biddy,  Ijetween  cold  and  virgin  trepi- 
dation, was  Aors  de  cortdxU,  and  signified  in  a  tender  billet  her  intentioD 
to  keep  her  chaml>er,  until  the  happy  hour  arrived  that  should  unite  us 
in  the  silken  bonds  of  Hymen.  The  quartermaster  undertook  to  con- 
duct the  nuptial  preparations ;  a  friend  of  his,  would  perform  the  cere- 
mony, and  the  quieter  the  thing  was  done  the  better.  Atler  breakfast 
lie  set  out  to  complete  all  matrimonial  arrangements,  and  I  strolled 
into  the  garden  to  ruminate  on  my  approaching  happiness,  and  bless 
Heaven  for  the  treasure  I  was  destined  to  possess  in  Biddy  Mac  Gawly. 

No  place  could  have  been  more  appropriately  sdected  for  tender 
meditation.  TTtere  was  the  conscious  hedge,  that  had  witnessed  the 
first  kiss  of  love;  ay,  and  for  aught  I  knew  to  the  contrary,  the  iden- 
tical flower-pot  on  which  her  sylphic  form  had  rested;  sylpbicit 
was  no  longer,  for  the  slender  girl  had  ripened  into  a  stout  and  comely 
gentlewoman  ;  and  she  would  be  mine — mine  that  very  evening. 

"  Ah  !  Terence,"  I  said  in  an  under>tone,  "few  men  at  twenty-wie 
have  drawn  such  a  prize.  A  thousand  pounds  !  ready  cash — a  rai- 
ment in  perspective — a  wife  in  hand ;  and  sucb  a  wife — young,  artless, 
tender,  and  attached.  By  everything  matrimonial,  you  have  the  luck 
of  thousands  1" 

My  soliloquy  was  interrupted  by  a  noise  on  the  other  side  of  the 
fence.  I  looked  over.  It  was  my  aunt's  niaid;  and  great  was  our 
mutual  astonishment.     Judy  blessed  herself,  as  she  ejaculated— 

"  Holy  Virgin  I  Master  Terence,  is  that  you  ?'* 

I  satined  her  of  my  identity,  and  learned  to  my  unspeakable  lup- 
prise  that  my  aunt  had  returned  unexpectedly,  and  that  she  had  not 
the  remotest  suspicion  that  her  affectionate  nephew,  myself,  was  can- 
toned within  pistol-shot.  Without  consideration  I  hopped  over  the 
hedge,  and  next  minute  was  in  the  presence  of  my  honoured  pro- 
tectress, the  relict  of  the  departed  captain. 

'■  Blessed  angels  I"  exclaimed  Mrs.  O'Finn,  as  she  took  me  to  her 
arms,  and  favoured  me  with  a  kiss,  in  which  there  was  more  black* 
guard  •  than  ambrosia.  "  Arrah  !  Terence,  jewel ;  what  the  devil 
drove  ye  here  P     Lord  pardon  me  for  mentioning  him !" 

"  My  duty,  dear  aunt.  I  am  but  a  week  landed  from  Jersey,  and 
could  not  rest  till  I  got  leave  from  the  colonel  to  run  down  between 
returns,  and  pay  you  a  hurried  visit.     Lord  t  how  well  you  look  !" 

"  Ahl  then,  Terence,  jewel,  it's  hard  for  me  to  look  well,  con- 
sidering the  way  I  have  been  A-etted  by  the  tenants,  and  afflicted  with 
the  lumbago.  Denis  Clark  —  may  the  widow's  curse  follow  him 
wherever  he  goes  ! — bundled  off  to  America  with  a  neighbour's  wife, 
and  a  year  and  a  half's  rent  along  with  her,  the  thiefl  And  then, 
since  Holland  tide,  I  have  not  had  a  day's  health." 
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"  Wdl,  fiwm  youT  loc^  I  shoi^  Dever  have  supposed  it>  But  you 
were  vnting  it  MMrum  Coatle  ?" 

"  Yes,  bith,  and  a  dear  vi«it  it  wai.  Nothing  but  half-crown  whist, 
and  wtlinuKd  brag.  Lost  seventeen  points  last  Saturdaj'  night.  It 
was  Sraday  morning)  Lord  pardon  us  for  playing !  But  wliat  was  that 
to  my  lock  yesterday  evening  I  Bragged  twice  for  iarge  pools,  with 
red  niaea  and  black  knares ;  and  Mrs.  Cooney,  both  times,  showed 
natursl  aces!  If  ever  woman  sold  herself,  sbe  has.  The  Lord  stand 
between  ua  and  evil !  Well,  Teren<»,  you  '11  be  expectmg  your 
quarter's  allowance,  We  'II  make  it  out  somehow — Heigh-ho  I  Be- 
tween bad  cards  and  runaway  tenants,  I  can't  attend  to  my  soul  as 
I  ought,  and  Holy  Week  coming  I" 

I  cxpreased  due  sympathy  for  ber  losses,  and  regretted  that  her 
health,  bodily  and  spiritual,  was  so  indifferenL 

"  1  bave  no  good  news  for  you,  Terence,"  continued  Mrs.  O'Finn. 
"  Your  brother  Arthur  is  following  yonr  poor  father's  example,  and 
nnning  himself  with  hounds  and  horses.  He  's  a  weak  and  wilful  man, 
md  nothing  can  save  him,  I  fear.  Though  he  never  treated  me  with 
proper  req>ect,  I  strove  to  patch  up  a  match  between  htm  and  Misa 
Mac  Te^arL  Five  thousand  down  upon  the  nail,  and  three  hundred 
a  year,  tailing  her  mother.  I  asked  her  here  on  a  visit,  and,  though  be 
bad  ridden  past  without  calling  on  me,  wrote  him  my  plan,  and  invited 
faim  to  meet  her.  What  do  you  think,  Terence,  was  his  reply  ?  Why, 
that  Miss  Mac  Teggart  might  go  to  Bath,  for  he  would  bave  no  call  to 
my  swivel-eyed  customers.  There  was  a  return  for  my  kindness  I  as 
if  a  woman  with  five  thousand  doum,  and  three  hundred  a  year  in 
eiqKCtation,  was  required  to  look  straight  Ah  !  Terence,  I  wish  you 
had  been  here.  She  went  to  Dublin,  and  was  picked  up  in  a  fort* 
nighL" 

^ftd!  here  was  an  excellent  opportunity  to  broach  my  own  success. 
There  could  be  no  harm  in  making  the  commander's  widow  a  co»- 
Jldaiiies  and,  after  all,  she  had  a  claim  upon  me  as  my  early  pro- 


"  My  dear  aunt,  I  cannot  be  surprised  at  your  indignation.  Arthur 
was  a  fool,  and  lost  an  opportunity  that  never  may  occur  again.  In 
fact,  my  dear  madam,  I  intended  to  have  given  you  an  agreeable 
■uprise.    I — 1 — I  am  on— the  very  brink  of  matrimony  I" 

"  Holy.  Bridget !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  O'Finn,  as  she  crossed  herself 
devoutly. 

*■  Yes,  ma'am.    I  am  engaged  to  a  lady  with  two  thousand  pounds." 

*'  Is  it  rea^,  Terence  P"  said  my  aunt.-~"  Down  on  the  table, 
before  the  priest  puts  on  his  vestment." 

«  Arrah---.my  blessing  attend  ye,  Terence.  I  knew  you  would  come 
to  good.     Is  she  young?" — "  Just  twenty." 

"Is  she  good-looking?" — "More  than  that;  extremely  pretty. 
Innocent^  and  artless." 

"  Arrah — give  me  another  kiss,  for  I  'm  proud  of  ye  ;"  and  Captain 
O'Pinn's  representative  clasped  me  in  ber  arms, 

**  Bui  the  family,  Terence ;  remember  the  old  stock.  Is  she  one  of 
us?" — **  She  is  highly  reqiectable.  Aa  only  daughter,  with  excel- 
lent  expectations." 
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»  What  ia  her  lather,  Terence?"—"  A  aoltlier,  md'am." 

"  Lord !— qohe  saougb.  He  '•  hy  profeaaioo  a-gentleman  t  v>4  wv 
cas'i  eifcot  to  find  ever^r  day,  detceadftuta  from  the  kingB  of  Cob* 
nangbt,  like  the  O'SbBughnessya  aod  the  O'tmna.  But  when  »  it  to 
take  place,  Terence  P" — "  Why,  faith,  ina'am,  it  was  a  bit  of  a  aecret ; 
but  I  can  keep  nothing  from  you." 

"  And  why  should  ye  ?  Haven't  I  been  to  you  more  than  e  mother* 
Terence  ?" 

"  I  UD  to  be  married  this  evening." 

"  Thi*  evening  I  Holy  Saint  Patriok  !  and  you  're  sure  of  the 
money  ?     It 's  not  a  rent-charge — nothing  of  bilii  or  bonds  ?" 

"  Nothing  but  bank-noteii ;  nothing  but  the  aragvdi-tfieem.'" 

"  Ogh  I  my  bleseuig  be  about  ye  night  and  day.  Arrah,  Tereace, 
what's  her  name?" 

'■  You  '11  not  mention  it.  We  want  the  thing  done  quietly." 

"  Augh,  Terence  i  and  do  you  think  I  would  let  any  thing  ye  told 
me  Blip  P  By  this  crotts," — and  Mrs.  O'Finn  bisected  the  forefinger 
of  her  left  hand  with  the  corresponding  digit  of  tlie  right  one  ;  "  the 
face  of  clay  shall  never  be  the  wiser  of  any  thing  ye  mention  I" 

A/ter  this  desperate  adjuration  there  was  do  refusing  my  aunt's  . 
requesL 

"  You  know  her  well," — and  I  looked  extremely  cunning. 

"  Do  I,  Terence?  Let  me  see — 1  have  it.  It's  Ellen  RobinsoD. 
No— though  h»  money 's  safe,  there 's  but  five  hundred  ready." 

"  Ouets  again,  aunL" 

"  Is  it  Bessie  Lloyd?  No — though  the  old  miller  is  rich  as  a  Jewi 
he  would  not  part  a  guinea  to  save  the  whole  human  race^  or  make 
his  daughter  a  duchess." — "  Far  from  the  mark  as  ever,  auuu" 

"  Well,"  returned  Mrs.  O'Finn,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  'm  fairly  pusded." 

*■  Whisper  !"  and  I  playfully  took  her  hand,  and  put  my  lips  close 
to  ber  cheek.    "  It 's — " 

«  Who  ?— who,  for  the  sake  of  Heaven  ?"— "  Biddy  Mac  Gawly !" 

"  Oh,  Jasus  I"  ejaculated  the  captain's  relict,  as  she  sank  upoa  a 
chair.  "  I  'm  murdered !  Give  me  my  sdts,  there.  Terence 
O'Shaughnessy,  don't  touch  me.  I  put  the  cross  between  us,"  aad 
she  made  a  crucial  flourish  with  her  hand.  "  You  have  finished 
me,  ye  villain.  Holy  Virgin]  what  sins  have  I  committed,  that! 
should  be  disgraced  in  my  old  age  ?  Meat  never  crossed  my  lips  of 
a  Friday ;  I  was  regular  at  mass,  and  never  missed  confession  ;  and, 
when  the  company  were  honest,  played  as  fair  as  every  body  else. 
I  wish  I  was  at  peace  with  poor  dear  Pat  O'Fmo.  Oh  !  murder  I 
murder !" 

I  stared  in  amazement.  If  Roger  Mac  Gawly  had  been  a  highway- 
man, his  daughter  could  not  have  been  an  object  of  greater  horror  to 
Mra.  O'Finn.  At  last  I  mustered  words  to  attempt  to  reastHi  with 
her,  but  to  my  desultory  appeals  she  returned  abuse  fit  only  for  a 
pidq>ocket  to  receive. 

"  Hear  me,  madam."—"  Oh,  you  common  ommadaion.'"f 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  listen  I*—"  Oh  !  that  the  O'Finns  and  the 
O'Shaughnessys  should  be  disgraced  hy  a  mean-spirited  g 
of  your  kind  1" 

*  Anglki,  casli  dowD.         f  Angliri,  a  fool.  t  A  simpleton. 
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"You  won't  heftT  tne." — » Biddy  M«c  Gawlyl"  sha  < 
"  V%y,  tad  as  my  poor  bratlier,  your  father,  wa» — and  though  be  too 
iiiaivi«cl  a  dovit  that  h«lped  t»  ruin  him,  she  was  at  idt  eventa  a  lady 
in  bet"  own  right,  and  cousin-germaa  to  Lord  LowestoSe.  But — -you 
— <y0a  unfortunate  diaciple." 

I  b^an  to  wax  wann,^  for  ray  aunt  coaiplimented  me  with  all  tba 
abuse  tb€  cmild  nuater,  and  there  never  was  a  ceamtion  but  wlun 
ber  breath  &iled. 

■'Why,  what  have  1  done?  What  an  1  about  doi^?"  Idemand- 
ed. — "  Jiut  going,"  rctoroed  Mn.  O'Finn,  "  to  make  a  Judy  Fits- 
■immona  mother  of  yourself?" 

**  And  is  it,"  *aid  i,  "  because  Mia*  Mac  Ganly  can't  count  her  pedi- 
gree froDi  Fin  Macoul  that  she  ehonid  not  discharge  the  dutiea  of  a 

My  aiuit  broke  in  upon  me. 

**  There  's  one  thing  certain,  that  she  'II  discharge  the  duties  of 
a  mother.  Heavens !  if  you  had  married  a  girl  with  only  a  bloat,* 
your  connexions  might  brazen  it  out.  But  a  woman  in  sudi  a  bare- 
taced  condition  ! — as  if  her  staying  in  the  house  these  three  montba 
could  blind  the  neighbours,  and  close  their  mouths." 

*'  Well,  in  the  devil's  name,  will  you  say  what  objection  exists  to 
Biddy  Mac  Gawly  making  me  a  husband  to-night  ?" — "  And  a  papa  in 
three  months  afterwards  I"  rejoined  my  loving  auat. 

If  a  shell  had  burst  in  the  bivouac,  I  could  not  have  been  more  elec- 
iriBed.  Dark  suspicions  flashed  across  my  mind — a  boat  of  circum- 
ctances  confirmed  my  doubts  ;  and  I  implored  the  widow  of  the  de- 
funct dragoon  to  tell  me  all  she  knew. 

It  was  a  simple,  alUiough,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  not  a  flatter- 
ing nnrative.  Biddy  had  commenced  an  equestrian  Dovitiate  under 
the  tutelage  of  Lieutenant  Hastings.  Her  progress  in  the  art  of 
borsemansbip  was,  no  doubt,  very  satisfactory,  and  the  pupil  and  the 
proAsMT  frequently  rode  out  Ute-d-tite.  Biddy,  poor  soul  I  was  fear- 
ful of  exhibiting  any  iRoAodUreue,  and  of  course,  roads  less  frequeated 
than  the  king's  highway  were  generally  chosen  for  her  riding  lessons. 
Gradually  these  excursions  became  more  extensive;  twili^t,  and  in 
summer  too,  oflen  fell,  before  the  quartermaster's  heiress  had  re- 
turned ;  and  on  one  unfortunate  occasion  slie  was  absent  for  a  week. 
This  caused  a  desperate  commotion  in  the  town ;  the  dowagers  and 
i^d  maids  sat  in  judgment  on  the  case,  and  declared  Biddy  no  longer 
viwtable.  In  vain  her  absence  was  ascribed  to  accident— a  horse  had 
run  away — she  was  thrown — her  ankle  sprained — and  she  was  de- 
tained unavoidably  at  a  country  inn  until  the  injury  was  abated. 

Ib  this  state  of  things  the  dragoons  were  ordered  off;  and  it  was 
whispered  that  there  had  been  a  de^erate  blow-up  between  the 
yoong  lady's  preceptor  the  lieutenant,  and  her  pf^  the  quarter- 
imster.  Once  only  had  Biddy  ventured  out  upon  th«  mall ;  but  she 
was  cut  dead  by  her  quondam  acquaintances.  From  that  day  she 
leldom  appeared  ^mwd ;  and  when  she  did,  it  was  always  in  the 
evening,  and  even  then  closely  muffled  v\i.  No  wonder  scandal  was 
rife  touching  the  causes  of  her  seclusion.  A  few  charitably  ascribed 
it  to  bad  health — others  to  disappointment— but  the  greater  propor- 

*  Anglift,^  flaw  afdiG  reputation. 
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don  flf  tlie  fair  sex  attributed  her  confinemeHt  to  the  tru«  cave,  and 
whispered  that  Misa  Mac  Gawly  was  "  as  ladies  wished  to  be  who 
love  their  lords." 

Here  was  a  solution  to  the  mystervl  It  was  now  pretty  easy 
to  comprehend  why  Biddy  was  swathed  like  a  mummy,  and  Roger  so 
ready  with  his  cash.  No  wonder  the  demoueile  was  anxious  to 
abridge  delay,  and  the  old  crimp  so  obliging  in  procuring  a  priest  and 
preparing  all  requisite  matters  for  immediate  hymeneals.  What  was 
to  be  done?  What,  but  denounce  the  frail  fair  one,  and  annihilate 
that  villain  her  father.  Without  a  word  of  explanation  I  caught  up 
my  hat,  and  lefl  the  house  in  a  hurry,  and  Mrg.  O'Fina  in  a  state 
of  nervousness  that  threatened  to  become  hysterical. 

When  I  reached  the  tiuartennaatcr's  habitation,  I  hastened  to  my 
own  apartment,  and  got  my  traps  together  in  double-quick.  I  in- 
tended to  have  abdicated  quietly,  and  favoured  the  intended  Mrs. 
O'Shaugbnessy  with  an  epistle  communicating  the  reasons  that  in- 
duced me  to  decline  the  honour  of  her  hand ;  but  on  the  landing  my 
worthy  father-in-law  cut  off  my  retreat,  and  a  parting  t^-^*Ule  hi- 
came  unavoidable.  He  appeared  in  great  spirits  at  the  success  of 
his  interview  with  the  parson. 

"  Well,  Terence,  I  have  dune  the  business.  The  old  chap  made 
a  parcel  of  objections  ;  but  he  's  poor  as  Lazarus  —  silly  slipped 
him  ten  pounds,  and  that  quieted  his  scruples.  He  's  ready  at  S 
moment's  warning." — «  He 's  a  useful  person,"  I  replied  drily ;  "  and 
all  you  want  is  a  son-in-law." 

■'  A  what P"  exclaimed  the  father  of  Miss  Biddy.  —  "A  Mo-in- 

"  Why,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean?" — "  Not  a  jot  more  or  less 
than  what  I  say.  You  have  procured  the  priest,  but  I  suspect  the 
bridegroom  will  not  be  forthcoming." 

"Zounds,  sir  I  do  you  mean  to  treat  my  daughter  with  disre- 
Bpect?"~-~"Upon  consideration,  it  would  he  hardly  fair  to  deprive 
my  old  friend  Hastings  of  his  pupil.  Why,  with  another  week's 
private  tuition  Biddy  might  offer  her  services  to  Astley." 

"  Sir, — if  you  mean  to  be  impertinent, — "  and  Roger  began  to 
bluster,  while  the  noise  brought  the  footman  to  the  hall,  and  Hiss 
Biddy  to  the  banisters  '  shawled  to  the  nose.'    I  began  to  lose  temper. 

"  Why,  you  infernal  old  crimp  I"  —  "  You  audacious  young  scona- 
drel  r 

"Oh,  JasusI  gentlemen  1  Face,  for  the  sake  of  the  blessed  H<^ 
ther!"  cried  the  butler  from  below. 

"  Father,  jewel !  Terence,  my  only  love  I"  screamed  Miss  Biddy, 
over  the  staircase.  "  What  is  the  matter  ?" — "  He  wants  to  be  off!" 
roared  the  quartermaster. 

"  Stop,  Terence,  or  you  11  have  my  life  to  answer  for."—"  Lord, 
Biddy,  bow  fat  you  are  grown  I" 

"You  shall  fulfil  your  promise,"  cried  Roger,  "or  111  write  to 
the  Horse  Guards,  and  memorial  the  commander-in-chief." — "  You 
may  memorial  your  best  friend,  the  devil,  you  old  crimp !"  and  I 
forced  my  way  to  the  hall. 

"Come  back,  you  deceiver!"  exclaimed  Miss  Mac  Gawly. — 
"  Arrali,  Biddy,  go  tighten  yourself,"  said  I. 
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"  Oh,  I  'i»  ftintingi"  ficreomed  Roger's  heiress. 

*•  Don't  let  him  out  l"  roared  her  sire. 

The  gentleman  nith  the  beefsteak  collar  made  a  demoDGtration 
to  interrupt  my  retreat,  and  in  return  received  a  box  on  the  ear 
that  sent  him  ha]f'waj  down  the  kitchen  stairs. 

"  There,"  I  said,  "give  that  to  the  old  rogue,  your  master,  with 
my  best  compliments,"  —  and  bounding  from  the  halUdoor,  Biddy 
Mac  Gawly,  like  Lord  Ullio's  daughter,  ■'  was  left  lamenting  '." 

Wei!,  there  is  no  describing  the  no/mum*  a  blow-up  like  this,  oc- 
casioned in  a  country  town.  I  was  unmercifully  quizzed ;  but  the 
qmrtennaster  and  his  heiress  found  it  advisable  to  abdicate.  Roger 
removed  bis  household  gods  to  the  metropolis —  Miss  Biddy  fa- 
voured him  in  due  time  with  a  grandson ;  and  when  I  returned 
from  South  America,  I  learned  that  "this  lost  love  of  mine"  had 
accompanied  a  Welsh  lieutenant  to  the  hymeneal  altar,  who,  not 
being  "  over-particular  "  about  trifles,  had  obtained  on  the  same  mom- 
ing  a  wife,  on  heir,  and  an  estate — with  Roger's  blessing  into  the 
bargain. 


REDDY  ODRYSCULL, 

SCHOOLUASTBR  AT  WATER-GRASS-HIIX, 

TO  MO.  BENTLEY,  PUBLISHER. 

Sift, — T  write  to  vou  concerning  the  late  P.P.  of  this  parish — 
■  his  soul  to  glory  !  for,  as  Virgil  says, — and  devil  a  doubt  of  it, — 
Candidia  intuetum  miratw  limea  Oti/mpi, 
Sub  pedibutque  videt  nubei  et  tidera  pattur. 
His  RELiQUES,  sir,  in  two  volumes,  have  been  sent  down  here 
^m  Dublin,  for  the  use  of  my  boys,  by  order  of  the  National 
Education  Board,  with  directions  to  cram  the  spalpeens  all  at 
once  with  such  a  power  of  knowledge  that  they  may  forget  the 
hunger :  which  plan,  between  you  and  mo,  (though  1  say  it 
that  oughtn't)  is  all  sheer  bladder um-skale :  for,  as  Juvenal 
nmnta.ias,JejaHus stomachus,  &c.  &c. — aneDiptybagwon'tstand; 
you  miut  first  Gil  it  with  praties.  Give  us  a  poor-Jaw,  sir,  and, 
trust  me,  you  will  hear  no  more  about  Bock  and  repeal ;  no,  nor 
of  the  rintf  against  which  latter  humbug  the  man  of  God  set  his 
face  outright  during  his  honest  and  honourable  lifetime ;  for, 
sir,  though  he  dinered  with  Mr.  Moore  about  Irish  round 
towers,  and  a  few  French  roundelays,  in  this  they  fully  agreed. 

As  I  understand,  sir,  that  you  are  Publisher  in  ordinary  to 
tiis  Majesty,  1  intend  from  time  to  time  conveying  through  you 
to  the  ear  of  royalty  some  desiderata  curiosa  Hybemue  from 
the  pen  of  the  deceased  ;  matters  which  remain  pen£s  me,  in  scri- 
mi%  to  use  the  style  of  your  great  namesake.  For  the  present, 
I  merely  send  you  a  few  classic  scraps  collected  by  Dr.  Prout 
in  some  convent  abroad  ;  and,  wishmg  every  success  to  your 
Miscellany,  am  your  humble  servant,  R-  O'D. 

■  jJR^fici,  confuiioii. 
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Scrap,  Ko.  1.  Water-graw-hiU. 

TflBBB  flourishes,  I  hear,  in  London,  a  Mr.  Hudson,  whose 
reputation  as  a  comic  lyrist,  it  would  seem,  has  firmly  taken  root 
in  the  great  metropolis.  Many  are  the  laughter-compelline  pro- 
ductions of  his  merry  genius ;  but  "Barneif  Brnlloghan's  Court - 
skip  "  may  be  termed  his  opus  magnum.  It  has  been  my  lot  to 
pick  a  few  dry  leaves  from  the  laurel-wreath  of  Mr.  Moore, 
who  could  well  afford  the  loss :  I  know  not  whether  I  can  med- 
dle rightly  after  a  similar  fashion  with  HudiorCs  bay.  Yet 
is  there  a  strange  coincidence  of  thought  and  expression,  and 
even  metre,  between  the  followitig  remnant  of  antiquity,  and  his 
never-sufficiently- to-be-encored  song. 

The  original  may  be  seen  at  Bobbio  in  the  Apennines, — a. 
Benedictine  settlement,  well  known  as  the  earliest  asylum  open- 
ed to  learning  after  the  fall  of  tlie  Roman  Empire.  The  Irieti 
monk  Colombanus  had  the  merit  of  founding  it,  and  it  lon^ 
remained  tenanted  by  natives  Of  Ireland.  Among  them  it  has 
been  ascertained  that  Pantb  lived  for  some  time,  and  composed 
Latin  verses ;  but  1  cannot  recognise  any  trace  of  hit  stem 
phraseology  in  the  ballad.  It  appears  rather  the  production  of 
some  rustic  of  the  Augustan  age ;  perhaps  one  of  Horace's 
ploughmen.  It  is  addressed  to  a  certain  Julia  Gallapyg6, 
(KbMixut)],)  a  name  which  (for  shortness  I  suppose)  the  rural 
poet  contracts  into  Julia  "  Cali^ge'."  I  have  diligently  compare 
ed  it  with  the  vulgate  version,  aa  sung  by  Fitzwilliam  at  tke 
Freemasons'  Tavern;  and  little  doubt  can  remain  of  its  iden- 
tity and  authenticity.  P.  P. 

THE  SABINE  FARMER'S  SERENADE; 

BEING   A    NEWLY   RECOVEBED   FRAGMENT   OF    A   LATIN    OFBBA. 
I.  I. 

Erat  turbida  nox  'Twos  on  a  windy  night, 

HoriL  secundA  man^  At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning, 

Quando  proruit  vox  An  Irish  tad  so  tight, 

Carmen  in  hoc  inane ;  AH  wind  and  weather  scorning, 

Viri  misera  mens  At  Judy  Callaghan's  door, 

Meditabatur  hymen.  Sitting  upon  the  palings, 

Hinc  pueDfc  fl«is  His  love-tale  he  did  pour, 

Stebat  obsideng  limen ;  And  this  was  part  of  his  wailings : — 

Semel  tanium  die  Onfy  sojr 

Eris  nostra  Lalaok';  You  'U  be  Mrt.  BraSaghan  ; 

Ne  recusen  sic.  Don't  gay  nay, 

DtUcir  Julia  Callage'.  Charming  Judg  Callagian. 


Planctibus  aurem  fer.  Oh  !  list  to  what  I  say, 

Venere  tu  formosior ;  Charms  you  've  got  lilce  Venus ; 

Die,  hos  muros  per.  Own  your  love  you  may, 

Tuo  favore  potior !  There 's  but  the  wall  between  us. 
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Voce  beatum  fac ; 

En,  dum  donnis,  vigilo, 
Nocte  obambulans  hoc 

Domum  planctu  etridulo. 

Semel  tOKivm  die 
Erit  nottra  Lalaqb'  ; 

Ne  reauet  tie, 
Dtdca  JtiHa  Callaoe'. 


You  lie  fast  asleep, 

Snug  !n  bed  and  snoring ; 
Round  the  house  I  creep, 

Your  hard  heart  imploring. 

OtU^  Key 
Yaa  'U  hcase  Mr.  Brtdlaghem  ; 

Don't  ta^  nt^, 
CbariHing  Judy  CaUag/um. 


Eat  mihi  prsgnans  eub, 

Et  porcellis  stabulum ; 
VUlula,  grex,  et  rus' 

Ad  Taccarum  pabulum ; 
FeriiB  cemeres  me 

Splendido  Teatimento, 
Tunc,  heu8  I  quam  ben^  te 

Veherem  in  jumento  1' 

SemeltaHtum  die 
Ewit  nottra  IiAlaoe'  ; 

Nencumtsie, 
DmkU  Jidia  Callage'. 


I  've  got  a  pig  and  a  sow, 

I  've  got  a  Bt^  to  sleep  'em ; 
A  calf  and  a  brindled  cow, 

And  a  cabin  too,  to  keep  'em ; 
Sunday  hat  and  coat, 

An  old  grey  mare  to  ride  on ; 
Saddle  and  bridle  to  boot, 
Which  you  may  ride  astride  on. 

OtUjf  aay 
You  'U  be  JUrt.  BraOaffkan  ; 

IMCt  toy  nay. 
Charming  Judy  Cailaghan. 


Va  poina  teme  ?  sum 

Uno  dives  jugere ; 
Vis  lac  et  mella,'  cUm 

Bacchi  succo,*  sugere 
Vis  aqwe-vibe  vim  ?' 

Plumoso  BOmnum  sacculo 
Vii  at  paratus  sim 

Vel  annulg  vel  baculo  P' 


DkJbm  ^wfia  Callage'. 


I  've  got  an  acre  of  ground, 

I  've  got  it  set  with  praties ; 
I  've  got  of  'baccy  a  pound, 

I  've  got  some  tea  for  the  ladies ; 
I  've  got  the  ring  to  wed, 
?"       Some  whisky  to  make  us  gaily ; 
I  've  got  a  feather-bed 

And  a  handsome  new  shilelagh. 

Only  lay    • 
You  'U  have  Mr.  Brallaghan  ; 

Don't  toy  nay, 
Chanting  Jwfy  CaUaghan. 


fmWhrmt    D« bDcJvr  apod  luUbU»r  hi^ptn  ovbiIbU  nnmaBr     Vi 
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Litteria  operam  das ; 

Lucido  fidges  oculo ; 
Dotes  insuper  quas 

Nummi  aunt  in  1  oculo. 
Novi  quod  apta  ais* 


You  've  got  a  diarming  e3'e. 

You  've  got  Bonie  spelling  and  reading ; 
You  'to  got,  and  ao  have  I, 

A  taate  for  genteel  breeding  ; 
You  're  rich,  and  fair,  and  young. 


Ad  procreandam  aobolem  I      Aa  everybody 'a  knoving  ; 
Posaidee  (nesciat  quia  P)  You  've  got  a  decent  tongue 


Linguam  aatis  mobilem.* 

Semel  lantum  die 
ErU  notlra  Lalage'; 

jVe  rectuei  tie, 
Dulcit  Julia  Callage'. 


Whene'er  'tia  aet  a-g 

Onlj/tO!/ 
You  'II  have  Mr.  Brallaghan  ; 

Don't  ttq/  nay. 
Charming  Jady  Caliaghan, 


Conjux  utinam  tu 

Fieres,  lepidum  cor,  mt ! 
Halituin  perdiniuB,  heu, 

Te  aopor  urget.     Dormi ! 
Ingruit  imber  tnix — 

Jam  sub  tecto  pellitur 
la  quem  craatina  lux'° 

Keferet  hilc  fidelit^r. 

Semel  tantfim  die 
Eris  Tiottra  Lalage'  ; 

iVe  recutetsic, 
DtUeis  Julia  Callage'. 


For  a  wife  till  death 

I  am  willing  to  take  ye  ; 
But,  och  !  I  waste  my  breath, 

The  devil  himaelf  can't  wake  ye> 
'Tia  Just  beginning  to  rain. 

So  I  '11  get  under  cover ; 
To-morrow  I  '11  come  again. 

And  be  your  constant  lover, 

Only  sai/ 
You  'II  be  Mrs,  Sralloffhan  ; 

Don't  toy  nay. 
Charming  Judy  Callaghan. 


*,*  Our  Wat^r-graas-hill  correapondent  will  find  scattered  through- 
out our  pages  the  other  iVagments  of  the  defunct  Padre  which  he  has 
E laced  at  our  diaposal.  Every  chip  from  so  brilliant  an  old  block  may 
e  aaid  to  posaesa  a  lustre  peculiarly  ita  own ;  hence  we  have  not 
feared  to  diaperse  them  up  and  down  our  miacellany.  They  are 
"  gems  of  the  purest  wliiskey." — Edit. 
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OKCB   MAYOR  OP   MUDFOO. 

MuDFoo  is  a  pleasant  town — a  remarkably  pleasant  tovn — 
situated  in  s  charming  hollow  by  the  side  of  a  nver,  from  which 
river,  Mudfog  derives  an  agreeable  scent  of  pitch,  tar,  coals,  and 
rope-yani,  a  roving  population  in  oil-skin  hats,  a  pretty  steady 
ionux  of  drunken  bargemen,  and  a  great  maoy  other  maritime 
advantages.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  water  about  Mudfc^, 
and  yet  it  is  not  exactly  tne  sort  of  town  for  a  watering-place, 
«tber.  Water  is  a  perverse  sort  of  element  at  the  best  of  times, 
and  in  Mudfog  it  is  particularly  so.  In  winter,  it  comes  oozing 
down  the  streets  and  tumbling  over  the  fields, — nay,  rushes  into 
the  very  cellars  and  kitchens  of  the  houses,  with  a  lavish  prodl- 
ftality  Uiat  might  well  be  dispensed  with  ;  but  in  the  hot  sum- 
mer weather  it  toili  dry  up,  and  turn  green:  and,  although 
green  is  a  very  good' colour  in  its  way,  especially  in  grass,  still  it 
certainly  is  not  Becoming  to  water ;  and  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
the  beauty  of  Mudfog  is  rather  impaired,  even  by  this  trifling 
circumstance.  Mudfog  is  a  healthy  place — very  healthy; — 
damp,  perhaps,  but  none  the  worse  for  that.  It's  quite  a  mis- 
take to  suppose  that  damp  is  unwholesome :  plants  thrive  best  in 
damp  situations,  and  why  shouldn't  men  P  The  inhabitants  of 
Mudfog  are  unanimous  in  asserting  that  thn%  exists  not  a  finer 
race  of  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth ;  here  we  have  an  in- 
di^nitable  and  veracious  contradiction  of  the  vulgar  error  at 
ooce.  So,  admittiog  Mudfog  to  be  damp,  we  distinctly  state 
that  it  is  salubrious. 

The  town  of  Mudfog  is  extremely  picturesque.  Limehouse 
and  Ratcliffe  Highway  are  both  somethiDg  like  it,  but  they  give 
you  a  very  faint  idea  of  Mudfog.  There  are  a  gr^at  many 
more  public-houses  in  Mudfotr, — more  than  in  Ratcliffe  High- 
way and  Limehouse  put  togetner.  The  public  buildings,  too, 
are  very  imposing.  We  consider  the  Town-hall  one  of  the 
finest  spedmens  of  shed  architecture,  extant :  it  is  a  combination 
oftbepig-sty  and  tea-garden-box,  orders;  and  the  simplicity  of  its 
design  is  of  surpassing  beauty.  The  idea  of  placing  a  large 
window  on  one  side  of  the  door,  and  a  small  one  on  the  other,  is 
particularly  happy.  There  is  a  fine  bold  Doric  beauty,  too, 
about  the  padlock  and  scraper,  which  is  strictly  in  keeping  with 
the  general  effect. 

In  this  rtmm  do  the  mayor  ^nd  corporation  of  Mudfc^ 
usemble  together  in  solemn  council  for  the  public  weaL 
Seated  on  the  massive  wooden  benches,  which,  with  the  table  in 
the  centre,  form  the  only  furniture  of  the  whitewashed  apart- 
ment,  the  sage  men  of  Mudfog  spend  hour  after  hour  in  grave 
deliberation.     Here  they  settfe  at  what  hour  of  the  night  the 
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public-houses  shall  he  closed,  at  what  hour  of  the  moming  they 
shall  be  permitted  to  open,  how  soon  it  ahall  be  lawful  for  people 
to  eat  tneir  dinner  on  church-days,  and  other  great  pohticat 
questions ;  and  sometimes,  long  after  silence  has  fallen  on  the 
town,  and  the  distant  lights  from  the  shops  and  houses  have 
ceased  to  twinkle,  like  far-ofi*  stars,  to  the  sight  of  the  boatmen 
on  the  river,  the  illumination  in  the  two  unequal-sized  windows 
of  the  town-hall,  warns  the  inhabitants  of  Mudfog  that  its  little 
body  of  legislators,  like  a  larger  and  better-known  body  of  the 
same  genus,  a.  great  deal  more  noisy,  and  not  a  whit  more  pro- 
found, are  patriotically  dozing  away  in  company,  far  into  the 
night,  for  their  country's  good. 

Among  this  knot  of  sage  and  learned  men,  no  one  was  so  emi- 
nently distinguished,  during  many  years,  for  the  quiet  modesty 
of  his  appearance  and  demeanour,  as  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  the 
well-known  coal-dealer.  However  exciting  the  subject  of  dis- 
cussion, however  animated  the  tone  of  the  debate,  or  however 
warm  the  personalities  exchanged,  (and  even  in  Mudfog  we  get 
personal  sometimes,)  Nicholas  Tulrumble  was  always  the  same. 
To  say  truth,  Nicholas,  being  an  industrious  man,  and  always 
up  betimes,  was  apt  to  fall  asleep  when  a  debate  be^n,  and  to 
remain  asleep  till  it  was  over,  when  he  would  wake  up  very 
much  refreshed,  and  give  his  vote  with  the  greatest  compla- 
cency. The  fact  was,  that  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  knowing  that 
everybody  there,  had  made  up  his  mind  beforehand,  considered 
the  talking  as  just  a  long  botheration  about  nothing  at  all ;  and 
to  the  present  hour  it  remains  a  question,  whether,  on  this  point 
at  all  events,  Nicholas  Tulrumble  was  not  pretty  near  right. 

Time,  which  strews  a  man's  head  with  silver,  sometimes  fills 
his  pockets  with  gold.  As  he  gradually  performed  one  good 
office  for  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  he  was  obliging  enough,  not  to 
omit  the  other.  Nicholas  began  life  in  a  wooden  tenement  of 
four  feet  square,  with  a  capital  of  two  and  ninepence,  and  a 
stock  in  trade  of  three  bushels  and  a-half  of  coals,  exclusive  of 
the  large  lump  which  hung,  by  way  of  sign-board,  outside. 
Then  he  enlarged  the  shed,  and  kept  a  truck ;  then  he  left  the 
shed,  and  the  truck  too,  and  started  a  donkey  and  a  Mrs.  Tul- 
rumble ;  then  he  moved  again  and  set  up  a  cart ;  the  cart  was 
soon  afterwards  exchanged  for  a  waggon  ;  and  so  he  went  on, 
like  his  great  predecessor  Whittingion-rKinly  without  a  cat  for 
a  partner — increasing  in  wealth  and  fame,  until  at  last  he  gave 
up  business  altogether,  and  retired  with  Mrs.  Tulrumble  and 
family  to  Mudfog  Hall,  which  he  bad  himself  erected,  on  some< 
thing  which  he  endeavoured  to  delude  himself  into  the  belief 
was  a  hill,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant  from  the  town  of 
Mudfog. 

About  this  time,  it  began  to  be  murmured  in  Mudfog  that 
Nicholas  Tulrumble  was  growing  vain  and  haughty ;  that  pro- 
sperity and  success  had  corrupted  the  simplicity  of  his  n 
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and  tainted  ^e  natural  eoodoess  of  his  heart ;  in  short,  that  he 
was  setting  up  for  a  public  character,  and  a  great  gentleman^ 
and  affected  to  look  down  upon  his  old  companions  with  com~ 
paseioii  and  contempt.  Whether  these  reports  were  at  the  time 
wdl-fouuded,  en-  not,  certain  it  is  that  Mrs.  Tulrumble  very 
shortly  afterwards  started  a  four-wheel  chaise,  driven  by  a  taU 
postilioQ  in  a  yellow  cap, — that  Mr.  Tulrumble  junior  took  to 
smoking  cigars,  and  calling  the  footman  a  "  feller," — and  that 
Mr.  Tulrumble  from  that  time  forth,  was  no  more  seen  in  his  old 
seat  ia  the  chimney-comer  of  the  Lighterman's  Arms  at  night. 
This  looked  bad ;  but,  more  than  this,  it  began  to  be  observed 
that  Mr.  Nicholas  Tulrumble  attended  the  corporation  meet- 
ings more  frequently  than  heretofore ;  that  he  no  longer  went  to 
slefip  as  he  liad  done  for  so  many  years,  but  propped  his  eyelids 
i^ien  with  his  two  fore-fingers  ;  that  he  read  the  newspapers  by 
hiinmlf  at  home ;  and  that  be  was  in  tlie  habit  of  indulging 
alsnad  in  distant  and  mysterious  allusions  to  "  masses  of  peo- 
ple," and  "  the  property  of  the  country,*"  and  "  productive 
power."  and  "the  monied  interest:" all  of  which  denoted  and 
proved  that  Nicholas  Tulrumble  was  either  mad,  or  worse ;  and 
It  puzzled  the  good  people  of  Mudfog  amazingly. 

At  length,  about  the  middle  of  the  month  of  October,  Mr. 
Tulrumble  and  family  went  up  to  London;  the  middle  of  October 
being,  as  Mrs.  Tulrumble  informed  her  acquaintance  in  Mud- 
fog the  very  height  of  the  fashionable  season. 

Somehow  or  other,  just  about  this  time,  despite  the  health- 
pretervinj^air  of  Mudfog,  the  Mayor  died.  It  was  a  most  ex- 
traordinary circumstance ;  he  had  lived  in  Mudfog  for  eighty- 
five  years.  The  corporation  didn't  understand  it  at  all ;  indeed 
it  waa  with  great  difficulty  that  one  old  gentleman,  who  was  a 
great  stickler  for  forms,  was  dissuaded  from  proposing  a  vote  of 
censure  on  such  unaccountable  conduct.  Strange  as  it  was, 
however,  die  he  did,  without  taking  the  slightest  notice  of  the 
Gorp(»ation ;  and  the  corporation  were  imperatively  called  upon 
to  elect  his  successor.  So,  they  met  for  the  purpose ;  and  being 
very  full  of  Nicholas  Tulrumble  just  then,  and  Nicholas  TuT- 
rumble  being  a  very  important  man,  they  elected  him,  and  wrote 
off  to  London  by  the  very  next  post  to  acquaint  Nicholas  Tul- 
rumble with  his  new  elevation. 

Now,  it  being  November  time,  and  Mr,  Nicholas  Tulrumble 
being  in  the  capital,  it  fell  out  that  he  was  present  at  the  Lord 
Mayor's  show  and  dinner,  at  sight  of  the  glory  and  splendour 
whereof,  he,  Mr.  Tulrumble,  was  greatly  mortified,  inasmuch  as 
(he  reflection  would  force  itself  on  his  mind,  that,  had  he  been 
bum  in  London  instead  of  in  Mudfog,  he  mi^ht  have  been  a 
Lord  Mayor  too,  and  have  patronised  the  judges,  and  been 
affable  to  the  Lord  Chancellor,  and  friendly  with  the  Premier, 
and  coldly  condescending  to  the  Secretary  to  the  Treasury,  an^ 
have  dined  with  a  flag  behind  his  back,  and  done  a  great  many 
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other  acts  and  deeda  which  unto  Lord  MavOTS  of  London  pecu- 
liarly appertain.  The  more  he  thought  or  the  Lord  Mayor,  the 
more  enviable  a  personage  he  seemea.  To  be  a  King  was  inlt 
Tery  well ;  but  what  was  the  KJtig  to  the  Lord  Mayor !  Wbeo 
the  King  made  a  speech,  everybody  knew  it  was  wmebody  else'a 
writing ;  whereas  here  was  ttie  Lord  Mayor,  talking  away  for 
half  an  hour— all  out  of  his  own  head — amidst  the  enthusiastic 
applause  of  the  whole  company,  while  it  was  notorious  that  the 
King  might  talk  to  his  parliament  till  he  was  black  in  the  face 
without  getting  so  mucli  as  a  single  cheer.  As  all  these  reflec- 
tions pa^ed  through  the  mind  of  Mr.  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  the 
Lord  Mayor  of  London  appeared  to  him  the  greatest  sovereign 
on  the  face  of  the  earth,  beatine  the  Emperor  of  Russia  all  to 
nothing,  and  leaving  the  Great  Mogul  immeasurably  behind. 

Mr.  Nicholas  Tulrumble  was  pondering  over  these  thingk 
and  inwardly  cursing  the  fate  which  had  pitched  his  coal-shea 
is  Mudfog,  when  the  letter  of  the  corporation  was  put  into  his 
hand.  A  crimson  flush  mantled  over  his  face  as  he  read  it,  for 
visionsofbrightness  were  already  dancing  before  his  imagination. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Tulrumble  to  his  wife,  "they  have 
elected  me,  Mayor  of  Mudfog.^ 

"  Lor-a~mussy  !"  said  Mrs.  Tulrumble :  "  why,  what's  become 
of  old  Sniggs  ?'^ 

"  The  late  Mr.  Sniggs,  Mrs.  Tulrumble,^'  said  Mr.  TulrumMe 
sharply,  for  he  by  no  means  approved  of  the  notion  of  uncere- 
moniously designating  a  gentleman  who  had  filled  the  high, 
office  of  Mayor,  as  "  old  Sniggs," — "  The  late  Mr.  Sniggs,  Mrs. 
Tulrumble,  is  dead." 

The  communication  was  very  unexpected ;  but  Mrs.  Tulrum- 
ble only  ejaculated  "  Lor-a-mussy  !*  once  again,  as  if  a  Mayor 
were  a  mere  ordinary  Christian,  at  which  Mr.  Tulrumble  frowned 


"  What  a  pity  'tan't  in  London,  ain't  it  ?"  said  Mrs.  Tul- 
rumble, after  a  short  pause ;  "  what  a  pity  'tan't  in  London, 
where  you  might  have  Bad  a  show." 

"  I  might  have  a  show  in  Mudfog,  if  I  thought  pn^>er,  t 
apprehend,"  said  Mr.  Tulrumble  mTsteriously. 
I     «  Lor !  so  you  might,  1  declare,    replied  Mrs.  Tulrumble. 

"  And  a  good  one,  too,"  said  Mr.  Tulrumble. 

"  Delightful  I*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Tulrumble. 

**  One  which  would  rather  astonish  the  ignorant  people  down 
there,"  said  Mr.  Tulrumble. 

"  It  would  kill  them  with  envy,"  said  Mrs.  Tulrumble. 

60  it  was  agreed  that  his  Majesty's  lieges  in  Mudfog  should 
be  astonished  with  splendour,  and  slaughtered  with  envy,  and 
that  such  a  show  should  take  place  as  had  never  been  seen  in 
that  town,  or  in  any  other  town  before, — no^  not  evea  n  Lon- 
don itsdf. 

On  the  veiy  next  day  after  the  receipt  of  the  letter,  down  came 
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thp  I9II  ppBtitian  ia  a  poet-chuse, — not  upon  one  of  the  horses, 
but  iosiae — actually  inside  the  chaise, — and,  driving  up  to  the 
very  door  of  the  town-hall,  where  the  corporation  were  aBsemhled, 
delivered  a  letter,  written  hy  the  Lord  knows  who,  and  signed  by 
Nicholas  Tulrumhle,  in  wnich  Nicholas  said,  all  through  four 
sides  of  closely- written,  gilt-edged,  hot-pressed,  Balh  post  letter- 
paper,  that  he  responded  to  the  call  of  his  fellow-townsmen 
with  feelings  of  heartfelt  delight ;  th&t  he  accepted  the  arduous 
office  which  their  confidence  had  imposed  upon  him  ;  that  they 
would  ne%'er  find  him  shrinking  from  the  discharge  of  his  duty; 
that  he  would  oideavour  to  execute  his  functions  with  all  that 
dignity  whicli  their  magnitude  and  importance  demanded  ;  and 
a  great  deal  more  to  the  same  effect.  But  even  this  was  not  alL 
The  tall  postilion  produced  from  his  right-hand  top-boot,  a 
damp  copy  of  that  aflemoon's  number  of  the  county  paper ; 
and  there,  in  large  type,  running  the  whole  length  of  the  very 
first  ccJumn,  was  a  umg  address  from  Nicholas  Tulrumhle  to 
the  inhabitants  of  Mudfo^,  in  which  he  said  that  he  cheerfully 
complied  with  their  requisition,  and,  in  short,  as  if  to  prevent 
any  mistake  about  the  matter,  told  them  over  again  what  a 
emnd  f^low  he  meant  to  be,  in  very  much  the  same  terms  as 
those  in  which  he  hod  already  told  them  all  about  the  matter  in 
bu  letter. 

1%e  corpOTstion  stared  at  one  another  very  hard  at  all  this, 
and  then  looked  as  if  for  explanation  to  the  tall  postilion,  but  as 
the  tall  postilion  was  intently  contemplating  the  gold  tassel  on 
the  top  of  his  yellow  cap,  and  could  have  afforded  no  explana- 
tion whatever,  even  if  his  thoughts  had  been  entirely  disengaged, 
they- contented  themselves  with  coughing  very  dubiously,  and 
looking  very  grave.  The  tall  postiuon  then  dehvered  another 
letter,  in  wnich  Nicholas  Tulrumhle  informed  the  corporation, 
thaf  he  intended  repairing  to  the  town-hall,  in  grand  state  and 
goigeous  procession,  on  the  Monday  afternoon  then  next  ensu- 
ing. At  this,  the  corporation  looked  still  more  solemn;  but,  as 
the  ^stle  wound  up  with  a  formal  invitation  to  the  whole  body 
to  dine  with  the  Mayor  on  that  day,  at  Mudfog  Hall,  Mudfog 
Hill,  Hudftw,  they  began  to  see  the  fun  of  the  thing  directly, 
and  sent  back  their  compliments,  and  they  'd  be  sure  to  come. 

Now  there  happened  to  be  in  Mudfog,  as  somehow  or  other 
diCR  does  happen  to  be,  in  almost  every  town  in  the  British  do- 
minuHis,  and  perhaps  in  foreign  dominions  too — we  think  it  v^ 
likely*  but,  being  no  great  traveller,  cannot  distinctly  say — 
there  happened  to  be,  in  Mudfog  a  merry-tempered,  pleasant. 
ittced*  good-for-nothing  sort  of  vagabond,  with  an  invincible  di»- 
Vke  to  manual  labour,  and  an  unconquerable  attachment  to 
■troog  beer  and  spirits,  whom  everybody  knew,  and  nobody, 
except  his  wife,  tot^  the  trouble  to  quarrel  with,  who  inherited 
from  bis  ancestot^  the  appellation  of  Edward  Twigger,  and  re- 
jaiced  in  the  toBriquel  of  Bottle-nosed  Ned.      He  was  drunk 
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Upon  the  average  once  a  day,  and  penitent  upon  an  equally  fair 
calculation  once  a  month ;  and  wnea  be  was  penitent,  he  was 
invarjably  in  the  very  last  stage  of  maudlin  intoxication.  He 
waa  a  ragged,  roving,  roaring  kind  of  fellow,  with  a  burly  form, 
a  sharp  wit,  and  a  ready  bead,  and  could  turn  his  hand  to  any- 
thing when  he  chose  to  do  it.  He  was  by  no  means  opposed  to 
hard  labour  on  principle,  for  he  would  work  away  at  a  cricket- 
match  by  the  day  together, — running,  and  catcbing,  and  batting, 
and  bowling,  and  revelling  in  toil  which  would  exhaust  a  galley- 
slave.  He  would  have  been  invaluable  to  a  fire-office ;  never 
was  a  man  with  such  a  natural  taste  for  pumping  engines,  run- 
ning up  ladders,  and  throwing  furniture  out  of  two-pair-of- 
stairs'  windows :  nor  was  this  the  only  element  in  which  he  was 
at  home ;  he  was  a  humane  society  in  himself,  a  portable  drag, 
an  animated  life-preserver,  and  had  saved  more  people,  in  his 
time,  from  drowning,  than  the  Plymouth  life-boat,  or  Captain 
Manby's  apparatus.  With  all  these  qualifications,  notwith- 
standing his  dissipation.  Bottle-nosed  Ned  was  a  general  fa- 
vourite ;  and  the  authorities  of  Mudfog,  remembering  his  nu- 
merous services  to  the  population,  allowed  him  in  return  to  get 
drunk  in  his  own  way,  without  the  fear  of  stocks,  fine,  or  im- 
prisonment. He  had  a  general  licence,  and  he  showed  his  sense 
of  the  compliment  by  making  the  most  of  it. 

We  have  been  thus  particular  in  describing  the  character  and 
avocations  of  Bottle-nosed  Ned,  because  it  enables  ua  to  intro- 
duce a  fact  politely,  without  hauling  it  into  the  reader's  pre- 
sence with  indecent  haste  by  the  head  and  shoulders,  and  brings 
us  very  naturally  to  relate,  that  on  the  very  same  evening  on 
which  Mr.  Nicholas  Tulrumble  and  family  returned  to  Mudfog, 
Mr.  Tulrumble'a  new  secretary,  just  imported  from  London, 
with  a  pale  face  and  light  whiskers,  thrust  his  head  down  to 
the  very  bottom  of  his  neckcloth-tie,  in  at  the  tap-room  door 
of  the  Lighterman's  Arms,  and  enquiring  whether  one  Ned 
Twigger  was  luxuriating  within,  announced  himself  as  the 
bearer  of  a  message  from  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  Esquire,  re- 
quiring Mr.  Twigger's  immediate  attendance  at  the  hail,  on  pri- 
vate and  particular  business.  It  being  by  no  means  Mr.  Twig- 
ger's  interest  to  affront  the  Mayor,  he  rose  from  the  fire-place 
with  a  slight  sigh,  and  followed  the  light- whiskered  secretair 
through  the  dirt  and  wet  of  Mudfog  streets,  up  to  Mudfog  Hall, 
without  further  ado. 

Mr.  Nicholas  Tulrumble  .was  seated  in  a  small  cavern  with  » 
skylight,  which  he  called  bis  library,  sketching  out  a  plan  of  the 
procession  on  a  large  sheet  of  paper ;  and  into  (he  cavern  the  se- 
cretary ushered  Ned  Twigget. 

"  Well,Twigger  I"  said  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  condescendingly. 

There  was  a  time  when  Twigger  would  have  repli«l,  "  WeU, 
Nick !"  hut  that  was  in  the  days  of  the  truck,  and  a  couple  of 
years  before  the  donkey ;  so,  he  only  bowed. 
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"  I  want  you  to  go  iato  trsining,  Twigger,"  said  Mr.  Tul- 
rumble. 

"  What  for,  air  ?"  enquired  Ned,  with  a  stare- 

"  Hush,  hush,  Twigger  !"  said  the  Mayor.  "  Shut  the  door, 
Mr.  Jennin^     Look  liere,  Twigger." 

As  the  Mayor  said  this,  he  unlocked  a  high  closet,  aud  dis- 
closed a  complete  suit  of  brass  armour,  of  gigantic  dimeosions. 

"  I  want  you  to  wear  this,  next  Monday,  Twigger,"  said  the 
Mayor. 

"  Bless  your  heart  and  soul,  sir !"  replied  Ned,  "  you  might 
as  well  ask  me  to  wear  a  seveuty-four  pounder,  or  a  cast-iron 
boiler." 

"  Nonsense,  Twigger !  nonsense  I"  said  the  Mayor. 

"  I  couldn't  stand  under  it,  sir,"  said  Twigger ;  "  it  would 
make  mashed  potatoes  of  me,  if  I  attempted  it. 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  Twigger !"  returned  the  Mayor.  "  I  tell  you 
I  have  seen  it  done  with  my  own  eyes,  in  London,  and  the  man 
wasn't  half  such  a  man  as  you  are,  either." 

"  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  a  man's  wearing  the  case 
of  an  eight-day  clock  to  save  his  linen,"  said  Twigger,  casting 
a  look  of  apprehension  at  the  brass  suit. 

**  It 's  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world,"  rejoined  the  Mayor. 

"  It 's  nolhing,"  said  Mr.  Jennings. 

"  ^Vhen  you  're  used  to  it,"  added  Ned. 

"  You  do  it  by  degrees,"  said  the  Mayor.  "  You  would  be- 
gin with  one  piece  to-morrow,  and  two  the  next  day,  and  so  on, 
till  you  had  got  it  all  on.  Mr.  Jennings,  give  Twigger  a  glass 
of  rum.  Just  try  the  breast-plate,  Twigger.  Stay ;  take  an- 
other glass  of  rum  first.  Help  me  to  lift  it,  Mr.  Jennings. 
Stand  nrm,  Twigger !  There  !  — it  isn't  half  as  heavy  as  it  looks, 
is  it  ?" 

Twigger  was  a  good  strong,  stout  fellow  ;  so,  after  a  great 
deal  of  staggering,  he  managed  to  keep  himself  up,  under  the 
breast-plate,  and  even  contrived,  with  the  aid  of  another  glass  of 
rum,  to  walk  about  in  it,  and  the  gauntlets  into  the  bargain.  He 
made  a  trial  of  the  helmet,  but  was  not  equally  successful,  inas- 
much as  he  tipped  over  instantly, — an  accident  which  Mr.  Tul- 
rumble  clearly  demonstrated  to  be  occasioned  by  his  not  having 
a  counteracting  weight  of  brass  on  his  legs. 

"  Now,  wear  that  with  grace  and  propriety  on  Monday  next," 
said  Tulrumble,  "  and  I'll  make  your  fortune." 

"  I  '11  try  what  I  can  do,  sir,"  said  Twigger, 

"  It  must  he  kept  a  profound  secret,"  said  Tulrumble. 

"  Of  course,  sir,"  replied  Twigger. 

'*  And  you  must  be  sober,  said  Tulrumble  ;  "  perfectly 
sober." 

Mr.  Twigger  at  once  solemnly  pledged  himself  to  be  as  sober 
OS  a  judge,  and  Nicholas  Tuu-umble  was  satisfied,  although, 
had  we  been  Nicholas,  we  should  certainly  have  exacted  some  pro- 
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nkeofamure  speoific  nature;  inannuch  as,  having  attended  ttw- 
Mudlx^  amizes  in  the  evening  more  than  once,  we  can  ac^mn- 
\j  testify  to  having  seen  judges  with  very  strong  symptoms  of 
dinn^  under  their  wigs.  However,  that's  neither  nere  nor  there. 

The  nest  day,  and  the  day  following,  and  the  day  after  that, 
Ned  Twigger  was  securely  locked  up  in  the  small  cavern  with 
the  skylight,  hard  at  work  at  the  armour.  With  every  addi- 
tional piece  be  could  manage  to  stand  upright  in,  he  had  an  ad- 
ditional glass  of  rum ;  and  at  last,  after  many  partial  suffoca- 
tions, he  contrived  to  get  on  the  whole  suit,  and  to  stagger  up 
and  down  the  room  in  it,  like  an  intoxicated  effigy  from  ^Vest- 
minster  Abbey. 

Never  was  man  so  delighted  as  Nicholas  Tulrumble ;  never 
wag  woman  so  charmed  as  Nicholas  Tulrumble's  wife.  Here 
was  a  sight  for  the  common  people  of  Mudfog  !  A  live  man  in 
brass  armour  !     Why,  they  would  go  wild  with  wonder ! 

The  day — the  Monday — arrived, 

If  the  morning  had  been  made  to  order,  it  couldn't  have  been 
better  adapted  to  the  purpose.  They  never  showed  a  better  fog 
in  London  on  Lord  Mayor's  day,  than  enwrapped  the  town  of 
Mudfog  on  that  eventful  occasion.  It  had  risen  slowly  and 
surely  from  the  green  and  stagnant  water  with  the  first  light  of 
morning,  until  it  reached  a  little  above  the  lamp-post  tops ;  and 
there  it  had  stopped,  with  a  sleepy,  sluggish  obstinacy,  which 
bade  defiance  to  the  sun,  who  had  got  up  very  blood-shot  about 
the  eyes,  as  if  he  had  been  at  a  drin king-party  over  night,  and 
was  doing  his  day's  work  with  the  worst  possible  grace.  The 
thick  damp  mist  hung  over  the  town  like  a  huge  gauze  curtain. 
All  was  dim  and  dismal.  The  church-steeples  had  bidden  a 
temporary  adieu  to  the  world  below ;  and  every  object  of  lesser 
importance — houses,  bams,  hedges,  trees,  and  barges — had  all 
taken  the  veil. 

The  church-clock  struck  one.  A  cracked  trumpet  from  the 
front-garden  of  Mudfog  Hall  produced  a  feeble  flourish,  as  if 
some  asthmatic  person  had  coughed  into  it  accidentally ;  the 
gate  flew  open,  and  out  came  a  gentleman,  on  a  moist-sugar  co- 
loured charger,  intended  to  represent  a  herald,  but  bearing  a 
much  stronger  resemblance  to  a  court-card  on  horseback.  This 
was  one  of  the  Circus  people,  who  always  came  down  to  Mudfog 
at  that  time  of  the  year,  and  who  had  been  engaged  by  Nicholas 
Tulrumble  expressly  for  the  occasion.  There  was  the  horse, 
whisking  his  tail  about,  balancing  himself  on  his  hind-legs,  and 
_^  flourishing  away  with  his  fore-&t,  in  a  manner  which  would 
have  gone  to  the  hearts  and  souls  of  any  reasonable  crowd.  But 
a  Mudfog  crowd  never  was  a  reasonable  one,  and  in  all  proba- 
bility never  will  be.  Instead  of  scattering  the  very  fog  with 
their  shouts,  as  they  ought  most  indubitably  to  have  done,  and 
were  fully  intended  to  do,  by  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  they  no 
sooner  recoraised  the  herald,  than  they  began  to  growl  forth  the 
most  unqualified  disapprobation  at  the  bare  notion  of  bis  riding 
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lilac  itiqr  other  mm.  If  he  bad  oome  but  ob  hie  head  indved,  or 
jumpioDg  through  a  hoop,  or  flying  through  a  red-hot  drimii  or 
even  sUndiag  on  one  leg  with  his  other  foot  in  his  mouth,  thejr 
migbt  hftve  had  something  to  say  to  him  ;  but  for  a  professional 
gmtkman  to  sit  astride  to  the  saddle,  with  his  feet  in  the  stir- 
raps,  was  rather  too  good  a  joke.  So,  the  herald  was  a  decided 
fimure,  and  the  crowd  hooted  with  great  energy,  as  he  pranced 
ini^onouBly  away. 

On  the  procesaioii  came.  We  are  afraid  to  say  how  many 
supernumeraries  there  w»e,  in  striped  shirts  and  black  vef- 
Tet  caps,  to  imitate  the  London  watermen,  or  how  many  baas 
imitations  of  running-footmen,  or  how  many  banners,  which, 
owing  to  the  beaviness  of  the  atmosphere,  could  by  no  means  be 
prevailed  on  to  display  their  inscriptions :  still  less  do  we  feel 
dispoeed  to  relate  how  the  men  who  played  the  wind  instni- 
ments,  looking  up  into  the  sky  (we  mean  the  fo^)  with  musical 
fervour,  walked  through  pools  of  water  and  hiUocks  of  mud, 
till  they  covered  the  powdered  heads  of  the  running-footmen 
aforesaid  with  splashes,  that  looked  curious,  but  not  omameatal ; 
or  how  the  barrel-organ  performer  put  on  the  wrong  stop,  and 
played  one  tune  while  the  band  played  another ;  or  how  the 
ttorses,  being  used  to  the  arena,  and  not  to  the  streets,  would 
stand  still  and  dance,  instead  of  goiitg  on  and  prancing ; — all  of 
which  are  matters  which  might  be  duated  upon  to  great  advan^ 
tage,  but  which  we  have  not  the  least  intention  of  duating  upon, 
Dotwithatanding. 

Oh  I  it  was  a  grand  and  beautiful  sight  to  behold  the  corpora- 
tion in  glass  coaches,  provided  at  the  sole  cost  and  charge,  of 
Nicholas  Tulrumble,  coming  rolling  along,  like  a  funeral  out  of 
raoumiog,  and  to  watch  the  attempts  the  corporation  made  to 
look  great  and  solemn,  when  Nicholas  Tulrumnle  himself,  in  the 
four-wheel  chaise,  with  the  tall  postilion,  rolled  out  after  them, 
with  Mr.  Jennings  on  one  side  to  look  like  the  chaplain,  and  a 
supernumerary  an  the  other,  with  an  old  life-guardsman's  sabre, 
to  imitate  the  sword-bearer ;  and  to  see  the  tears  rolling  down 
the  faces  of  the  mob  as  they  screamed  with  merriment.  This  was 
beautiful!  and  so  was  the  appearance  of  Mrs.  Tulrumble  and 
s(»i,  as  they  bowed  with  grave  dignity  out  of  their  coach-window 
to  all  the  dirty  &ce8  that  were  laughing  around  them  :  but  it  is 
not  even  with  this  that  we  have  to  do,  but  with  the  sudden  stop- 
ping of  the  procession  at  another  blast  of  the  trumpet,  whereat, 
and  whereupon,  a  profound  silence  ensued,  and  all  eyes  were 
tamed  towards  Mudfog  Hall,  in  the  confident  anticipation  of 
some  new  wonder. 

"  They. won't  laugh  now,  Mr.  Jennings,^  said  Nicholas  Tul- 
rumble. 

"  I  think  not,  sir,''  said  Mr.  Jennings. 

*'  See  bow  eager  tJiey  look,"  said  Nicholas  Tulrumble.  "  Aha ! 
the  laugh  will  be  on  our  side  now ;  eh,  Mr.  Jennings  P" 

**  No  doubt  of  that,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Jennings ;  and  Nicholas 
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Tulnimble,  in  a  state  of  pleasuntble  excitement)  stood  up  in  the 
four-tfbeel  chtuse,  and  telegraphed  gratiBcation  to  the  Mayoress 
behind. 

While  all  this  was  goin^  forward,  Ned  Twigger  bad  descend- 
ed into  the  kitchen  of  Muofog  Hall  for  the  purpose  of  iodulging 
the  servants  with  a  private  view  of  the  curiosity  that  was  to 
burst  upon  the  town ;  and,  somehow  or  other,  the  footman  was 
so  compaoionable,  and  the  housemaid  so  kind,  and  the  cook  so 
friendly,  that  he  could  not  resist  the  offer  of  the  first-mentioned 
to  sit  down  and  take  something  — just  to  drink  success  to  mas- 
ter in. 

So,  down  Ned  Twigger  sat  himself  in  his  brass  livery  on  the 
top  of  the  kitchen- table;  and  in  a  mug  of  something  strong,  paid 
for  by  the  unconscious  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  and  provided  by  the 
companionable  footman,  drank  success  to  the  Mayor  and  his 
procession  ;  and,  as  Ned  laid  by  his  helmet  to  imbibe  the  some- 
thing strong,  the  companionable  footman  put  it  on  his  own  head, 
to  the  immeasurable  and  unrecordable  delight  of  the  cook  and 
housemaid.  The  companionable  footman  was  very  facetious  to 
Ned,  and  Ned  was  very  gallant  to  the  cook  and  housemaid  by 
turns.  They  were  all  very  cosy  and  comfortable ;  and  the  some- 
thing strong  went  briskly  round. 

At  last  Ned  Twigger  was  loudly  called  for,  by  the  processioD 
people :  and,  having  had  his  helmet  fixed  on,  in  a  very  compli- 
cated manner,  by  the  companionable  footman,  and  the  kind 
housemaid,  and  trie  friendly  cook,  he  walked  gravely  forth,  and 
appeared  before  the  multitude. 

The  crowd  roared — ^it  was  not  with  wonder,  it  was  not  with 
surprise ;  it  was  most  decidedly  and  unquestionably  with 
laughter. 

*'  What  r  said  Mr.  Tulrumble,  starting  up  in  the  four-wheel 
chaise.  "  Laughing  P  If  they  laugh  at  a  man  in  real  brass 
armour,  theyM  laugh  when  their  own  fathers  were  dying. 
Why  doesn't  he  go  into  hts  place,  Mr.  Jennings  ?  What 's  he 
roUing  down  towards  us  for  P — he  has  no  business  here  P 

"  1  am  afraid,  sir "  faltered  Mr.  Jennings. 

"  Afraid  of  what,  sir  ?"  said  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  looking  up 
into  the  secretary's  face. 

**  I  am  afraid  he 's  drunk,  sir ;"  replied  Mr.  Jennings. 

Nicholas  Tulrumble  took  one  look  at  the  extraordinary  figure 
that  was  bearing  down  upon  them ;  and  then,  clasping  his  secre- 
tary by  the  arm,  uttered  an  audible  groan  in  anguish  of  spirit. 

It  is  a  melancholy  fact  that  Mr.  Twigger  having  full  licence  to 
demand  a  single  glass  of  rum  on  the  putting  on  of  every  piece 
of  the  armour,  got,  by  some  means  or  other,  rather  out  in  bis 
calculation  in  the  hurry  and  confusion  of  preparation,  and  drank 
about  four  glasses  to  a  piece  instead  of  one,  not  to  mention  the 
something  strong  which  went  on  the  top  of  it.  Whether  the  brass 
armour  checked  the  natural  flow  of  perspiration,  and  thus  pre~ 
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Tented  the  spirit  from  evaporating,  we  are  not  sdeotiBc  enough 
to  know  ;  but,  whatever  the  cause  was,  Mr.  Twieger  no  sooner 
found  himself  outside  the  gate  of  Mudfog  Hall,  than  he  also 
fouDd  himself  in  a  very  considerable  state  of  intoxication ;  and 
hence  his  extraordinary  style  of  progressing.  This  was  bad 
enough,  but,  as  if  fate  and  fortune  had  conspired  against 
Nicholas  Tulrumble,  Mr.  Twigger,  not  having  Deen  penitent 
for  a  good  calendar  month,  took  it  into  his  head  to  be  most 
especially  and  particularly  sentimental,  just  when  his  repentance 
could  have  been  most  conveniently  dispensed  with.  Immense 
tears  were  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  and  he  was  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  conceal  his  grief  by  applying  to  his  eyes  a  blue  cotton 
pocket-handkerchief  with  white  spots,— an  article  not  strictly  in 
Keeping  with  a  suit  of  armour  some  three  hundred  years  old, 
or  thereabouts. 

"  Twigger,  you  villain  !"  said  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  quite  for- 
getting  his  dignity,  "go  back  !" 

"  Never,"  said  Ned.  "  I  'm  a  miserable  wretch.  1 11  neter 
leave  you." 

The  by-slanders  of  course  received  this  declaration  with  ac- 
damations  of  "  That 's  right,  Ned ;  don't  1" 

"  I  don't  intend  it,"  said  Ned,  with  all  the  obstinacy  of  a  very 
tipsy  man.  "  I  'm  very  unhappy.  I  'm  the  wretched  father  of 
an  unfortunate  family  ;  but  I  am  very  faithful,  sir.  1 11  never 
leave  you."  Having  reiterated  this  obliging  promise,  Ned  pro- 
ceeded in  broken  words  to  harangue  the  crowd  upon  the  num- 
ber of  years  he  had  lived  in  Mudfog,  the  excessive  respectabi- 
lity of  his  character,  and  other  topics  of  the  like  nature. 

"  Here !  will  anybody  lead  him  away  F"  said  Nicholas :  "  if 
they  11  call  on  me  afterwards,  I  '11  reward  them  well." 

Two  or  three  men  stepped  forward,  with  the  view  of  bearing 
Ned  off,  when  the  secretary  interposed. 

'*  Take  care !  take  care  .'"  said  Mr,  Jennings.  "  I  beg  your 
pardon,  sir ;  but  they  'd  better  not  go  too  near  him,  because,  if 
ne  falls  over,  he  II  certainly  crush  somebody." 

At  this  hint  the  crowd  retired  on  all  sides  to  a  very  respect- 
ful distance,  and  left  Ned,  like  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  in  a 
little  circle  of  his  own. 

**  But,  Mr.  Jennings,"  said  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  **  he  11  be 
suffocated." 

"  I  'm  very  sorry  for  it,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Jennings ;  '*  hut  no- 
body can  get  that  armour  off,  without  his  own  assistance.  1  ^ 
quite  certain  of  it,  from  the  way  be  put  it  on." 

Here  Ned  wept  dolefully,  and  shook  his  helmeted  head,  in  a 
manner  that  might  have  touched  a  heart  of  stone ;  but  the  crowd 
had  not  hearts  of  stone,  and  they  laughed  heartily. 

'*  Dear  me,  Mr.  Jennings,"  said  Nicholas,  turning  pale  at  the 
possibility  of  Ned's  being  smothered  in  his  antique  costume— 
"  Dear  me,  Mr.  Jennings,  can  nothing  be  done  with  him  i^ 
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"  NoUune  at  all,"  replied  Ned,  **  nothing  at  all.  Oentlemen^ 
I'm  an  unhappy  wretch.  I 'n>  a  body, gentlemen,  in  a  brass 
coffin.*  At  this  poetical  idea  of  his  own  conjuring  up,  Ned 
cried  so  much  that  the  people  began  to  get  sympathetic,  and  to 
ask  what  Nicholas  Tulrumbte  meant  by  putting  a  man  into  such 
a  machine  aa  tliat^  and  one  individual  in  a  hairy  waistcoat  like 
the  top  of  a  trunk,  who  had  previously  expressed  his  opioioa 
that  if  Ned  hadn't  been  a  poor  man,  Nicholas  wouldn't  have 
dared  to  do  it,  hinted  at  the  propriety  of  breaking  the  four- 
wheel  chaise,  or  Nicholas's  head,  or  both,  which  last  compound 
proposition  the  crowd  seemed  to  consider  a  very  good  notion. 

It  was  not  acted  upon,  however,  for  it  had  hardly  been 
broached,  when  Ned  Twigger's  wife  made  her  appearance 
abruptly  in  the  little  circle  before  noticed,  and  Ned  no  sooner 
caugnt  a  glimpse  of  her  face  and  form,  than  from  the  mere  force 
of  habit  he  set  off  towards  his  home  just  as  fast  aa  his  legs  would 
carry  him ;  and  tiiat  was  not  very  quick  in  the  present  instance 
either,  for,  however  ready  they  miglit  have  been  to  carry  him, 
they  couldn't  get  on  very  well  under  the  brass  armour.  So, 
Mrs.  Twi^^r  had  plenty  of  time  to  denounce  Nicholas  Tulrum- 
ble  to  his  face :  to  express  her  opinion  that  he  was  a  decided 
monster;  and  to  intimate  that,  if  her  ill-used  husband  sustained 
any  personal  damage  from  the  brass  armour,  she  would  have  the 
law  of  Nicholas  Tulrumble  for  manslaughter.  When  she  had 
said  all  this  with  due  vehemence,  she  posted  after  Ned,  who  was 
dragging  himself  along  as  best  he  could,  and  deploring  his  un- 
bappiness  in  most  dismal  tones. 

What  a  wailing  and  screaming  Ned's  children  raised  when  he 
got  home  at  last  I  Mrs.  Twigger  tried  to  undo  the  armour,  first 
in  one  place, and  then^in  another,  but  she  couldn't  manage  it;  so 
she  tumbled  Ned  into  bed,  helmet,  armour,  gauntlets,  and  all. 
Such  a  creaking  as  the  bedstead  made,  under  Ned's  weight  in  bis 
new  suit !  It  didn't  break  down  though;  and  there  Ned  lay, 
like  the  anonymous  vessel  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  till  next  day, 
drinking  barley-water,  and  looking  miserable :  and  every  time 
he  groaned,  his  good  lady  said  it  served  him  right,  whicn  wag 
all  the  consolation  Ned  Twigger  got. 

Nicholas  Tulrumble  andthe  gorgeous  procession  went  on 
together  to  the  town-hall,  amid  the  hisses  and  groans  of  all  the 
spectators,  who  had  suddenly  taken  it  into  their  heads  to  con- 
sider poor  Ned  a  martyr.  Nicholas  was  formally  installed 
in  his  new  office,  in  acknowledgment  of  which  ceremony  he  de- 
livered himself  of  a  speech,  composed  by  the  secretary,  which 
was  very  long,  and  no  doubt  very  good,  only  the  noise  of  the 
people  outside  prevented  anybody  from  hearing  it,  but  Nicholas 
Tulrumble  himself.  After  which,  the  procession  got  back  to 
Mudfog  Hall  any  how  it  could;  and  Nicholas  ana  the  corpo- 
ration eat  down  to  dinner. 

But  the  dinner  was  flat,   and   Nichdas  was  disi^pointed. 
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They  were  such  dull  sleepy  old  fellows,  that  corpoi^ion. 
Ificholas  made  quite  as  long  speeches  as  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
Loadon  had  done,  nay,  he  said  the  very  same  things  that  the 
Lord  Mayor  of  London  bad  said,  and  the  deuce  a  cheer  the 
corporation  gave  him.  There  was  only  one  man  in  the  party 
who  was  thoroughly  awake;  and  he  was  insolent,  and  called 
him  Nick.  Nick  !  What  would  be  the  consequence,  thought 
Nicholas,  of  anybody  presuming  to  call  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
London  "  Nick  !"  He  should  uke  to  know  what  the  sword- 
bearer  would  say  to  that ;  or  the  recorder,  or  the  toast-master,  or 
anv  other  of  the  great  officers  of  the  city.     They  'd  nick  him. 

But  these  were  not  the  worst  of  Nicholas  Tulrumble's  doings ; 
If  ihey  had  been,  he  might  have  remained  a  Mayor  to  this 
day,  and  have  talked  till  he  lost  his  voice.  He  contracted  a 
relisb  for  statistics,  and  got  philosophical ;  and  the  statistics 
and  the  philosophy  together,  led  him  into  an  act  which  increased 
his  unpopularity  and  hafitened  his  downfall. 

At  the  very  end  of  the  Mudfog  High-street,  and  abutting  on 
the  river-«ide,  stands  the  Jolly  Boatmen,  an  old-fashioned.  Tow- 
roofed,  bay-windowed  house,  with  a  bar,  kitchen,  and  tep-rootn 
all  in  one,  and  a  large  Hre-place  with  a  kettle  to  correspond, 
round  which  the  working  men  have  congregated  time  out  of 
mind  on  a  winter's  night,  refreshed  by  draughts  of  good  strong 
beer,  and  cheered  by  the  sounds  of  a  fiddle  and  tambourine :  the 
Jolly  Boatmen  having  been  duly  licensed  by  the  Mayor  and 
corporation,  to  scrape  the  fiddle  and  thumb  the  tambourine 
Jrom  time,  whereof  the  memory  of  the  oldest  inhabitants 
goeth  not  to  the  contrary.  Now  Nicholas  Tulrumble  had  been 
reading  pamphlets  on  crime,  and  parliamentary  reports, — or  had 
made  the  secretary  read  them  to  him,  which  is  the  same  thing  in 
effect,— and  he  at  once  perceived  that  this  fiddle  and  tambourine 
must  have  done  more  to  demoralize  Mudfog,  than  any  other 
operating  causes  that  ingenuity  could  imagine.  So  he  read  up 
for  the  subject,  and  determined  to  come  out  on  the  corporatioa 
with  a  burst,  the  very  next  time  the  licence  was  applied  for. 

The  licensing  day  came,  and  the  red-faced  landlord  of  the 
Jolly  Boatmen,  walked  into  the  town-hall,  looking  as  jolly  as 
need  be,  having  actually  put  on  an  extra  fiddle  for  that  night, 
to  commemorate  the  anniversary  of  the  Jolly  Boatmen's  music 
licence.  It  was  applied  for  in  due  form,  and  was  just  about  to 
be  granted  as  a  matter  of  course,  when  up  rose  Nicholas  Tul- 
rumble, and  drowned  the  astonished  corporation  in  a  torrent  of 
doquence.  He  descanted  in  glowing  terms  upon  the  increasing 
depravity  of  his  native  town  of  Mudfog,  and  the  excesses  com- 
mitted by  its  population.  Then,  he  related  how  shocked  he  had 
been,  to  see  batrels  of  beer  sliding  down  into  the  cellar  of  the 
Jolly  Boatmen  week  after  week ;  and  how  he  had  sat  at  a  win- 
dow opposite  the  Jolly  Boatmen  for  two  days  together,  to  count 
the  people  who  went  in  for  beer  between  the  hours  of  twelve  and 
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one  o''clock  alone — which,  by-the-bye,  was  the  tiiae  at  which  the 
great  majority  of  the  Mudfog  people  dined.  Then,  he  went  on 
to  Btate,  how  the  number  of  people  who  came  out  with  beer-jugs, 
averaged  twenty-one  in  five  tninutea,  which,  being  multiplied  by 
twelve,  gave  two  hundred  and  fifty-two  people  with  beer-jues  in 
an  hout,  and  multiplied  again  by  fifteen  (tne  number  of  nours 
during  which  the  house  was  open  daily)  yielded  three  thousand 
seven  hundred  and  eighty  people  with  beer-jugs  per  day,  or 
twenty-six  thousand  four  hundred  and  sixty  people  with  beer- 
jugs,  per  week.  Then  he  proceeded  to  show  that  a  tambourine 
and  moral  d^radation  were  synonymous  terms,  and  a  fiddle  and 
vicious  propensities  wholly  inseparable.  AH  these  arguments 
he  strengthened  and  demonstrated  by  frequent  references  to  a 
large  book  with  a  blue  cover,  and  sundry  quotations  from  the 
Middlesex  magistrates;  and  in  the  end,  the  corporation,  who 
were  posed  with  the  figures,  and  sleepy  with  the  speech,  and 
sadly  in  want  of  dinner  into  the  bargain,  yielded  the  palm  to 
Nicholas  Tulrumble,  and  refused  the  music  licence  to  tne  Jolly 
Boatmen. 

But  although  Nicholas  triumphed,  his  triumph  was  short. 
He  carried  on  the  war  against  beer-jugs  and  fiddles,  forgetting 
the  time  when  he  was  glad  to  drink  out  of  the  one,  and  to 
dance  to  the  other,  till  the  people  hated,  and  his  old  friends 
shunned  him.  He  grew  tired  of  the  lonely  magnificence  of 
Mudfog  Hall,  and  his  heart  yearned  towards  the  Lighterman's 
Arme.  He  wished  he  bad  never  set  up  as  a  public  man,  and 
sighed  for  the  good  old  times  of  the  coal-shop,  and  the  chimney- 
comer. 

At  length  old  Nicholas,  being  thoroughly  miserable,  took 
heart  of  grace,  paid  the  secretary  a  quarter's  wages  in  advance, 
and  packed  him  off  to  London  by  the  next  coach.  Having 
takpn  this  step,  he  put  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  his  pride  in  his 
pocket,  and  walked  down  to  the  old  room  at  the  Lighterman's 
Arms.  There  were  only  two  of  the  old  fellows  there,  and  they 
looked  coldly  on  Nicholas  as  he  proffered  his  hand. 

'*  Are  you  going  to  put  down  pipes,  Mr.  Tulrumble  P^  said 

"Or  trace  the  progress  of  crime  to  'baccer  ?"  growled  the  other. 

"  Neither,"  repliea  Nicholas  Tulrumble,  shaking  hands  with 
them  both,  whether  they  would  or  not.  "  I  've  come  down  to 
say  that  I  'm  very  sorry  for  having  made  a  fool  of  myself,  and 
that  I  hope  you  'II  give  me  up,  the  old  chair,  again." 

The  old  fellows  opened  their  eyes,  and  three  or  four  more  old 
fellows  opened  the  door,  to  whom  Nicholas,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  thrust  out  his  hand  too,  and  told  the  same  story.  They 
raised  a  shout  of  joy,  that  made  the  bells  in  the  ancient  church- 
tower  vibrate  again,  and  wheeling  the  old  chair  into  the  warm 
comer,  thrust  old  Nicholas  down  into  it,  and  ordered  in  the 
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very  largest-sized  bowl  of  hot  punch,  with  an  unlimited  number 
of  pipes,  directly. 

The  next  day,  the  Jolly  Boatmen  got  the  licence,  and  the 
next  night,  old  Nicholas  and  Ned  Twigger's  wife  led  off  a  dance 
to  the  music  of  the  fiddle  aad  tambourine,  the  tone  of  which 
seemed  mightily  improved  by  a  little  rest,  for  they  never  had 
played  so  merrily  before.  Ned  Twigger  was  in  the  very  height 
of  his  glory,  and  he  danced  hornpipes,  and  balanced  chairs  on 
bis  chin,  and  straws  on  Ms  nose,  till  the  whole  company,  in- 
t:luding  the  corporation,  were  in  raptures  of  admiration  at  the 
brilliancy  of  his  acquirements. 

Mr.  Tulrumble,  junior,  couldn't  make  up  his  mind  to  be 
anything  but  magniGcent,  so  he  went  up  to  London  and  drew 
bills  on  his  father ;  and  when  be  had  overdrawn,  and  got  into 
debt,  he  grew  penitent  and  came  home  again. 

As  to  old  Nicholas,  he  kept  his  word,  and  having  had  six 
weeks  of  pubbc  life,  never  tried  it  any  more.  He  went  to  sleep 
in  the  towD-hall  at  the  vwy  next  meeting ;  and,  in  full  proof  of 
his  sincmty,  has  requested  us  to  write  this  faithful  narrative. 
We  wish  it  could  have  the  effect  of  reminding  the  Tulrumbles 
of  another  sphere,  that  puffed-up  conceit  is  not  dignity,  and  that 
saarling  at  the  little  pleasures  they  were  once  glad  to  enjoy, 
because  they  would  rather  forget  the  times  when  they  were  of 
lower  station,  renders  them  objects  of  contempt  and  ridicule. 

This  is  the  first  time  we  have  published  any  of  our  gleanings 
from  this  particular  source.  Perhaps,  at  some  future  period,  we 
may  venture  to  open  the  chronicles  of  Mudfog. 


THE  HOT  WELLS  OF  CLIFTON. 

Scrap,  No.  IL  WaUr-gragt-Aiti. 

The  "  poems  of  Ossian,"  a.  celtic  bard,  and'  the  "  rhymes  of 
Rowley,"  a  Bristol  priest,  burst  on  the  public  at  one  and  the 
same  period ;  when  the  attention  of  literary  men  was  for  a  time 
totally  absorbed  in  discussing  the  respective  discoveries  of  Mac- 
pherson  and  of  Chstterton.  "  I'he  fashion  of  this  world  passeth 
away  i"  and  what  once  engaged  so  much  notice  is  now  sadly 
neglected.  Indeed,  had  not  Bonaparte  taken  a  fancy  to  the 
ravings  of  the  mad  highlander,  and  had  not  Chatterton  swallow- 
ed oxalic  acid,  probably  far  more  brief  had  been  the  space  both 
would  have  occupied  in  the  memory  of  mankind.  In  the  garret 
of  Holbom,  where  the  latter  expired,  the  following  tnorceau  was 
picked  up  by  an  Irish  housemaid  (a  native  of  this  parish),  who, 
m  writing  home  to  a  sweetheart,  converted  it  into  an  envelope 
for  ber  letter.     It  thus  came  into  my  possession. 

P.  Proit. 
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I  OF   RUM-PUHCH. 


A  Triglot  Ode,  viz. 

1,  ILvSofou  ngi  ^vfiMTos  t^. 

a*  Horatii  in  fontem  Bristolii  carmen. 

3*  a  Sttlidt  (antiubli«^ttt)  ot  "  t|t  unfortunate  Cl^atterton." 

PINDAK. 

HORACE. 

CHATTERTON. 

n»)y>)  Bf«rro>j«f 

■    0  fona  Bristolii 

1 6tn  {Hiur  tDorCi) 

MoAXof  If  woAy 

Hoc  magia  in  vitro 

"9iotiBtUS"otVn*U,t. 

Aa(*Toyff'  Badsai  avu 

Duici  digne  mero 

CttatbuMtltfort^ 

NwTOfo;  a|/(j 

Non  sine  floribus 

fl<(Uflra<n^rtal;... 

2'  aw?u5 

Vas  impleveris 

In  parlour  ftniji 

Vtu(bart  xoXA^ 

Unda 

iir  tnitft  no  t)otm 

MiVy*. 

Mel  Bolvente 

Co  mi):  a  )Uff 

KoM  /«iX/ro(  T0^u. 

m  Stunt  anU  OBatrr. 

*       ^- 

n. 

2. 

Awjf  »f  *  r«  Sfa* 

Si  quis  vel  vencrtm 

Sotlg  Cobt,  pouns  ci)tcl. 

^ouktrou  n  fharff^* 

Aut  preelia  cugitat. 

^ju'i  batom  ruEt  ? 

tot  Bow^'^u  Kcc0agoy 

Ib  Bacchi  calidoB 

VtBouUr  ans  Ut\ 

toi  'hmyffufvvsu 

In6ciet  tlbi 

3&t]»  for  adnitBt? 

^ona 

Rubro  sanguine 

Cl)ttfiinp1rit|ilan 

&  (Ufi.Bl.TI  vafiM' 

RivoB, 

it  jtt«  to  tafa  a 

Ilgo3yijbos  Tt 

Fiet  protinns 

OTtlKtilEtnttttan 

Tax  tatrsreu. 

Impiger  I 

lU. 
Te  flagrante  bibax 

m  on  3atnaua. 

2(  ^Xiy^  atdakotv 

3. 
Smtatl)  ti&t  lone 

y,aqtov  atmget 

Ore  canicula 

6rog  in  a  pail  or 

AffM^il  T>MT0fr 

Sugitnavita:  tu 

2u  ItgVOi  Tjlvf  til 

Frigus  amabile 

9tlial)»  ^t  «ailar. 

N«ffwf 

FesBis  vomere 

O^t  tan  l^t  slotlU 

Arriktetum 

Mauris 

fliciu  gibtd  bigour 

Ihuu( 

Pnebesac 

(n  t^t  9ntaU« 

i. 

Homini  nigro. 

Go  bi^iU  or  ntsstr. 

4. 
C^  ilatina,  ®  fount, 

IV, 

Effnai  cc/Xosi] 

Tu  quoque  fontium 

Snttritt  attention: 

2  f  HiOl/A  Xl/^ttXl 

M«dicente;cavum 

HmctfortDarO  count 

£)'A/MV))1'  Wf 

Dum  caliceri  reples  ®n  cla«<i(  mtntton. 

Umamque 

StijAt  yltddant  tftuff 

Tp.imo', 

€l)tnr  to  tl)t  l{n  itf... 

ActKov  £|  oi; 

Lymph« 

Wt'bt^aVmoug^ 

2o»Jsfiw^a«a('aUeTai.   Desiliunt  tus.  «f  flffantppt'd. 
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"WHO  MILKED  MY  COW?"  OR,  THE  MARINE  GHOST. 

BY  THB   AUTHOB  OF  "  RATTi.tN   THE    REErER." 

Captain  the  Honourable  Ai^ustiu  Btzroy  Fitzalban,  of  that  beau- 
tifiil  ship  his  Majesty's  frigate  Nfenia,  loved  many  thingi.  Ho  loved 
bis  ship  truly,  and  with  a  perdurable  afiection ;  yet  be  loved  some- 
thing still  more,  hii  tery  aristocratic  self.  He  had  also  vowed  to 
love  and  cherish  another  persoo  ;  but  what  gallant  spirit  would  yield 
lore,  even  irit  were  as  plenty  as  blackberries,  upon  compulsion  ?  The 
leu  you  give  away,  the  more  must  remain  to  be  employed  in  the 
wrrice  of  the  poasessor.  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Htzalban  had  a 
great  deal  of  unoccupied  love  at  his  disposal.  Considering  duly  these 
premises,  there  can  be  nothing  surprising  in  the  fact  if  he  had  a  sur- 
plus affection  or  two  to  dispose  of,  and  that  he  most  ardently  loved 
new  milk  every  morning  for  breakfast. 

Now  Captain  the  Honourable  Augustus  Fitzroy  fitzalban — (how 
delightful  it  is  to  give  the  whole  title  when  it  is  either  high-sounding 
or  euphoQousI) — had  large  estates  and  wide  pasture-lands  populous 
with  lowing  kine.  But  all  these  availed  him  not;  for,  though  he  was 
sovereign  lord  and  master  pro  tempon  over  all  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
retch,  oa  the  moming  of  the  6th  of  June  1826,  he  could  not  'com' 
maud  to  much  of  the  sky-blueish  composition  tliat  is  sold  for  milk  in 
London,  as  could  be  bought  for  one  halfpenny  in  that  sovereign  city 
of  many  pumps.  The  fields  spread  around  the  honourable  captain 
were  wide  and  green  enough,  but,  alas  I  they  were  not  pastured  with 
ntammiferaua  animals.  Neptune  has  never  been  known  to  take 
cream  to  his  chocolate  and  cofice.  He  would  scorn  to  be  called  a 
milk-and'water  gentleman.  There  is  the  sea-cow  certainty,  but  we 
never  heard  much  respecting  the  quality  of  her  butter. 

We  are  carefid.  We  will  not  lay  ourselves  open  to  animadversion. 
We  have  read  books.  We  have  seen  things.  Therefore  we  cannot 
suffer  the  little  triumph  to  the  little  critics  who  were  Just  going  to  tell 
ua  that  all  the  cetaceous  tribes  suckle  their  young.  We  can  tell  these 
critics  more  than  they  know  themselves.  Whale's  milk  u  good  for 
the  gamt  iamt~  We  know  two  brawny  fellows,  maintop-men,  who, 
being  cast  overboard  when  infants,  were,  like  Romulus  and  Kemus 
with  their sbe^bear,  suckled  by  a  sperm-whale;  and,  when  their  huge 
wei-mirse  wished  to  wean  them,  she  cast  them  ashore  on  one  of  the 
Friendly  Islanda.  We  think  that  we  hear  the  incredulous  exclaim, 
"  Very  like  a  whale  !"     Why,  so  it  was. 

But  to  return  to  another  matter  of  history.  On  the  memorable 
moming  before  indicated,  the  honourable  captain,  the  first  lieutenant, 
the  doctor,  the  marine  officer,  the  officer  and  the  midshipman  of  the 
morBiagwatcb,  had  ^1  assembled  to  break&st  in  the  cabin.  They  had 
not  fi^otteo  their  appetites,  particularly  the  gentlemen  of  th^ 
moming  watch.  They  were  barbarous  and  irate  in  their  hunger,  aa 
their  eyea  wandered  over  cold  fowl  and  ham,  hot  rolls,  grilled  kid- 
neys* and  devilled  legs  of  turkey. 

"  B^  all  the  stars  m  heaven,'  said  the  honourable  commander, "  no 
milk,  ftgaia  this  mcmng !  Give  ne,  you  rascally  stewfvd,"  con- 
tinued the  c^tain,  "  a  plain,  stra^tforward,  categorical  answer. 
Why  does  this  infernal  cow,  for  which  I  gave  such  a  heap  of  doUan, 


jM,Googlc 


66  "  WHO  HILEBD  HT  COW  ?'* 

give  me  no  milk?" — "  Well,  sir,"  taid  the  trembling  serritflri  "  ifi 
■ir,  you  moat  have  a  plain  aiuver,  I  reaUy-^^ielieve — it  it — because 
— I  dfflo't  know." 

"  A  drr  answer,"  laid  the  doctor,  who  was  ia  moat  Benws  a  dry 
fellow. 

"  You  son  of  a  shotten  herring  t"  said  tbe  captain,  "  can  you  milk 
her?" — "  Ye*,  sir." 

"  Then  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  ia  good,  doo't  you  7" — "  I  do, 
sir,  but  it  won't  come.". 

"Then  let  ub  go,"  said  the  captain,  quite  resignedly,  "let  ub  go,  gen- 
tlemen, and  see  what  aiU  this  infernal  cow ;  I  can't  cat  my  breakfast 
without  milk,  and  breakfast  is  the  meal  that  I  generally  enjoy  most." 

So  he,  leading  the  way,  was  followed  by  his  company,  who  cast 
many  a  longing,  lingering  look  behind. 

Forward  they  went  to  where  the  cow  was  HdUed  by  capstan-bars, 
as  comfortably  as  a  prebendary,  between  two  of  the  guns  on  the 
main-deck.  She  seemed  in  excellent  condition;  ate  her  nutritious 
food  with  much  appetite;  and,  from  her  appearance,  the  captain 
might  have  very  reasonably  expected,  not  only  an  ample  supply  of 
milk  and  cream  for  breakfast  and  tea,  but  also  a  sufficient  quantity  to 
afford  him  custards  for  dinner. 

Well,  there  stood  the  seven  officers  of  bis  Majesty's  navd  service 
round  the  arid  cow,  looking  very  like  seven  wise  men  just  put  to  sea 
in  abowL 

"  Try  again,"  said  the  captain  to  his  servant.  If  the  attempt  had 
been  only  fruitless,  there  had  been  no  matter  for  wonder;  it  was  milk- 
less. 

"  The  fool  can't  milk,"  said  the  captain ;  then  turning  round  to  his 
officers  despondingly,  he  exclaimed,  "  gentlemen,  can  any  of  you?" 

Having  all  protested  that  they  had  left  off,  some  thirty,  some  forty, 
and  some  fifly  years,  according  to  their  respective  ages,  and  the 
marine  officer  saying  that  he  never  had  had  any  practice  at  all, 
having  been  brought  up  by  hand,  the  gallant  and  disappointed  hero 
was  obliged  to  order  the  boatswain's  mates  to  pass  the  word  fore  and 
aft,  to  send  every  one  to  him  who  knew  how  to  milk  a  cow. 

Seventeen  Welshmen,  sixty-five  Irishmen,  (all  on  board,)  and  four 
lads  from  Somersetshire  made  their  appearance,  moistened  their 
fingers,  and  set  to  work,  one  after  the  other ;  yet  there  was  no  milk. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this,  doctor?"  said  the  captain  to  him, 
taking  him  aside. — "  That  the  animal  has  been  milked  a  few  hours 

"  Hah !  If  I  was  sure  of  that.  And  the  cow  could  have  been  milked 
only  by  some  one  who  oould  milk  ?" — "  The  inference  seems  indis- 
putable." 

The  captain  turned  upon  the  numerous  aspirants  for  lacteal  honours 
with  no  Jriendly  eye,  exclaiming  sorrowfully,  "  Too  many  to  flog,  too 
many  to  flog.  Let  us  return  to  our  breakfast ;  though  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  eat  a  morsel  or  drink  a  drop.  Here,  boatswain's-mate,  pasa 
the  word  round  the  ship  that  1 11  give  five  guineas  reward  to  any  one 
who  will  tell  me  who  milked  the  captain's  cow." 

The  gentlemen  then  all  retired  to  the  cabin,  and,  with  the  exception 
af  the  captain,  incontinently  fdl  iqwn  the  good  things.    Now,  the 
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midshiptnan  of  Aat  morning's  watch  was  a  certain  Mr.  Liitlejobn, 
iwmH;  abbreviated  into  Jacic  Small.  When  Jack  Small  bad  disposed 
of  three  hot  rolls,  half  a  fowl,  and  a  pound  of  ham,  and  was  handing 
in  bis  [date  fcH'  a  well  devilled  turkey's  thigh,  his  eye  fell  compaii- 
sionately  upon  his  fasting  captain,  and  his  heart  opening  to  the  softcr 
enoottons  as  his  stomach  filled  with  his  host's  delicacies,  the  latter'g 
want  of  the  milk  of  the  cow  stirred  up  within  him  his  own  milk  of 
human  kindness. 

**  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  have  no  appetite,"  said  Jack  Small,  with 
hi*  mouth  very  full,  and  quite  protectmgly,  to  his  skipper  ;  "  very 
■any.  indeed,  sir:  and,  as  you  cannot  make  your  break&st  without 
any  milk,  I  think,  sir,  that  the  midahi|HDai'B  b^th  could  lend  you  a 
bottle." 

"  The  devil  they  can,  younker.  Oh,  oh  I  It '»  good  and  fresh, 
hey?" 

"  Venr  good  and  fresh,  sir,"  said  the  roidihipman,  ramming  down 
the  words  with  a  large  wadding  of  hot  roll. 

"  We  must  borrow  some  of  it,  by  all  means,"  said  the  captain;  "but 
let  the  midshipmen's  servant  bring  it  here  himself.'' 

The  necessary  orders  having  been  issued,  the  bottle  of  milk  and 
the  boy  appeared. 

"  Did  you  know,"  said  Captain  FitzaEban,  turning  to  his  first  lieu- 
tenant, "  that  the  midshipmen's  berth  was  provided  with  milk,  and 
that  too  after  being  at  sea  a  month  7" —  "  Indeed  I  did  not ;  they  are 
better  provided  than  we  are,  at  least  in  this  respect,  in  the  ward-room." 

*■  Do  you  think, — do  you  think,"  said  the  captain,  tremhUng  with 
nge,  "  that  any  of  the  young  blackguards  dare  milk  my  cow  7" — "  It 
it  not  easy  to  say  what  they  dare  not  do." 

However,  the  cork  was  drawn,  and  the  milk  found  not  only  to  be 
very  fresh  indeed,  but  most  suspiciously  new.  In  the  latitude  of  the 
Caribbean  Islands  liquids  in  general  are  sufficiently  warm,  so  the  cap- 
tain could  not  lay  much  stress  upon  that. 

"  Aa  fine  milk  as  ever  I  tasted,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Very  good  indeed,  sir,"  said  the  midshipman,  overfiowing  his  cup 
and  saucer  with  the  delicious  liquid, 

"  Where  do  the  young  gentlemen  procure  it?"  resumed  the  captain, 
pouring  very  carefully  what  remained  afler  the  exactions  of  John 
Small  into  the  cream-jug,  and  moving  it  close  to  his  own  plate. — "  It 
stands  us  rather  dear,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Littlejohn, — "  a  dollar  a  bottle. 
We  buy  it  of  Joe  Grummet,  the  captain  of  the  waisters." 

The  ciqitain  and  first  lieutenant  looked  at  each  other  unutterable 

Joe  Grummet  was  in  the  cabin  in  an  instant,  and  the  c:aptain  bend- 
ing upon  him  his  sharp  and  angry  glances.  Joseph  was  a  sly  old  file, 
a  seaman  to  the  backbone;  and  let  the  breeze  blow  from  what  quarter 
of  tbe  compass  it  would,  he  bad  always  an  eye  to  windward.  Fitly 
years  had  a  little  grizzled  his  strong  black  hair,  and,  though  inno- 
vation had  deprived  him  of  the  massive  tail  that  whilome  bung  be- 
hind, there  were  still  some  fancy  curls  that  corkscrewed  themselves 
down  his  weather-stained  temples ;  and,  when  he  stood  before  the 
captain,  in  one  of  these  he  hitched  the  first  bend  of  the  inunense  fore- 
finger of  his  right  hai>d.     He  hobbled  a  little  in  his  gait,  owing  to  an 
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unextracted  miuket-ball  that  had  lodged  in  his  thigh  ;  consequentlj 
he  never  went  aloft,  Hnd  had  been,  for  his  merits  and  long  services, 
appointed  captain  of  the  wust. 

The  Honourable  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  said  to  the  veteran 
mariner  quickly,  and  pointing  at  the  same  time  to  the  empty  bottle, 
"  Grummet,  you  have  milked  my  cow." — "  Unpossible,  sir,"  said 
Grummet,  bobbing  at  a  bow  ;  "  downright  unpossible,  your  honour." 

"  Then,  pray,  whence  comes  the  fresh  milk  you  Bell  every  morning 
to  tlie  young  gentlemen  f" — "Please  your  honour,  I  took  two  or  three 
dozen  of  bottles  to  sea  with  me  on  a  kind  o'  speculation." 

"  Grummet,  sny  man,  I  am  afraid  this  will  turn  out  a  bad  one  for 
you.  Go  and  show  your  hands  to  the  doctor,  and  he  '11  ask  you  a 
few  questions." 

So  Joseph  Grummet  went  and  expanded  his  flippers  before  the 
eyes  of  the  sui^eon.  They  were  nearly  as  large  and  as  shapely  as 
the  fins  of  a  porpoise,  and  quite  of  the  colour.  They  had  been 
tanned  and  tarred  till  their  skin  bad  became  more  durable  than  boot- 
leather,  and  they  were  quite  rough  enough  to  have  rasped  close- 
grained  wood. 

"  I  don't  think  our  friend  could  have  milked  your  cow,  Captain 
Fitzalban,"  said  the  doctor ;  "  at  least,  not  with  bis  hands:  they  are 
rather  calculated  to  draw  blood  than  milk." 

Joseph  rolled  his  eyes  about  and  looked  his  innocence  most  pathe- 
tically.    He  was  not  yet  quite  out  of  danger. 

Now  there  was  every  reason  in  the  world  why  this  cow  should 
give  the  captain  at  least  a  gallon  of  milkper  diem— but  one,  and 
that  he  was  most  anxious  to  discover.  The  cow  was  in  the  best 
condition ;  since  she  had  been  embarked,  the  weather  had  been  fine 
enough  to  have  pleased  Europe  herself;  she  had  plenty  of  provender, 
both  dry  and  fresh.  There  were  fragrant  clover  closely  packed  in 
bags,  delicious  oat-cakes — meal  and  water,  and  fine  junks  of  juicy 
plantain. — The  cow  throve,  but  gave  no  milk  ! 

"  So  you  brought  a  few  dozen  bottles  of  mUk  to  sea  with  you  as 
a  venture?"  continued  the  man  of  medicine  in  his  examination. — "  I 

"  And  where  did  you  procure  them?" — ■■  At  English  Harbour, 
sir." 

"  May  I  ask  of  whom?" — '*  Madame  Juliana,  the  fat  free  Negro 
woman." 

"  Now,  my  man,"  said  the  doctor,  looking  a  volume  and  a  half  of 
Galen,  and  holding  up  a  cautionary  fore-finger — "  now,  my  man,  do 
not  Vpe  to  deceive  me.  How  did  you  prevent  the  acetous  fermen- 
tation from  taking  place  in  these  bottles  of  milk  7" 

The  question  certainly  was  a  puzzler.  Joe  routed  with  his  fin- 
gers among  his  hair  for  an  answer.  At  length  he  fancied  he  per- 
ceived a  glimmering  of  the  doctor's  meaning ;  so  be  hummed  aod 
ha-ed,  until,  the  doctor's  patience  being  exhausted,  he  repeated  more 
peremptorily,  "  How  did  you  prevent  acetous  fermentation  taking 
place  in  these  bottles  of  milk  ?" 

"  By  paying  ready  money  for  them,  sir,"  said  the  badgered  sea- 
man boldly. 

"  An  excellent  preventative  against  fermentation  certainly,"  said 
the  captain  half  smiling.    "  But  you  answer  the  doctor  like  a  fool." 
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"  I  was  never  accused  of  such  a  thing,  please  jour  honour,  before, 
■ir,"  said  tarrjrbrecka,  with  all  his  sheets  and  taclu  abroad. 

**  Very  Ukely,  nxy  man,  very  likely,"  answered  the  captain,  wilJi  a 
look  that  would  have  been  invaluable  in  a  vine^r  manufactory. 
**  How  did  you  preveat  this  milk  from  turning  sour?" 

"  Ah,  sir!"  said  Grummet,  now  wide  awake  to  his  danger:  "  if 
you  please,  sir,  I  humbly  axes  your  pardon,  but  that  'a  my  secret.'' 
**  Tfara  by  all  that  'a  glorious  1 11  flog  it  out  of  you  I" 
"  I  humbly  hopes  not,  sir,     I  am  sure  your  honour  won't  flog  an 
old  seaman  who  has  fought  with  Howe  and  Nelson,   and  who  was 
wounded  in  the  sarvice  before  your  honour  was  bom ;  you  won't  fl<^ 
him,  sir,  only  because  he  can't  break  his  oath." 
*'  So  you  nave  sworn  not  to  divulge  it,  hey  ?" 
"  Ah,  sir:  if  1  might  be  so  bold  as  to  say  so,  your  honoar's  a 
witch  I" 

"  Take  care  of  yourseir,  Joseph  Grummet;  I  do  advise  you  to  take 
care  of  yourself.  Folly  is  a  great  betrayer  of  secrets,  Joseph.  Cim- 
Ding  may  milk  cows  without  discovery :  however,  I  wilt  never  punish 
without  proof.  How  many  bottles  of  this  excellent  milk  have  you  yet 
left  ?" — "  Eight  or  ten,  sir,  more  or  less,  according  to  sarcum stances." 
"  Well  I  I  will  give  you  a  dollar  a-piece  for  all  j'ou  have." 
At  this  proposition  Joseph  Grummet  shuffled  about,  not  at  all  at 
his  ease,  aow  looking  very  sagacious,  now  very  foolish,  till,  at  last, 
he  brought  down  his  features  to  express  the  most  deprecating  humi- 
lity of  which  their  iron  texture  was  capable,  and  he  then  whined 
forth,  "  I  would  not  insult  you,  sir,  by  treating  you  all  as  one  as  a 
midshipman.  No,  your  honour:  I  knows  the  respect  that's  due  to 
you, — I  couldn't  thmk  of  letting  you,  sir,  have  a  bottle  under  three 
dollars — it  wouldn't  be  at  all  respectful  like." 

"  Grummet,"  said  Captain  Fitzalban,  "  you  are  not  only  a  thorou^ 
teaman,  but  a  thorough  knave.  Now,  have  you  the  conscience  to 
make  me  pay  three  dollars  a  bottle  for  my  own  milk  ?" — "  Ah,  str, 
you  don't  know  how  much  the  secret  has  cost  me." 
"  Nor  do  you  know  how  dearly  it  may  cost  you  yeL" 
Joseph  Grummet  then  brought  into  the  cabin  his  remaining  stock 
in  trade,  which,  instead  of  eight  or  ten,  was  found  to  consist  only  of 
two  bottles.  The  captain,  though  with  evident  chagrin,  paid  for  them 
honourably ;  and  whilst  the  milkman  jm-o  temp,  was  knotting  up  the  six 
dollars  in  the  tie  of  the  handkerchief  about  his  neck,  the  skipper  said 
lo  him,  "  Now,  tny  man,  since  we  part  such  good  friends,  tell  me 
your  candid  opinion  concerning  this  cow  of  mine  ?" — "  Why,  sir,  I 
thinks  as  how  it's  the  good  people  as  milks  her." 

"  The  good  people  I  who  the  devil  are  they  ?" — "  The  fairies,  your 
honour." 

"  And  what  do  they  do  with  it?" — "  Very  few  can  tell,  your  ho- 
nour ;  but  those  who  gets  it  are  always  desarving  folks." 

"  Such  as  old  wounded  seamen,  and  captains  of  the  waist  espe- 
cially.    Wei),  go  along  to  your  duty.     Look  out  I  cat*  love  milk." 

So  Joseph  Grummet  went  fortli  from  the  cabin  shrugging  up  his 
shoulders,  with  an  ominous  presentiment  of  scratches  upon  them.  The 
captain,  the  Honourable  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban,  gave  the  mtmoe 
a&cer  orders  to  place  a  sentry  night  and  day  over  his  cow,  and  then 
dumisaed  his  guests. 
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The  honourable  conimimder  was,  for  the  rest  of  day,  in  a  most  tin- 
coiiscionable  ill  humour.  The  ship's  sails  were  beautifully  trimmed, 
the  breeze  vas  just  what  it  ought  to  have  been.  The  heavens  above, 
and  the  waters  below,  were  striving  to  outsmile  each  other.  What 
then  made  the  gallant  captain  so  miserable  ?  He  was  thinking  only 
of  the  temerity  of  the  man  who  had  dared  to  milk  his  eow. 

The  first  lieutenant  touched  his  hat  most  respectfully  to  the  Ho- 
nourable Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban,  and  acquainted  him 
that  the  sun  indicated  it  to  be  twelve  o'clock. 
"  Milk  ray  cow  t"  said  the  captain  abstractedly. 
"  Had  not  that  better  be  postponed  till  to-morrow  morning,  Cap- 
tain Fitzalban  F"  said  the  lieutenant,  with  a  very  little  smile;  "  and 
in  the  mean  time  may  we  strike  the  bell,  and  pipe  to  dinner  ?" 

The  captain  gazed  upon  the  gallant  officer  sorrowfully,  and,  aa  he 
shook  his  head,  his  looks  said  as  plainly  as  look;  could  speak,  and 
with  the  deepest  pathos,  "  They  never  milked  Am  cow." 

"  Do  what  is  necessary,"  at  last  he  uttered  ;  then,  pulling  his  hat 
more  over  his  eyes,  he  continued  to  pace  the  quarter-deck. 

Now,  though  the  Honourable  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban 
was  the  younger  son  of  a  nobleraan,  and  enjoyed  a  very  handsome 
patrimony,  and  his  temper  had  been  thoroughly  spoiled  hy  that  pro- 
cess that  is  too  often  called  education,  yet  his  heart  was  sound,  Eng- 
lish, and  noble.  He  revolted  from  domg  an  unjust  action;  yet  he 
smarted  dreadfully  under  the  imprcsBioa  that  he  was  cheated  and 
laughed  at  to  his  very  face.  He  did  not  think  that  Joseph  Grummet 
had  milked  his  cow,  but  he  felt  assured  that  the  same  milk-dealing 
Joseph  knew  who  did  ;  yet  was  be  too  humane  to  introduce  the  In- 
quisition on  board  his  ship  by  extracting  the  truth  by  torture. 

The  Honourable  Captain  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  slept  kte  on  the  suc- 
ceeding morning.  He  had  been  called  at  daylight,  pro  forma,  but 
l)ad  merely  turned  from  his  lell  side  to  the  right,  muttering  some- 
thing about  a  cow.  It  must  be  supposed  that  the  slumbers  of  the 
morning  indemnified  him  for  the  horrors  of  the  nigh^  for  breiUi- 
fast  was  on  the  table,  and  the  usual  guesta  assembled,  when  the  cap- 
tain emerged  from  the  after-cabin. 

There  was  no  occasion  to  ask  the  pale  and  trembling  steward  if  the 
cow  had  given  any  milk  that  morning. 

The  breakfast  remained  untouched  by  the  captun,  and  pasaed  off 
in  active  silence  by  his  guests.  Not  wishing  to  excite  more  of  the 
derision  of  Jack  than  was  absolutely  necessary,  the  Honourable  the 
Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban,  when  he  found  that  the  varioua 
officers  whom  he  had  invited  to  breakfast  had  sufficiently  "  improved 
the  occasion,"  as  the  methodistG  say,  turned  to  the  first  lieutenant, 
who  was  again  his  guest,  and  asked  him  if  nothing  had  transpired  on 
the  over-night  to  warrant  a  suspicion  as  to  the  lacteal  fdony. 

"Die  first  litff  looked  very  mysterious,  and  not  wholly  disposed  to  be 
communicative  upon  the  subject.  He  had  been  piously  brought  up, 
and  was  not  at  all  inclined  to  be  sarcastic  upon  the  score  of  visions  or 
the  visited  of  ghosts;  yet,  at  the  same  time,  he  did  not  wish  to  sub- 
ject himself  to  the  ridicule  of  his  captain,  who  had  rationally  enough 
postponed  his  belief  in  apparitions  until  he  had  seen  one.  Under 
these  difficulties,  he  repbed  hesitatingly,  that  a  ghost  had  been  re- 
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ported  u  haviiig  "come  oo  board  before  daylight  in  the  monung. 
without  leave." 

"  A  ghoBi^  Mr.  Mitchell,  come  on  board,  and  I  not  called  I"  aaid 
tbe  ind^iuuit  captab :  "  Bj  G — ,  air,  I  would  have  turned  out  a  guard 
ofboDoar  to  have  received  him!  I  would  have  Booner  had  a  vigit 
iix>m  Ilia  apirituatitjr  than  from  his  Excellency  the  SpaoiBh  Ambassa- 
dor.. — Tbe  aervtce,  sir,  haa  come  to  a  pretty  pass,  when  a  ghost  can 
come  on  board,  and  leave  the  ship  too,  I  presume,  without  even  so 
mncfa  as  the  boatswidn  to  pipe  the  side.  So  the  ghost  came,  I  sup- 
pose, and  milked  my  cow  ?" 

Tbe  first  lieutenant,  in  answer,  spoke  with  all  manner  of  humility. 
He  represented  that  he  had  been  educated  as  a  seaman  and  as  an 
officer,  aod  not  for  a  doctor  of  divinity ;  therefore  he  could  not  pre- 
tesd  to  account  for  these  preternatural  visitations.  He  could  only 
state  the  Act,  and  that  not  so  well  as  the  first  lieutenant  of  marines. 
"  He  begged,  therefore,  to  refer  to  him." 

That  officer  was  immediately  sent  for,  and  he  made  his  appearance 
acc»inpaiiied  by  one  of  tbe  seijeants,  and  then  it  was  asserted  that, 
when  the  guard  went  round  to  relieve  the  sentries,  they  found  the 
man  who  bad  been  stationed  over  the  cow,  lying  on  the  deck  senseless 
in  a  fit,  and  his  bayonet  could  nowhere  be  found.  When  bv  the  means 
of  one  of  the  assistant-surgeons,  who  had  been  immediately  summon- 
ed be  had  been  sufficiently  recovered  to  articulate,  all  the  explana- 
tioa  they  could  get  from  him  was,  that  he  had  seen  a  ghost ;  and  the 
very  menbon  of  the  &ct,  so  great  was  bis  terror,  had  almost  caused  a 
rel^Me. 

■*  Send  the  poltroon  here  immediately:  1 11  ghost  him  I"  cried  tbe 
enraged  captain.  In  answer  to  this  he  was  informed,  that  tbe  man 
lay  seriously  ill  in  bis  hammock  in  the  sick-bay,  and  that  the  doctor 
was  at  that  very  moment  with  the  patient. 

"Ill  see  him  myself,"  said  the  captain. 

As  the  honourable  captain,  with  his  eorteye  of  officers,  passed 
along  the  decks  on  his  way  to  the  sick-bay,  he  thought — or  his  sense 
of  hearing  most  grievously  deceived  him — that  more  than  once  he 
heard  sneering  and  gibing  voices  exclaim,  "  Who  milked  my  cow?" 
bat  the  moment  he  turned  his  head  in  the  direction  from  whence  ^e 
sounds  proceeded,  he  saw  nothing  but  visages  the  most  sanctimoni- 
oos :  indeed  they,  instead  of  the  unfortunate  sentry,  appeared  to  have 
seen  the  ghost.  The  captain's  amiability  that  mornmg  might  have 
been  expressed  by  the  algebraical  term — minus  a  cipher. 

When  the  skipper  hauled  alongside  the  sick  man,  he  found  that 
tbe  doctor,  having  bled  him,  was  preparing  to  blister  bis  head,  the 
ship's  barber  at  the  time  being  occupied  in  very  sedulously  shaving  iL 
The  patient  was  fast  putting  himself  upon  an  equality  to  contend 
with  his  supernatural  visitant,  by  making  a  ghost  of  himself.  He  was 
in  a  high  ftver  and  delirious, — unpleasant  things  in  the  West  Indies  ! 
All  the  captain  could  get  from  him  was,  "  The  devil — flashes  of  fire — 
milk  cow— horrible  teeth — devil's  cow — ship  haunted — nine  yards  of 
blue  flame — throw  cow  overboard — go  to  heaven — kicked  the  pail 
down — horns  tipped  with  red-hot  iron,"  and  other  rhapsodies  to  tlie 
same  effecL 

From  the  man  tbe  c^tain  went  to  the  cow ;  but  she  was  looking 
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excesuvely  tleelc,  and  mild,  and  amiable,  aod  eating  her  brealdut 
with  the  relish  of  an  outside  mail-coach  passeoger.  The  captain 
shooL  his  head,  and  thought  himself  the  most  persecuted  of  beings. 

When  this  self- estimated  injured,  character  g^ned  the  quarter- 
deck, he  commenced  ruminating  on  the  propriety  of  flogging  Joseph 
Gruniaiet;  for,  with  the  loss  of  his  cow's  milk,  he  had  lost  all  due 
sense  of  human  kindness.  But,  as  the  Lords  of  the  Admiraltj'  had 
lately  insisted  upon  a  report  being  forwarded  to  them  of  every  punish- 
ment that  took  place,  the  number  of  lashes,  and  the  crime  for  which 
they  were  inflicted,  the  Honourable  the  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy 
Fitzalban  thought  that  a  report  would  look  rather  queer  running  thus : 
"  Joseph  Grummet,  captain  of  ihe  waist,  six  dozen,  because  my  cow 
gave  no  milk,"  or  "  because  private-marine  Snickcbops  saw  a  ghost," 
or  "  for  selling  the  midshipmen  sundry  bottles  of  milk;"  and  this  last 
imagination  reminded  him  that  tliere  was  one  of  tliis  highly-gifted 
class  walking  to  leeward  of  him.  "  Mr.  Littlejohn  !"  said  the  captain 
with  a  voice  that  crawled  over  the  nerves  like  the  screeching  of  an 
ill-filed  saw. 

Small  Jack  touched  his  hat  with  more  than  usual  respect  to  the 
exasperated  officer,  and  then,  stepping  to  windward,  humbly  con- 
fronted him. 

The  captain  was  too  angry  for  many  words ;  so,  lookmg  fearfully 
into  the  happy  countenance  of  the  reefer,  and  pointing  his  fore-finger 
down  perpenoicularly,  he  laconically  uttered, "  Milk  this  moraing?" 
-«  Yes,  sir." 
"  Good  ?" 

The  well-breakfasted  midshipman  licked  his  lips,  and  smiled. 
"  Grummet  ?" — "  Yes,  sir." 

"  Tell  the  boatswain's  mate  to  send  him  aft." — "  Ay,  ay,  sir." 
And  there  stood  the  captain  of  the  waist,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand, 
opposite  to  the  captain  of  the  ship.  There  was  some  difference  be- 
tween those  two  captains :— one  verging  upon  old  age,  the  other 
upon  manhood.  The  old  man  with  but  two  articles  of  dress  upon  his 
person,  a  canvass  shirt  and  a  canvass  pair  of  trousers, — for  in  those 
latitudes  shoes  and  stockings  are  dispensed  with  by  the  foremast 
men,  excepting  on  Sundays  and  when  mustering  at  divisions;  the 
other  gay,  and  almost  gorgeous,  in  white  jeans,  broad-cloth,  and  gold. 
There  they  stood,  the  one  the  personification  of  meekness,  the  otlier 
of  haughty  anger.  However  firm  might  have  laeen  the  captain's  in- 
tentions to  convict  the  man  before  bim  by  an  intricate  cross-exami- 
nation, his  warmth  of  temper  defeated  them  at  once,  for  the  old  sea- 
man looked  more  than  usually  innocent  and  sheepish.  This  almost 
stolid  equanimity  was  sadly  provoking. 

"You  insolent  scoundrel  I — who  milked  my  cow  last  night?" — 
"  The  Lord  in  heaven  knows,  your  lionour.  Who  could  it  be,  sir, 
without  it  was  the  ghost  wlio  has  laid  that  poor  lad  in  his  sick  ham- 
mock '(" 

*'  And  I  suppose  that  the  ghost  ordered  you  to  hand  the  milk  to 
the  young  gentlemen  when  he  had  done  r" — "  Me,  sir !  Heaven 
save  me  I  I  never  se'ed  a  ghost  in  my  life." 

"  Hypocrite .'  the  bottle  you  sold  the  midshipmen  l"-~"  One,  your 
honour,  I  brought  irom  Antigua,  and  which  I  overlooked  yestnday." 
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**  I  shall  not  orerlook  it  wheQ  I  get  you  to  the  gangway.  Go,  Mr. 
litdgolui,  give  orders  to  beat  to  qtiarters  tlte  moment  the  men  have 
bad  their  time." 

AU  that  forenooD  the  captain  kept  officers  and  men  exercising  the 
great  guns,  running  them  m  and  ou^  pointing  them  here  and  there ; — 
nil-trimmers  aloft — boarders  on  the  Btarboard  bow — firemen  down  in 
the  f<»'e-hold :  the  men  bad  not  a  moment's  respite,  nor  the  officers 
either.  How  potently  in  their  hearta  they  d— d  the  cow,  even  from 
the  tipa  of  her  horns  unto  the  tuft  at  the  end  of  her  tail  I  Five  secret 
resolves  were  made  to  poison  her  that  hard-worked  morning.  Mr. 
Small  Jack,  who  was  stationed  at  the  foremost  main-deck  guns  near 
ber,  gave  her  a  kicJt  every  time  the  order  came  from  the  quarter-deck 
to  ram  home  wad  and  shot. 

Well,  this  sweltering  work,  under  a  tropical  lun,  proceeded  till 
noon,  the  captain  alternately  swearing  at  the  officers  for  want  of 
eneigy,  and  exclaiming  to  himself  indignantly,  "D —  them!  how 
dare  tbey  milk  my  cow  !  There  must  be  several  concerned.  Send 
the  carpenter  aft.  Mr.  Wedge,  rig  both  the  chain-pumps, — turn  the 
water  on  in  the  well.  Waisters !  man  -  the  pumps.  Where  's  that 
Grummet?  Boatswain's  mates,  out  witli  your  colts  and  lay  them 
over  the  shoulders  of  any  man  that  shirks  his  duty  :  keep  a  sharp 
eje  OD  the  captain  of  the  waisL" 

And  thus  the  poor  fellows  had,  for  a  finish  to  their  morning's  la- 
bom",  a  half-hour  of  the  most  overpowerinfi  exertion  to  which  you 
can  set  mortal  man, — that  of  working  at  the  chain-pumps.  When  Mr. 
Littlejohn  saw  elderly  Joseph  Grummet  stripped  to  the  waist,  the 
perspiration  streaming  down  him  in  bucket-fulls,  and  panting  as  it 
were  for  his  very  life,  he,  the  said  Small  Jack,  very  rightly  opined 
that  no  milk  woidd  be  forthcoming  next  morning. 

At  noon  the  men  were  as  usual  piped  to  dinner,  with  an  excellent 
appetite  for  their  pork  and  pease,  and  a  thirsty  relish  for  their  grog ; 
ibr  which  blessings  they  bad  the  cow  alone  to  thank.  They  were 
very  ungrateful. 

No  sooner  was  the  hour  of  dinner  over  than  the  captain  all  (^a  sud- 
den discovered  that  bis  ship's  company  were  not  smart  enough  in 
reefing  topsails.  So  at  it  they  went,  racing  up  and  down  the  rigging, 
tricing  up  and  laying  out,  lowering  away  and  hoisting,  until  six  bells, 
three  o'clock,  when  the  angry  and  hungry  captain  went  to  his  dinner. 
He  bad  made  himself  more  unpopuliff  in  that  day  than  any  other 
commander  in  the  flecL 

The  dinner  was  unsocial  enough.  When  a  man  is  not  satisfied 
with  himself,  it  is  rarely  that  he  is  satisfied  with  any  body  else.  Now 
the  whole  ship's  company,  officers  as  well  as  men,  were  divided  into 
parties,  and  into  only  two,  respecting  this  afi'air  of  the  cow;  one  be- 
lieved  in  a  supernatural,  the  other  in  a  roguish  agency  ;  in  numbers 
they  were  about  equal,  so  that  the  captain  stood  in  the  pleasant  pre- 
dicament of  being  looked  upon  in  a  sinful  light  by  one  half  of  his 
crew,  and  in  a  ludicrous  one  by  the  other. 

However,  as  the  night  advanced,  and  the  marine  who  had  seen  the 
cow-spirit  grew  worse,  the  believers  in  the  supernatural  increased 
ivpidly  ;  and,  as  one  sentinel  was  found  unwilling  to  go  alone,  the  cow 
had  tbe  distinguished  compliment  of  a  guard  of  honour  of  two  all 
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night.  The  captain,  with  a  scornful  defiance  of  the  ipiritual,  would 
aUow  of  no  lights  to  be  shown,  or  of  no  extraordinary  precautions  to 
be  taken.  He  only  signified  his  intentions  of  having  himself  an  inter- 
view with  the  gb«t,  and  for  that  puqwse  he  walked  the  deck  till 
midnight ;  but  the  messenger  from  me  luid  of  spirits  did  not  choose 
to  show  himself  HO  early. 

Let  me  hear  no  more  any  querulous  talk  of  the  labour  of  getting 
iHitter  to  one's  bread — no  person  could  have  toiled  more  than  the 
Uonour^le  Captain  AoguBtus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  to  get  milk  tbr  his 
breakfast 

The  two  sentries  were  relieved  at  twelve  o'clock,  and,  for  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  after,  everything  remaining  dark  and  quiet  about  the 
haunted  cow,  the  captain  went  below  and  turned  in,  joyfully  antJci- 
pative  of  milk  and  cream  Id  the  morning.  He  left,  (H  course,  the 
most  positive  orders  that  the  moment  the  ghost  appeared  he  should 
be  called. 

Mr.  Mitchell,  the  pious  first  lieutenant,  remained  on  deck,  deter- 
mined to  see  the  sequel ;  told  the  master  he  was  much  troubled  in 
spirit,  and  he  thought,  with  all  due  deference  to  the  articles  of  war, 
and  respect  for  the  captain,  that  he  was  little  better  than  an  infidel, 
and  an  overbold  tempter  of  God's  providence.  The  master  remained 
in  reply  that  it  was  an  affair  entirely  out  of  soundings ;  but  very  sage- 
ly concluded  that  they  should  see  what  they  should  see,  even  if  they 
saw  nothing. 

It  was  a  beautirul  night,  darkly,  yet,  at  the  same  time,  brightly 
beautiful.  There  was  no  moon.  The  pure  6reB  above  were  like 
scintillations  from  the  crown  of  God's  glory.  Though  the  heavens 
were  thus  starred  with  splendours,  it  was  deeply,  though  clearly, 
dark  on  the  ocean.  There  was  a  gentle  breeze  that  was  only  suffi- 
dent  to  make  the  safls  draw,  and  the  noble  fi-igate  walked  stately, 
yet  majestically  onwards. 

Forward  on  the  main-deck  the  darkness  was  Cimmerian.  When 
lights  had  been  last  there  at  the  relieving  of  the  sentinels,  the  cow 
had  laid  herself  quietly  down  upon  her  litter,  and  seemed  to  be  in  a 
profound  sleep ;  uie  first  hour  after  midnight  was  passed,  and  all  was 
hushed  as  death,  save  those  noises  that  indicate  what  else  would  be 
absolute  silence  more  strongly.  -  There  was  the  whispering  ripple  of 
the  sea,  the  dull  creaking  of  the  tiller-ropes,  and  the  stealthy  step  of 
the  sentinels :  these  sounds,  and  these  only,  were  painfully  distincL 
One  bell  struck,  and  its  solemn  echoes  seemed  to  creep  through  the 
decks  as  if  on  some  errand  of  death,  and  the  monotonous  cry  of  the 
look-outs  fell  drearily  on  the  ear. 

The  first  lieutenant  and  the  officers  of  the  watch  had  just  begun  td' 
shake  ofi"  their  dreamy  and  fearful  impressions,  to  breathe  more  free-"*- 
ly,  and  to  walk  the  deck  with  a  firmer  tread,  when,  from  what  waa 
supposed  to  be  the  haunted  spot,  a  low  shriek  was  heard,  then  a 
bustle,  followed  by  half-stifled  cries  of  "  The  guard !  the  guard  I" 

The  officers  of  the  watch  jumped  down  on  to  the  main-deck,  the 
midshipmen  rushed  into  the  cabin  to  call  the  captain,  and  men  with 
and  without  lights  rushed  forward  to  the  rescue. 

Deep  in  the  darkness  of  the  manger  there  glared  an  ^parition 
that  might  more  than  justify  the  alarm.     The  spot  where  ^e  [rfian- 
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torn  WW  wen,  (we  pledge  oursclrea  that  we  are  relatii^  ftcts,)  wm 
that  pert  of  a  irigate  which  seamen  call  "  the  eyes  of  her,"  directly 
under  the  foremost  part  of  the  forecastle,  where  the  cables  run 
thnto^  the  hawse-holes,  and  through  which  the  bows^wit  trends  np- 
mrds.  Xbe  whole  place  is  called  the  manger.  It  is  very  often  ap- 
propriated to  the  use  of  pigs  until  they  take  their  turn  for  the  but- 
cher's knife.  This  was  the  strange  locality  that  the  ghost  chose  to 
honour  with  ita  dreadful  presence. 

From  the  united  evidences  of  the  many  who  saw  this  ghastly  avatar, 
it  appeared  only  to  have  thrust  its  huge  head  and  a  few  feet  of  the 
foreput  of  its  body  through  the  hawse-hole,  the  remainder  of  its 
vast  and  voluminous  tail  hanging  out  of  the  ship  over  its  bows.  The 
frightful  head  and  the  glaring  sockets  of  its  eyes  were  distinctly 
marked  in  Imeaments  of  fire.  Its  jaws  were  stupendous,  and  its  triple 
row  of  sharp  and  long-fanged  teeth  seemed  to  be  gnashing  tor  some- 
thing mortal  to  devour.  It  cast  a  pale  blue  halo  of  light  around  it, 
just  sufficient  to  show  the  outlines  of  the  den  it  had  selected  in  which 
to  make  ita  unwdcome  appearance.  Noise  it  made  none,  though. se- 
veral of  the  spectators  fanded  that  they  heard  a  gibbering  of  unearth- 
ly sounds ;  and  Mr.  LittlejobD  swore  the  next  day  upon  bis  John 
Hamilton  Moore,  that  it  mooed  dolefully  like  a  young  bullock  crossed 
in  love. 

To  describe  the  confusion  on  the  main-deck,  whibt  officers,  seamen, 
and  marines  were  gazing  on  this  spectre,  so  like  the  fiery  spirit  of  the 
Ymkee  sea-sei^nt,  is  a  task  tirom  which  I  shrink,  knowing  that  lan- 
guage cannot  do  it  adequately.  The  first  lieutenant  stood  in  the 
middle  of  the  group,  not  merely  transfixed,  but  paralysed  with  fear; 
men  were  tumbling  over  each  o^er,  shouting,  praying,  swearing.  Up 
fixMu  the  dark  holds,  like  shrouded  ghosts,  the  watch  below,  in  their 
shirts,  sprang  from  their  hammocks;  and  for  many,  one  look  was 
enough,  and  the  head  would  vanish  immediately  in  the  dark  profound. 
Hie  shouting  for  lights,  and  loaded  muskets  and  pistols  was  terrible  ; 
and  the  orders  to  advance  were  so  eagerly  reiterated,  that  none  had 
leisure  to  obey  them. 

But  the  cow  herself  did  not  present  the  least  imposing  feature  in 
this  picture  of  horror.  She  formed,  as  it  were,  the  harrier  between 
mortality  and  spirituality — all  beyond  herwas  horrible  and  spectral;  by 
her  fright  she  seemed  to  acknowledge  the  presence  of  a  preternatur^ 
being.  Her  tegs  were  stiff  and  extended,  her  tail  standing  out  like 
that  of  ao  angered  lion,  and  she  kept  a  continued  strain  upon  the  hal- 
ter with  whidi  she  was  tethered  to  a  ring4>olt  in  the  ship  s  side. 

By  this  time  several  of  the  ward-room  officers,  and  most  of  the 
midshipmen,  had  reached  the  scene  of  action.  Pistols  were  no  longer 
wanting,  and  loaded  ones  too.  Three  shots  were  fired  into  the  manger, 
with  what  aim  it  is  impossible  to  specify,  at  the  spectre.  They  did 
not  seem  to  annoy  his  ghostship  in  the  least;  without  an  indication  of 
his  beginning  to  grow  hungry,  might  be  deemed  so.  As  the  shot 
whistled  past  him,  he  worked  his  huge  and  fiery  jaws  most  rave- 
nously. 

"  Well,"  said  the  second  lieutenant,  "  let  us  give  the  gentleman 
another  shot,  and  then  come  to  close  quarters.  Mr.  Mitchell,  you 
have  a  pistol  in  your  hand:  fire  I" 
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"  In  the  aame  of  the  Holy  Trinity !"  said  the  BuperBdtious  first, 
"  there  I"  Bang  I  and  the  shot  took  effect  deep  in  the  loins  of  the 
unfortunate  cow. 

At  this  precise  moment,  CapUun  the  Honourable  Augustus  Fitzroy 
Fitzalban  rushed  irom  his  cabin  forward,  attired  in  a  rich  flowered 
silk  momiDg-gowD,  in  which  scarlet  predominated,  He  held  a  pistol 
cocked  in  each  hand ;  and,  as  he  broke  through  the  crowd,  he  bellowed 
forth  lustily,  "  Where  's  the  ghost  I  let  me  see  the  ghost  I"  He  was 
soon  in  the  van  of  the  astonished  gazers ;  but,  disappointed  Fitzalban  I 
he  saw  no  ghost,  because,  as  the  man  says  in  the  Critic,  "  'twas  not 
in  UKht."' 

Immediately  the  honourable  captain  had  gained  his  station,  the 
much  wronged  and  persecuted  cow,  galled  by  her  wound,  with  a 
miHrtal  effort  snapped  the  rope  with  which  she  was  fastened,  and  then 
lowering  her  homed  head  nearly  level  with  the  deck,  and  flourishing 
her  tail  afler  the  manner  that  an  Irishman  flourishes  his  shillelagh 
before  he  commences  occipital  operations,  she  rushed  upon  the 
crowded  phalanx  before  her.  At  this  instant,  as  if  its  superaataral 
mission  had  been  completed,  the  spirit  vanished. 

The  ideal  having  decamped,  those  concerned  had  to  save  them- 
selves from  the  well  followed  up  assaults  of  the  real.  The  captain 
flew  before  the  pursuing  horns,  d — ning  the  cow  in  all  the  varieties 
of  condemnation.  But  she  was  generous,  and  she  attached  herself  to 
him  with  an  unwonted,  or  rather  an  unwanted,  fidelity.  Lanterns 
were  crushed  and  men  overthrown,  and  laughter  now  arose  amidst 
the  shouts  of  disraav.  The  seamen  tried  to  impede  the  progress 
of  the  furious  animal  by  throwing  down  before  her  lashed-up  ham- 
mocks, and  by  seizing  her  behind  by  the  tail :  but,  woe  is  me  I  the 
Honourable  the  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzalban  could  not  run  so 
ftst  in  his  variegated  and  scarlet  flowered  silk  dressing-gown  as  a 
cow  in  the  agonies  of  death ;  for  he  had  just  reached  that  asylum 
of  safety,  his  cabin-door,  when  the  cow  took  him  up  very  carefully 
with  her  horns,  and  first  giving  him  a  monitory  shake,  then  with 
an  inclination  to  port,  she  tossed  him  right  over  the  ward-room  sky- 
light, and  deposited  him  very  gingerly  in  the  turtle-tub  that  stood 
l^bed  on  the  larboard  side  of  the  half-deck.  This  exertion  was  her 
last :  for  immediately  after  falling  upon  her  knees,  and  then  gently 
rolling  over,  to  use  an  Homeric  expression,  her  soul  issued  from 
her  wound,  and  soi^ht  the  shades  below  appropriated  to  the  souls 
of  cows. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  captain  was  sprawling  about,  and  contending 
with  his  turtle  for  room,  and  he  stooid  a  very  good  chance  of  being 
drowned  even  in  a  tub;  but  assistance  speedily  arriving,  he  was 
drawn  out,  and  thus  the  world  was  spared  a  second  tale  of  a  tub. 
But  there  was  something  in  the  spirit  of  the  aristocratic  Fitzalban 
that  neither  cows,  ghosts,  nor  turtle-haunted  water  could  subdue. 
Wet  as  he  was,  and  suffering  also  from  the  contusions  of  the  cow's 
horns,  he  immediately  ordered  more  light,  and  proceeded  to  search 
for  the  ghost, — prolific  parent  of  all  his  mishaps. 

Well  escorted  he  visited  the  manger,  hut  the  most  scrutinising 
search  could  discover  nothing  extraordinary.  The  place  seemed 
to  have  been  undisturbed,  nor  once  to  have  departed  from  Its  usual 
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tolitaiiness  and  dirt.  There  w&s  not  even  so  mucb  ai  a  smell 
of  Bu)phur  on  the  spot  where  the  spectre  had  tuipeared,  nor  were 
there  any  signs  of  wet,  which,  supposing  the  thing  seen  had  been 
a  real  animal,  would  have  been  the  case,  had  it  come  from  the 
iea  through  one  of  the  hawse-holes.  The  whole  affair  was  involved 
io  the  most  profound  tnyttery.  The  htHiourable  captain,  therefore, 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  nothing  whatever  had  appeared,  and 
that  the  whole  was  the  creation  of  cowardice- 
Hot  with  rage  and  agueish  with  cold,  he  retired  to  his  cabin, 
Towing  all  manner  of  impossible  vengeance,  muttering  about  court- 
martials,  and  solemnly  protesting  that  Mr.  Mitchell,  the  first  lieu- 
tenant,  should  pay  him  for  the  cow  that  he  bad  so  wantonly  shot. 

Blank  were  the  countenances  of  many  the  next  morning.  The 
first  lieutenant  was  not,  as  usual,  asked  to  breakfast.  There  waa 
distrust  and  division  in  his  Majesty's  ship  Neenia,  and  the  Honour- 
able the  Captain  Augustus  Fitzroy  Fitzaiban  had  several  severe  con- 
tusioas  on  his  noble  person,  a  bad  cold,  and  no  milk  for  breakfast ; 
an  accumulation  of  evils  that  one  of  the  aristocracy  ought  not 
to  be  obliged  to  bear.  Though  Mr.  Mitchell  did  not  breakfast 
with  the  captain,  Jack  Small,  alias  Small  Jack,  alias  Mr.  Littlejohn, 
did.  The  only  attempt  of  the  captain  that  morning  at  conversation 
was  a*  follows.  Wi^  a  voice  that  croaked  like  a  raven's  at  the 
point  of  death,  evidence  exitmt  of  an  abominable  sore-throat,  the 
captain  merely  said  to  the  reefer,  pointing  his  fore-finger  down< 
wards  as  he  did  the  day  before,  "Miik  f 

Mr.  Litdejohn  shook  his  head  dolefully,  and  replied,  "  No,  sir." 
"My  cow  died  last  night,"  said  the  afflicted  commander  with  a 
pathos  that  would  have  wrung  the  heart  of  a  stone  statue — if  it 
could  have  heard  it. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  the  steward,  "  Mr.  Mitchell  sends  hit 
compliments,  and  would  be  very  glad  to  know  what  you  would  have 
done  with  the  dead  cow." — "  My  compliments  to  Mr.  Mitchell  and 
Ae  may  do  whatever  he  likes  with  it  He  shot  it,  and  must  pay 
me  for  it :  let  him  eat  it  if  he  will." 

The  first  lieutenant  and  the  captain  were,  after  this,  not  on 
speaking  terms  for  three  months.  Several  duels  had  very  nearly 
been  fought  about  the  ghost;  those  who  had  not  seen  it,  branding 
those  who  had  with  an  imputation  only  a  little  short  of  cowardice  ; 
those  who  had  se»i  it,  becoming  for  a  few  weeks  very  religious, 
and  firmly  resolving  henceforward  to  get  drunk  only  in  pious  com- 
pany. The  carcase  of  the  cow  was  properly  dressed  and  cut  up, 
but  few  were  found  who  would  eat  of  it ;  liie  majority  of  the  sea- 
men thinking  that  the  animal  had  been  bewitched  :  the  captain  of 
course  would  take  none  of  it  unless  Mr.  Mitchell  would  permit 
him  to  pay  him  Ibr  it  at  so  much  per  pound,  as  he  pertinaciously 
m«tended  to  consider  it  to  be  the  property  of  the  first  lieutenant. 
Consequently,  the  animal  was  nearly  shared  between  the  midship- 
men's berth  and  the  mess  of  which  Joseph  Grummet,  the  captain 
of  the  waist,  was  an  unworthy  member. 

The  day  following  the  death  of  the  cow,  Joseph  Grummet  was 
found  loitering  about  the  door  of  the  young  gentlemen's  berth. 
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"  Any  mi  Ik  to-morrow,  Joseph?"  gaid  the  caterer— "  No,  sir," 
with  a  most  sensible  ahake  of  tiie  head. 

"  Oh  !— the  cow  baa  given  up  the  ghost  1" — "  Atd  somebodj/  else 
too  f"  This  simple  expreasion  aeemed  to  have  much  relieved  Joe's 
overcharged  bosom :  be  turned  bii  quid  in  his  mouth  with  evident 
satisfaction,  grinned,  and  was  shortly  after  lost  in  the  darkness  for- 
ward. 


There  never  yet  was  a  ghost  story  that  did  not  prove  a  very  sim- 
ple affair  when  the  key  to  it  was  found.  The  captain  of  the  Nenia 
never  would  believe  that  anything  uncommon  was  ever  seen  at  all. 
He  was,  however,  as  much  in  the  wrong  as  those  who  believed  that 
they  had  seen  a  ghost  The  occurrence  could  not  be  forgotten, 
though  it  ceased  to  be  talked  of. 

Two  years  aAer  the  ship  came  to  England,  and  was  paid  off.  Jo- 
seph Grummet  ba^ed  his  notes  and  his  sovereigns  with  much  satis- 
&ction  ;  but  he  did  not  jump  like  a  fool  into  the  first  boat,  and  rush 
ashore  to  scatter  his  hartl-eamed  wages  among  Jews,  and  people  stdl 
worse :  he  stayed  till  the  last  man,  and  anxiously  watched  for  the 
moment  when  the  pennant  should  be  hauled  down.  When  he  saw 
this  fairly  done,  he  asked  leave  to  speak  to  the  captain.  He  was 
ushered  into  the  cabin,  and  he  there  saw  many  of  the  officers  who 
were  taking  leave  of  their  old  commander. 

"  Well,  Grummet,"  said  the  skipper,  "  what  now  ?" 

"  Please  your  honour,  you  offered  five  guineas  to  anybody  who 
would  tell  you  who  milked  the  cow." 

"  And  so  I  will  gladly,"  said  the  captain,  pleasantly,  "  if  the  same 
person  will  unravel  the  mystery  of  the  ehost."  And  he  turned  a 
triumphant  look  upon  the  believers  in  spirits  who  stood  around  him. 

"  I  milked  your  cow,  sir." 

"  Ah  I  Joseph,  Joseph  I  it  was  unkindly  done.  But  with  your 
hands  P" — "  We  widened  a  pair  of  Mr.  Littlejohn's  kid-gloves,  sir." 

■■  I  knew  that  little  rascal  was  at  the  bottom  m  it !  but  there  is 
honour  in  the  midshipmen's  berth  still.  What  is  the  reason  that 
they  thus  sought  to  deprive  me  of  my  property  ?"— "  You  wouldn't 
allow  them  to  take  any  live  stock  on  board  that  cruise,  sir." 

"  So — BO — wild  justice,  hey  ?  But  come  to  the  ghost." — "  Why, 
Mr,  I  wanted  to  have  the  cow  unwatched  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
every  middle  watch  ;  so  I  took  the  shark's  head  we  had  caught  a  day 
or  two  before,  scraped  off  most  of  the  flesh,  and  whipped  it  in  a 
bread-bag, — it  shone  brighter  in  the  dark  than  stinking  mackerel ; — 
BO  I  whips  him  out  when  I  wants  hioi,  tmd  wabbles  his  jaws  about. 
I  was  safely  stowed  under  the  bowsprit  from  your  shot ;  and  when 
'our  honour  walked  in  on  one  side  of  the  manger,  I  walked,  with  my 
lead  under  my  arm,  out  of  the  other." 

"  Well,  Joseph,  there  are  your  five  guineas:  and,  gentlemen,"  said 
the  Honourable  the  Captain  Augustus  Htzroy  Fitsalban,  bowing  to 
bis  officers,  "  I  wish  you  joy  of  your  ghost !" 
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OLD   AGE   AND   YOUTH. 

BT  THOMAS   HATNBS   BATLV. 

Old  Age  sits  bent  oo  his  iron-grey  steed  ; 

Youut  rides  erect  on  his  courser  blade  t 
And  little  he  thiulu  in  his  reckless  speed 

Old  Age  comes  on,  in  the  Ten/  imne  tradt. 

And  on  Youth  goes,  with  his  cheek  like  the  rose, 
And  fats  radiant  eyes,  and  his  raven  hair ; 

And  his  laugh  betrays  bow  little  he  knows. 
Of  Aqk,  and  his  sure  companion  Carr. 

The  courser  blacV  is  put  to  his  speed, 
And  Age  plods  on,  in  a  quieter  way, 

And  little  Youth  thinks  that  the  iron-grey  steed 
Approaches  him  nearer,  every  day  ! 

Though  one  seems  strong  as  the  forest  tree. 
The  other  infirm,  and  wanting  breath ; 

Iftver  Youth  baffles  Old  Aob,  'twill  be 
By  rushiog  into  the  arms  of  Death  I 

On  his  courser  black,  away  Youth  goes. 
The  prosing  sage  may  rest  at  home  ; 

He  11  laugh  and  quaff,  for  well  he  knows 
That  years  must  pass  ere  Age  can  eome. 

And  unce  too  brief  are  the  daylight  hours 
For  those  who  would  laugh  their  lives  away  ; 

With  beaming  lamps,  and  mimic  flowers, 
He  '11  teach  the  night  to  mock  the  day  I 

Again  he  'U  laugh,  again  he  'II  feast. 

His  lagging  foe  he  'II  still  deride. 
Until  —  when  he  expects  him  least — 

Old  Age  and  he  stand  side  by  side  I 

He  then  looks  into  his  toilet-glass, 

And  sees  Old  Age  reflected  there  I 
He  cries,  "  Alas !  how  quickly  pass 

Bright  eyes,  and  bloom,  and  raren  hair  I" 

The  lord  of  the  courser  black,  must  ride 
On  the  iron-grey  steed,  sedate  and  slow  t 

And  thus  to  him  who  his  power  defied. 
Old  Age  must  come  like  a  conquering  foe. 

Had  the  prosing  sage  not  preacfa'd  in  vain. 
Had  Youth  not  written  his  words  on  sand. 

Had  he  early  paused,  and  given  the  rein 
Of  his  courser  black  to  a  steadier  hand; 

Oh  I  just  as  gay  might  his  days  have  been, 

Though  mirUi  with  graver  thoughts  might  blend ; 

And  when  at  his  aide  Old  Age  was  seen. 
He  had  been  hul'd  as  a  timely  friend. 
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AN   EVENING   OF  VISITS. 

BT  J.   PEMIHORE  COOPER,   AUTHOR  OF  "THE  PILOT." 

I  HAVE  had  an  odd  pleasure  in  driving  from  one  house  to 
another  on  particular  evenings,  in  order  to  produce  as  strong 
contrasts  as  my  limited  visiting  list  will  afford.  Having  a 
fair  opportunity  a  few  nights  since,  in  consequence  of  two  or 
three  invitations  coming  in  for  the  evening  on  which  several 
houses  where  I  occasionally  called  were  opened,  I  determined  to 
make  a  night  of  it,  in  order  to  note  the  effect.     As  A  did 

not  know  several  of  the  people,  I  went  alone,  and  you  may  pos- 
sibly be  amused  with  an  account  of  my  adventures :  they  shall 
be  told. 

In  the  6rst  place  I  had  to  dress,  in  order  to  go  to  dinner  at 
a  house  that  I  nad  never  entered,  and  with  a  family  of  which  I 
had  never  seen  a  soul.  These  are  incidents  which  frequently 
come  over  a  stranger,  and,  at  first,  were  not  a  little  awliwara, 
but  use  hardens  us  to  much  greater  misfortunes.  At  six,  then, 
I  stepped  punctually  into  my  coupi,  and  gave  Charles  the  ne- 
cessary number  and  street.  1  ought  to  tell  you  that  the  invita- 
tion had  come  a  few  days  before,  and,  in  a  fit  of  curiosity,  I 
had  accepted  it,  and  sent  a  card,  without  having  the  least  idea 
who  my  host  and  hostess  were,  beyond  their  names.  There 
was  something  piquant  in  this  ignorance,  and  I  had  almost 
made  up  my  mind  to  go  in  the  same  mysterious  manner,  leav- 
ing all  to  events,  when  happening  in  an  idle  moment  to  ask  a 
lady  of  my  acquuntance,  and  for  whom  I  have  a  great  respect, 

if  she  knew  a  Madame  de ,  to  my  surprise  her  answer  was, 

"  Most  certainly — she  is  my  cousin,  and  you  are  to  dine  there 
to-morrow."  I  said  no  more,  though  this  satisfied  me  that  my 
hosts  were  people  of  some  standing.  While  driving  to  their 
hotel,  it  struck  me,  under  all  the  circumstances,  it  might  be 
well  to  know  more  of  them ;  and  I  stopped  at  the  gate  of  a 
female  friend  who  knows  everybody,  and  who  I  was  certain 
would  receive  me  even  at  that  unseasonable  hour.  I  was  ad- 
mitted, explained  my  errand,  and  inquired  if  she  knew  a  M.  de 

.     "  Quelle  question  !"  she  exclaimed  ;  "  M.  de  est 

Chancelier  de  la  France  V    Absurd,  and  even  awkward,  as  it 
might  have  proved  but  for  this  lucky  thought,  I  should  have  , 
dined  with  the  French  Lord  High  Chancellor  without  having 
the  smallest  suspicion  who  he  was ! 

The  hotel  was  a  fine  one,  though  the  apartment  was  merdy 
good ;  and  the  reception,  service,  and  general  style  of  the  house 
were  so  simple,  that  neither  would  hare  awakened  the  least  sus- 
picion of  the  importance  of  my  hosts.  The  party  was  small,  and 
the  dinner  modest.  I  found  the  Chaneeiier  a  grave  dignified 
man,  a  little  curious  on  the  subject  of  America ;  and  his  wife, 
apparently  a  woman  of  great  good  sense,  and,  I  should  think, 
ta  a  good  deal  of  attainment.     Every  thing  weat  off  in  the 
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qineteat  nuuiner  posaible,  and  I  was  eorry  when  it  was  time 
to  go. 

From  this  dinner  I  drove  to  the  hotel  of  the  Marquis  de 
Marbois,  to  pay  a  visit  of  digesti<m.  M.  de  Marhois  retires 
so  early  on  account  of  his  great  age,  that  one  is  oblured  to  be 
punctual,  or  he  will  find  the  gate  locked  at  nine.  The  com- 
pany had  got  back  into  the  drawing-room ;  and  as  the  last  week's 
guests  were  mostly  there,  as  well  as  those  who  had  just  left  the 
table,  there  might  have  been  thirty  people  present,  all  of  whom 
were  men,  but  two.  One  of  the  ladies  was  Madame  de  Souza, 
known  in  French  literature  as  the  writer  of  several  clever  novels 
of  society.  In  the  drawing-room  were  grouped  in  clusters  the 
Grand  Referendary,  M.  Cuvier,  M.  Daru,  M.  Villemaio,  M.  de 
Plaisance,  Mr.  Brown,  and  many  others  of  note.  There  seemed 
to  be  something  ic  the  wind,  as  the  conversation  was  in  low  con- 
fidential whispers,  attended  by  divers  ominous  shrugs.  This 
tx}uld  only  be  politics;  and,  watching  an  opportunity,  I  ques- 
tioned an  acquaintance.  The  fact  was  really  so.  The  appointed 
hour  bad  come,  and  the  ministry  of  M.  de  Vill^le  was  in  (he 
agony.  The  elections  had  not  been  ^vourable,  and  it  was  expe- 
dient to  make  an  attempt  to  reach  the  old  end  by  what  is  called  a 
tieu  combination.  It  is  necessary  to  understand  the  general 
influence  of  political  intrigues  on  certain  c6teriet  of  Paris,  to 
appreciate  the  effect  of  this  intelligence  on  a  drawing-room  filled 
lilce  this,  with  men  who  bad  been  actors  in  the  principal  events 
of  France  for  forty  years.  The  najfie  of  M.  Cuvier  was  even 
mentioned  as  one  of^  the  new  ministers.  Comte  Roy  was  also 
named  as  likely  to  be  the  new  premier.  I  was  told  that  this 
gentleman  was  one  of  the  greatest  landed  proprietors  of  France, 
his  estates  being  valued  at  four  millions  of  dollars.  The  fact 
is  curious,  as  showing,  not  on  vulgar  rumour,  but  from  a  re- 
spectable source,  what  is  deemed  a  first-rate  landed  property 
in  this  country.  It  is  certainly  no  merit,  nor  do  I  believe  it  is 
any  very  great  advantage ;  but  I  think  we  might  materially 
beat  this,  even  in  America.  The  company  soon  separated,  and 
I  retired. 

From  the  Place  de  la  Madeleine  I  drove  to  a  house  near  the 
Carrousel,  where  I  had  been  invited  to  step  in,  in  the  course 
of  the  evening.  All  the  buildings  that  remain  within  the  in- 
tended parallelogram,  which  will  some  day  make  this  spot  one 
of  the  finest  squares  in  the  world,  have  been  bought  by  the 

fovemraent,  or  nearly  so,  with  the  intent  to  have  them  pulled 
own  at  a  proper  time;  and  the  court  bestows  lodgings,  ad 

interim,  among  them,  on  its  favourites.     Madame  de was 

one  of  these  favoured  persons,  and  she  occupies  a  small  apart- 
ment in  the  third  story  of  one  of  these  houses.  The  rooms 
were  neat  and  well  arranged,  but  small.  Probably  the  largest 
does  not  exceed  fifteen  feet  square.  The  approach  to  a  Paris 
lodging  is  usually  either  very  good  or  very  oad.     In  the  new 
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buildings  may  be  found  some  of  the  medicxritv  of  the  new  order 
of  things ;  but  in  all  those  which  were  erectea  previously  to  the 
Revolution,  there  is  nothing  but  extremes  in  this  as  in  most  other 
things,  —  great  luxury  and  el^ance,  or  great  meanness  and 
discomfort.  The  house  of  Madame  de  '  ■  happens  to  be  of 
the  latter  class ;  and  although  all  the  disagreeables  have  dis- 
appeared from  her  own  rooms,  one  is  compelled  to  climb  up 
to  them  through  a  dark  well  of  a  staircase,  by  flights  of  ste[» 
not  much  better  than  those  we  use  in  our  stables.  You  have  no 
notion  of  such  staircases  as  those  I  had  just  descended  in  the  ho- 
tels of  the  Chancelier  and  the  Premier  President  ;•  nor  have  we 
any  just  idea,  as  connected  with  respectable  dwellings,  of  these 

I   had   now  to  clamber  up.     M.  de  is  a  man  of  talents 

and  great  respectability,  and  his  wife  is  exceedingly  clever,  but 
they  are  not  rich.  He  is  a  professor,  and  she  is  an  artist.  Af- 
ter having.passed  so  much  of  my  youth  on  top-gallant-yards, 
and  in  becketting  royals,  you  are  not  to  suppose,  however,  t 
had  any  great  difficulty  in  getting  up  these  stairs,  narrow, 
steep,  and  winding  as  they  were. 

We  are  now  at  the  door,  and  I  have  rung.  On  whom  do 
you  imagine  the  curtain  will  rise  P  On  a  reunion  of  philo- 
sophers come  to  discuss  questions  in  botany  with  M,  de , 

or  on  artists  assembled  to  talk  over  the  troubles  of  their  pro- 
fession with  his  wife  P     The  door  opens,  and  I  enter. 

The  little  drawing-room  was  crowded ;  chiefly  with  men.  Two 
card-tables  were  set,  and  at  one  I  recognised  a  party,  in  which 
were  three  dukes  of  the  vieille  cour,  with  M.  de  Duras  at  their 
bead !  The  rest  of  the  company  was  a  little  more  mixed  ;  but,  on 
the  whole,  it  savoured  strongly  of  Goblentz  and  the  imigration. 
This  was  more  truly  French  than  anything  I  had  yet  stumbled 
on.  One  or  two  of  the  grandees  looked  at  me  as  if,  better 
informed  than  Scott,  they  knew  that  General  La  Fayette  bad 
not  gone  to  America  to  live.  Some  of  these  gentlemen  certainly 
do  not  love  us ;  but  I  had  cut  out  too  much  work  for  the 
night  to  stay  aifd  return  the  big   looks  of  even  dukes,  and, 

watching  an  opportunity  when  the  eyes  of  Madame  de  

were  another  way,  I  stole  out  of  the  room. 

Charles  now  took  his  orders,  and  we  drove  down  into  the 
heart  of  the  town,  somewhere  near  the  general  post-oflice,  or 
into  those  mazes  of  streets  that  near  two  years  of  practice  have 
not  yet  taught  me  to  thread.  We  entered  the  court  of  a  large 
hotel  that  was  brilliantly  lighted  ;  and  I  ascended,  by  a  noble 
flight  of  steps,  to  the  first  floor.  Ante-chambers  communicated 
with  a  magnificent  saloon,  which  appeared  to  be  near  forty  feet 
Bouare.  The  ceilings  were  lofty,  ana  the  walls  were  ornamented 
with  military  trophies,  beautifully  designed,  and  which  had  the 
air  of  being  embossed  and  gilded.  I  had  got  into  the  hotel  of 
one  of  Napoleon^B  marshals,  you  will  say,  or  at  least  into  one  of 
*  M.  dc  Mubob  wu  the  fint  president  of  the  Court  of  AccouiiU. 
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a  marshal  of  the  old  rigime.  The  latter  conjecture  may  be 
true,  but  the  house  is  now  inhabited  by  a  great  woollen  manu* 
facturer,  whom  the  events  of  the  day  have  thrown  into  the  pre- 
sCTce  of  all  these  military  embtems.  I  found  the  worthy  indus- 
trial surrounded  by  a  group,  composed  of  men  of  his  own 
sump,  eagerly  discussing  the  recent  changes  In  the  government. 
The  women,  of  whom  there  might  hare  been  a  dozen,  were 
ranged,  like  a  n^lected  parterre,  along  the  opposite  aide  of  the 
room.  I  paid  my  compumentB,  stayed  a  few  minutes,  and  stole 
away  to  the  next  engagement. 

We  had  now  to  go  to  a  little  retired  house  on  the  Champs 
Elys^ea.  There  were  only  three  or  four  carriages  befOTe  the 
door,  and  on  ascending  to  a  small,  but  very  neat  apartment,  I 
found  some  twenty  people  collected.  The  mistress  of  the  house 
was  UQ  English  lady,  single,  of  a  certain  age,  and  a  daughter  of 
the  Karl  of  — <—,  who  was  once  governor  of  New  York-  Here 
was  a  very  different  set :  one  or  two  ladies  of  the  old  cotirt, 
women  of  elegant  manners,  and  seemingly  of  good  information ; 
several  Engbsh  women,  pretty,  quiet,  and  clever ;  besidea  a 
dozen  men  of  different  nations.  This  was  one  of  those  little 
rianiont  that  are  so  common  in  Paris  among  the  foreigners,  in 
which  a  small  infusion  of  French  serves  to  leaven  a  considerable 
batch  of  human  beings  from  other  parts  of  the  world.  As  it  is 
alw^  a  rdief  to-  me  to  speak  my  own  language,  after  being  a 
moa  while  amcmg  foreigners,  I  stayed  an  hour  at  this  housei 
In  the  course  of  the  evening  an  Irishman  of  great  wit  and  of  ex- 
qoidte  humour,  one  of  the  paragons  of  the  age  in  his  way,  oanw 
io.  In  the  course  of  conversation,  this  gentleman,  who  is  Ae 
pK^etor  of  an  Irish  estate,  and  a  Catholic,  told  me  of  an  atro- 
city in  the  laws  of  his  country  of  which  until  then  I  was  igno- 
rant. It  seems  that  any  younger  brother,  or  next  heir,  might 
claim  the  estate  by  turning  Protestant,  or  drive  the  incumbent 
to  the  same  act.  I  was  rejoiced  to  hear  that  there  was  hardly 
an  instance  of  such  profligacy  known.*  To  what  baseness  will 
not  the  struggle  for  political  ascendancy  urge  us  ! 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Mr. ,  the  Irish  gentleman, 

gravely  introduced  me  to  a  Sir  James ,  adding,  with  per- 
fect gravity,  '*  a  gentleman  whose  father  humbugged  the  Pope — ■ 
hombugged  infambility."  One  could  not  but  be  amused  with 
such  an  introduction,  urged  in  a  way  so  infinitely  droll,  and  I 
ventured,  at  a  proper  moment,  to  ask  an  explanation,  which, 
unless  I  wa«  also  humbugged,  was  as  follows. 

Among  the  dttenus  in  1804  waa  Sir  William ,  the  father 

of  Sir  James  ,  the  person  in  question.  Taking  advan- 
tage of  the  presence  of  the  Pope  at  Paris,  he  is  said  to 
have  called  on  the  good-hearted  Pius,  with  great  concern  of 
manner,  to  state  his  case.  He  had  left  his  sons  in  England, 
and  through  his  absence  they  had  fallen  under  the  care  of  two 
*  I  bcHen  this  inftmotM  law,  kowerer,  hu  been  Kpealcd. 
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Fregbyterian  sunts ;  as  a  father  he  was  naturally  anxioua  to 
rescue  them  from  this  periloue  gituation.  "  Nov,  Pius,™  con^ 
nued  my  merry  informant,  '*  quite  miturally  supposed  that  all 
this  solicitude  was  in  behalf  of  two  orthodox  Catnolic  souls,  and 
he  got  permission  Irom  Napoleon  for  the  return  of  so  good  a 
father  to  his  own  country, — never  dreaming  that  the  conversion 
of  the  boys,  if  it  ever  took  place,  would  only  be  from  the  Pro- 
testant Episcopal  Church  of  England  to  that  of  Calvin ;  or  a 
rescue  from  one  of  the  devil's  furnaces  to  pop  them  into  an- 
other," I  laughed  at  this  story,  I  suppose  with  a  little  incre- 
dulity ;  but  my  Irish  friend  insisted  on  its  truth,  ending  the 
conversation  with  a  significant  nod.  Catholic  as  he  was,  and 
saying — "  humbugged  infallibility  !" 

By  this  time  it  was  eleven  o'clock ;  and  as  I  am  obliged  to 
keep  reasonable  hours,  it  was  time  to  go  to  the  party  of  the 

evening.     Count  ■-  ■—,  of  the Legation,  gave  a  great  ball. 

My  carriage  entered  the  line  at  the  distance  of  near  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  from  the  hotel ;  gensdermes  being  actively  employed  in 
keeping  us  all  in  our  places.  It  was  half  an  hour  before  I  was 
set  down,  and  the  quadrilles  were  in  full  motion  when  I  en- 
tered. It  was  a  brilliant  affair, — much  the  most  so,  I  have  ever 
yet  witaessed  in  a  private  house.  Some  said  there  were  fifteen 
hundred  people  present.  The  number  seems  iacredihle ;  and  yet, 
when  one  cornea  to  calculate,  it  may  be  so.  As  I  got  into  my 
carriage  to  go  away,  Charles  informed  me  that  the  people  at  the 
gates  affirm  that  more  than  six  hundred  carriages  had  entered 
the  court  that  evening.  By  allowing  an  average  of  little  more 
than  two  to  each  vehicle,  we  get  the  number  mentioned. 

I  do  not  know  exactly  how  many  rooms  were  opened  on  this 
occasion,  hut  I  should  think  there  were  fully  a  dozen.  Two  or 
three  were  very  large  salons :  and  the  one  in  the  centre,  which 
was  almost  at  fever  heat,  had  crimson  hangings,  by  way  of 
cooling  one.  I  have  never  witnessed  dancing  at  all  comparable 
to  that  of  the  quadrilles  of  this  evening.  Usually  there  is  either 
too  much  or  too  little  of  the  dancing-master,  but  on  this  occasion 
evCTy  one  seemed  inspired  with  a  love  of  the  art.  It  was  a 
beautiful  sight  to  see  a  hundred  charming  young  women,  of  the 
firstfamilies  of  Europe, — for  they  were  there,  of  aU  nations,  dress- 
ed with  the  simple  elegance  that  is  so  becoming  to  the  young  of 
the  sex,  and  which  is  never  departed  from  here  until  after  mar- 
riage,— moving  in  perfect  time  to  delight^  music,  as  if  animated 
by  a  common  soul.  The  men,  too,  did  better  than  usual,  being 
less  lugubrious  and  mournful  than  our  sex  is  apt  to  be  in  dan- 
cing. I  do  not  know  how  it  is  in  private,  but  in  the  world,  at 
Paris,  every  young  woman  seems  to  have  a  good  mother ;  or,  at 
least,  one  capable  of  giving  her  both  a  good  tone  and  good 
taste. 

At  this  party  I  met  die  -■■■-,  an  intimate  friend  of  the  am- 
bassador,  and  one  who  also  honours  me  with  a  portion  of  her 
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frietidsbip.  Id  talkiDg  over  the  appearance  of  things,  she  told 
me  that  some  hundreds  of  applicatioju  for  invitatioTU  to  this 
ball  hod  been  made.  "  Applications !  I  cannot  conceive  of  such 
meanness.  In  what  manner  P"  "  Directly  j  by  note,  by  per. 
mnsl  intcrceMion  —  almost  by  tears.  Be  certain  of  it,  maoT 
hundreds  have  been  refused.^  In  America  we  hear  of  refusab 
to  go  to  balls,  but  we  have  not  yet  reached  the  pass  of  sending 

refusals  to  invite !     "  Do  you  see  Mademoiselle ,  dancing 

in  the  set  b^ore  you  P^  Sne  pointed  to  a  beautiful  French  pA 
whom  I  had  often  seen  at  her  house,  but  whose  family  was  in  a 
much  lower  station  in  society  than  herself.  "  Certainly ;  pray 
bow  came  the  here  P"  "  I  brought  her.  Her  mother  was  dying 
to  come,  too,  and  she  begged  me  to  get  an  invitation  for  her 
and  her  daughter ;  but  it  would  not  do  to  bring  the  mother  to 
such  a  place,  and  I  was  obliged  to  say  no  more  tickets  could  be 
issued.  I  wished,  however,  to  bring  the  daughter,  she  is  so 
pretty  ;  and  we  compromised  the  affair  in  that  way."  **  And  to 
this  the  mother  assented  !"  "  Assented  t  How  can  you  doubt 
it  ?  What  funny  American  notions  you  have  brought  with  you 
to  France!" 

1  got  some  droll  anecdotes  from  my  companion,  concerning  the 
ingredients  of  the  company  on  this  occasion,  for  she  could  be  as 
sarcastic  as  she  was  elegant.  A  young  woman  near  us,  attracted 
attention  by  a  loud  and  vulgar  manner  of  laughing.  "  Do  you 
know  that  lady  ?""  demanded  my  neighbour,  "  I  have  seen 
her  before,  but  scarcely  know  her  name."   "  She  is  the  daughter 

of  your  acquaintance,  the  Marquise  de ,"     "  Then  she  is, 

or  was,  a  Mademoiselle  de  ."     "  She  is  not,  nor  properly 

ever  was,  a  Mademoiselle  de .  In  the  Revolution  the  Marquis 

was  imprisoned  by  you  wicked  republicans,  and  the  Marquise 
fled  to  England,  wnence  she  returned,  after  an  absence  of  three 
years,  bringing  vrith  her  this  young  lady,  then  an  infant  a  few 
months  old."  "  And  Monsieur  le  Marquis  P"  "  He  never  saw 
his  daughter,  having  be^i  beheaded  in  Paris,  about  a  year 
before  her  birth."     "  Quel  contre-tenu  r  "  N'ett-ce  pas  7" 

It  is  a  m^ncholy  admission,  but  it  is  no  less  true,  that  good 
breeding  is  sometimes  quite  as  active  a  virtue  as  good  principles. 
How  many  more  of  the  company  present  were  bom  about  a  year 
after  their  fathers  were  beheaded,  I  have  no  means  of  knowing, 
but  had  it  been  the  case  with  all  of  them,  the  company  would 
have  been  of  as  elegant  demeanour,  and  of  much  more  retenue  of 
deportment,  than  we  are  accustomed  to  see,  I  will  not  say  in 
good,  but  certainly  in  general  society,  at  home.  One  of  the 
consequences  of  good  br^ding  is  also  a  disinclination,  positively 
a  distaste,  to  pry  into  the  private  afTairs  of  others.  The  little 
specimen  to  the  contrary,  just  named,  was  rather  an  exception, 
owing  to  the  character  of  the  individual,  and  to  the  indiscretion 
of  the  young  lady  in  laughing  too  loud ;  and  then  the  affair  of  a 
biitb  BO  very  posthumous  was  rather  too  patent  to  escape  all 
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My  friend  vas  in  a  gossiping  mood  this  evening,  and,  a«  she 
was  well  turned  of  fifty,  I  venti^ed  to  continue,  the  convenatioo. 
.As  some  of  the  liaiiom  which  exist  here,  must  he  novd  to  you,  I 
shall  mention  one  or  two  more. 

A  Madame  de  J passed  us,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  M.  de 

C— — ■  -■  1  knew  the  former,  who  was  a  widow  ;  had  frequently 
visited  her,  and  had  been   surprised  at   the  intimacy  which 

existed  between  her,  and  M.  de  C ,  who  always  appeared 

quite  at  home  in  her  houae.  I  ventured  to  ask  my  neighbour  if 
Uie  gentleman  were  the  broths  of  the  lady.  "  Her  brother  t  It 
is  to  be  hoped  not,  as  he  is  htx  husband."  "  Why  does  she  not 
bear  his  name,  if  that  be  the  case  ?^  "  Because  her  first  husband 
is  of  a  more  illustrious  family  than  her  second ;  and  then  there 
are  some  difficulties  on  the  score  of  fortune..  No,  no.  These 
people  are  bond  fide  tnarried.  TVitrz— do  you  see  that  gentle- 
man who  is  standing  bo  assiduously  near  the  chair  of.  Madame 
de  S  ■  ?  He  who  is  aU  attention  and  smiles  to  the  lady  f" 
"  Certainly :  his  politeness  is   even   affectionate.'"     "  Well,  it 

ought  to  he,  for  it  is  M.  de  S ,  her  husband."     *'  They  are  a 

happy  couple,  then."  "  Hora  de  doute ,-  he  meets  htx  at  toiriet 
and  balls ;  is  the  pink  of  politeness ;  puts  on  her  shawl ;  sees 
her  safe  into  h«  carriage,  and  — "  "  Then  they  drive  home 
together,  as  loving  as  Darby  and  Joan."     "  And  then  he  jumps 

kito  his  cabriolet,  and  drives  to  the  lodgings  of .     Bon  loir, 

monsieur ;  you  are  making  me  faU  into  the  vulgar  crime  of 

scandal.^ 

Now,  much  as  all  this  may  sound  like  iaventioD,  it  is  quite 
true  that  1  repeat  no  more  to  you  than  was  said  to  me,  and  no 
more  than  what  I  believe  to  be  the  fact.  As  respects  the  latter 
couple,  I  have  been  elsewhere  told  that  they  literally  never  see 
each  other  except  in  public,  where  they  constantly  meet  as  the 
best  friends  in  the  world, 

I  was  lately  in  some  En^ish  society,  when  Lady  O bet  a 

pair  of  gloves  with  Lord  B that  he  had  not  seai  Lady 

K for  a  fortnight.    The  bet  was  won  by  the  gentleman,  who 

proved  satisfactoriTy  that  he  had  met  his  wife  at  a  dinner  party 
only  ten  days  before. 

After  all  I  have  told  you,  and  all  that  you  may  have  beard 
from  others,  I  am  nevertheless  inclined  to  believe  that  the  high 
sodety  of  Paris  is  quite  as  exemplary  as  that  of  any  other  large 
European  town.  If  we  are  any  better  oursdvea,  is  it  not  more 
owing  to  the  absence  of  t«nptation,  than  to  any  other  cause  P 
Put  large  garrisons  into  our  towns,  fill  the  streets  witJi  idlers 
who  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  render  themselves  agreeaUe,  and 
with  vomen  with  whom  dress  and  pleasure  are  the  prinoipal 
occupations,  and  then  let  us  see  what  Protestantism  and  lib^ty 
will  avail  us  in  this  particular.  The  intelligent  French  say  that 
their  society  is  improving  in  morals.  I  can  believe  this  assertion, 
of  which  I  think  there  is  sufGcieot  proof  by  comparing  the  present 
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with  the  past,  as  the  Utter  baa  been  described  to  us.  By  the 
past,  I  do  not  mean  the  period  of  the  Revolution,  when  vulgarity 
assisted  to  render  vice  still  more  odious  —  a  happy  union, 
perhaps,  for  those  who  were  to  follow, — but  the  days  of  the  old 
regime.  Chance  has  thrown  me  in  the  way  of  three  or  four  old 
dowagers  of  that  period,  nomen  of  high  rank,  and  still  in  the 
first  circles,  who,  amid  all  their  Jinesse  of  breeding,  and  ease  of 
manner,  have  had  a  moat  desperate  rouie  air  about  them:  Their 
very  laugh,  at  times,  has  seemed  replete  with  a  bold  levity  that 
was  as  magusting  as  it  was  unfeminine.  I  have  never,  in  any 
other  part  of  the  world,  seen  loose  sentiments  affickii,  with  more 
effrontery.     These  women    are  the  complete   antipodes  of  the 

quiet,  elegant  Princesse  de ,   who  was  at  Lady 's 

Uiis  evening ;  though  some  of  them  write  Princesses  on  their 
cards,  too. 

The  influence  of  a  court  must  be  great  on  the  morals  of  those 
who  live  in  its  purlieus.  Conversmg  with  the  Due  de  ■— -,  a 
roan  who  has  had  general  currency  in  the  best  society  of  Europe, 
OD  this  subject,  lie  said, — "  England  has  long  decried  our 
manners.  Previously  to  the  Revolution,  I  admit  they  were  bad ; 
perhaps  worse  than  her  own  ;  but  I  know  nothing  in  our  history 
so  bad  as  what  I  have  witnessed  in  England.  The  King  invited 
me  to  dine  at  Windsor.  I  found  every  one  in  the  drawing- 
room,  but  his  Majesty  and  Lady .  She  entered  but  a  mi- 
nute before  him,  like  a  queen.  Her  reception  was  that  of  a 
queen ;  young,  unmarried  females  kissed  her  hand.  Now,  all 
this  might  happen  in  France,  even  now ;  but  Louis  XV.  the 
most  dissolute  of  our  monarchs,  went  no  farther.  At  Windsor, 
I  saw  the  husband,  sons,  and  daughters  of  the  favourite,  in  the 
circle !    Le  pare  des  Cerfs  was  not  as  bad  as  this." 

"  And  yet,  M.  de ,  since  we  are  conversing  frankly,  listen 

to  what  1  witnessed,  but  the  other  day,  in  France.  You  know 
the  situation  of  things  at  St.  Ouen,  and  the  rumours  that  are  so 
rife.  We  had  the  file  Dieu  during  my  residence  there.  You, 
who  are  a  Catholic,  need  not  be  told  that  your  sect  believe  in  the 
doctrine  of  the  *  real  presence.'  There  was  a  reposoir  erected 
in  the  garden  of  the  chateau,  and  Ood,  in  person,  was  carried, 
with  r^i^us  pomp,  to  rest  in  the  bowers  of  the  ex-favourite. 
It  is  true,  the  husbuid  was  not  present :  he  was  only  in  the  pro- 
vinces t" 

**  The  influence  of  a  throne  makes  sad  parasites  and  hypo- 
crites," said  M.  de ,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"  And  the  influence  of  the  people,  too,  though  in  a  different 


way.     A  courtier  is  merely  a  wdl-dressed  demagogue.' 
"■  It  foQows,  then,  that  man  is  just  a  poor  devil." 
But  I  am  gossiping  away  with  you,  when   my  Abuiu< 

career  is  ended ;  and  it  is  time  I  went  to  bed.     Good  night 
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METROPOLITAN  MEN   OF  SCIENCE. 


The  author  of  the  exploits  of  Brown  Best  and  of  The  Admi- 
rable Crichlon  has  anaouneed  bis  intentioo  of  editing  "  The 
lAsms  of  London,^  a  task  of  no  ordinary  description ;  and  Boz 
hss  already  chronicled  the  slang,  humour,  peculiarities,  and 
vices  of  the  omnibus  cads  and  cab-drivers.  Pierce  Egan,  after 
uttering  a  vulgar  forgery  of  Life  in  London,  has  in  a  repentant 
fit  announced  himself  as  "  ^  Pilgrim  of  the  Thames;*'  and,  in 
abort,  the  wonders  of  this  wondrous  metropolis  are  drawn,  de- 
picted, coloured,  printed,  narrated,  represented,  in  every  pos- 
iible  shape  and  way  to  the  town  and  country  public.  All  this 
we  know :  but  we  know  more ;  we  know  that  there  are  the 
places,  the  scenes,  and  the  chanu^ters  to  be  visited,  and  con- 
templated, and  admired  in  town,  which  will  be  omitted  to  be 
noticed  by  any  of  our  pleasant  historians ;  but  which  are,  of  all 
others,  worthy  of  sincere  regard  and  periodical  immortality  !  In 
the  £ast,  according  to  the  ^ters  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tagu, the  comer  of  the  Kiosk  was  the  distinguished  place  of 
honour;  and  may  we  not  conduct  our  readers  to  comers  and 
by-places,  and  '*  show  their  eyes  and  grieve  their  hearts.^  We 
bave  for  some  time  felt  a  great  anxiety  to  exhibit  to  our  readers 
a  few  remarkable  features  of  society,  or  rather  to  introduce  them 
to  Those  who  are  connected  with  those  features.  All  know,  and 
yet  all  do  not  intimately  and  in  particular  know,  many  of  our 
great  scientific  humanists,  as  connected  with  particular  depart- 
ments of  our  precious  faces  or  heads ;  but  we  long,  we  thirst,  to 
be  the  chroniclerE  of 

Mr.  A.  and  the  eye, 

Mr.  B.  and  the  ear, 

Mr.  C.  and  the  nose, 

Mr.  D.  and  the  teeth, 
&c.  &c.  &c. 
Some  of  our  readers  will  think  we  are  about  to  public  the 
works  of  Head  in  the  usual  popular  monthly  series;  but  we  see 
no  reason  why  old  Burton  should  have  it  all  to  himself,  and  why 
a  pleasant  anatomy  (which  must  be  an  anatomy  of  pleasure) 
should  not  compete  with  the  Anatomy  of  Melancaoly  ! 

We  shall  at  once  begin  our  agreeable  task,  and  as  it  is  biting 
weather,  we  will  immediately  come  to  Mr.  D.  and  the  teeth,  than 
whom  a  more  amiable,  honourable,  or  generous  man,  or  a  more 
decisive  and  perfect  artist,  does  not  exist.  Persons  may  think 
that  his  abode  is  a  mere  place  where  drops  of  laudanum  are 
dropped  into  wretched  receptacles  of  pain ;  or  where  bits  of 
yellow  double  ivmry  are  lugged  out,  as  though  the  teeth  were 
dancing  the  hays  in  Hayes  Court.  No  such  thing  i  The  house 
is  a  poLue  !     The  man  is  a  magician  over  the  unruly  spirit  of 
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teeth  I  The  urangementfl  are  pleasant,  touching,  and  delightful ; 
and  the  operatiMiB  are  rare  and  fasoinating  Burprises,  wEich  no 
person  with  a  discoloured  concave,  or  suspicious  fang,  ought  to 
n^ect  i  What  a  mansion  !  What  an  arbst !  What  a  death> 
less  D.I 

I  do  not  know  when  I  have  experienced  more  of  ease  and 
pleasure  than  I  did  in  die  capacious  and  comfortable  ante~ 
room ;  for  I  hod,  to  speak  the  truth,  accompanied  a  friend 
who  had  the  tooth-ache,  and  I  saw  around  me,  various  respect- 
able objects  of  pang  and  pity,  who  were  about  to  have  that 
salutary  relief  given  to  them,  which  the  new  poor-law  has 
directed  to  other  poor  devils,  and  which  is  derived  from  their 
being  taken  into  tht  home!  One  by  one  was  beckoned  out 
by  tne  porter  to  the  relieving  officer,  and  nothing  could  be 
more  interesting  or  effective  than  the  departure  of  patient  after 
patient,  "  with  a  muffled  drum  "  for  a  headj  and  who,  as  soon  as 
the  door  closed,  wag  "  heard  no  more  of !""  What  luxury  marks 
this  apartment  I  The  handles  of  the  doors  are  a  complete  set 
of  ivones  j  and,  indeed,  the  whole  interior  is  one  scene  of  mingled 
splendour  and  comfort.  I^et  our  readers,  as  Brutus  Bays, 
'*  chev)  upon  this  V  A  large  table  stands  in  the  room,  covered 
with  every  work  that  the  imagination  can  devise,  for  the  amuse- 
ment and  satisfaction  of  the  attentive  reader.  The  students, 
however,  in  this  room,  are  not  so  steady  and  intent  over  their 
books  as  are  the  visitors  to  the  library  of  the  British  Museum ; 
but  they  snatch  a  little  agreeable  reading  by  fits  and  startE,  and 
take  up  a  very  tolerable  number  of  volumes  and  pamphlets,  and 
put  them  down  io  a  remarkably  short  compass  of  time.  The 
person  to  whom  the  selection  of  this  entertaining  librarv  has 
been  entrusted,  has  executed  his  task  with  discretion,  fidelity, 
and  spirit ;  and  we  were  pleased  to  notice,  as  we  jotted  down  in 
our  memorandum-book  the  names  of  the  most  attractive  of  the 
works,  how  much  he  had  endeavoured  to  collect  together,  pages 
that  should  tend  to  soothe,  beguile,  and  cheer  the  casual  visitor 
of  the  place.  First  we  had  "Paine's  Age  of  Remon" — a  book 
calculated  for  those  in  whom  pain  and  reason  are  bo  invariably 
connected.  Then  we  had  "  Sass's  Drawings  of  the  Human  Fi- 
gure ;"  "  The  Sufferings  of  the  Early  Martyrs ;"  "  History  of 
the  Inquisition,  with  Prints  of  the  Screws  and  Instruments 
of  Torture;"  "  Lardner  on  the  Lever ;"  "  Coulson  on  Distor- 
tions, &c"  "Tracts  on  Tumours;"  "Montgomery's  Omni, 
presence;"  "  Five  Minutes'  Advice  on  the  Care  of  the  Teeth ;" 
"  The  Lancet ;"  and  "  Elegant  Extracts.'"  There  is  no  refresh- 
ment ready  in  tkii  room,  except  that  which  is  derived  by 
the  person  who  comes  to  have  his  or  her  teeth  "  looked  at,"  con- 
templating a  near  chair-neighbour  who  is  about  to  part  with 
one  of  those  useful  inmates,  which,  like  all  other  aomestics, 
get  troublesome  as  they  get  older,  and  finally  lose  their  places 
from  becoming  in  themsdves  perfectly  unbearable  !     The  pas- 
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■ages  and  galleries  ««  ma^ificent — ^lows  of  pillars  of  the  Ttu- 
ean  order  are  in  even  sets,  and  in  perfect  order  and  keeping  I 
On  the  staircase,  which  is  of  marble,  stands  a  superb  doA, 
which  throbs  the  time  very  awfully ;  and  the  suite  of  rooms 
on  the  first  floor  is,  as  the  visitors  cannot  but  admit,  of  the 
most  costly  order.  Refreshments  are  here  constantly  spread  be- 
fore the  bngerer,  tempting  those  (who  have  not  had  a  wink  of 
Bleep  for  weeks)  to  eat  and  enjoy  themselves.  In  this  house 
one  thing  is  remarkable,  and  1  think  it  tends  to  confuse  the 
mind,  —  "the  drawing-room"  is  on  the  ground-floor!  Here 
the  soothing  sorcerer  over  anguish  and  horror — recdves  his 
visitors ;  and  here,  indeed,  he  sees  company  in  due  state.  I 
merely  look  a  f^mpse  at  this  room,  which  was  by  no  means 
so  provocative  of  curiosity  to  me  as  was  the  blue  chamber  to  that 
of  FatimaV 

A  tew  menu  must  close  this  weak  and  impotent  description  : 
— a  few  recoQectioDS  snatched  amidst  the  fascination  of  tbe 
whole  place!  We  observed  that  the  mode  in  which  our  ar>- 
tist  expelled  a  troublesome  double  enemy  put  an  end  to  the 
usual  interpretation  of  Zanga^  famous  exclamation, 
"  The  flesh  aitt  follow  wliere  the  piDCera  tear  I" 
The  pincen  might  be  used,  but  the  flesh  did  not  follow, — tbe 
^e-tootb  came  out  as  clean  as  a  smelt.  Mr-  D,  had  seve- 
ral  pictures  in  enamel,  which  were  much  to  be  valued;  and 
he  bad  in  his  hall  a  portrait  by  the  late  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  of 
Mr.  Cartwright — and  likenesses  by  H.  B.  in  one  of  his  closets, 
of  Howard,  Imrie,  Sanfotd,  Chtrke,  Jones,  Parkinson,  Hayes, 
^'SS^'  ^^^^rs,  &c.  &c.  which  are  allowed  to  be,  by  all  ob- 
servers, admirable  works  of  art.  There  is  a  slight  attempt  at 
Mallan  in  mineral  succedaneum,  which '  appears  to  be  falling 
away — we  will  not  say  decaying. ' 

One  nuisance  there  is,  and  we  cannot  as  honest  historians 
pass  it  overj  the  street,  in  which  our  D.  lives,  is  disturbed, 
distracted,  by  an  excess  of  music,  amounting,  arising  indeed, 
into  a  decidra  case  of  "  organic  disease."  The  grinders  making 
a  point — it  would  seem  a  pointed  point — of  showing  themselves 
in  the  very  front  of  that  building, — which  is  opp^ed  to  any- 
thing defective  in  the  front ! 

As  we  were  about  to  depart  from  this  attractive  spot — not 
spot — place, — we  saw  Charles  Taylor  or  Tom  Cooke  slipping 
away  with  every  tooth  perfect,  and  yet  not  without  a  falsetto. 
Some  musical  wag  however  still  remained,  and  by  permission  of 
the  butler  (a  dratoer  of  corks  in  large  practice)  we  were  allowed 
to  hear  the  following  song ;  and  we  shall  print  it  at  once  with- 
out comment,  explanation,  or  excuse, 

"  For,  oh  !  Sit  Tbomas'i  own  aonnet 
Betus  all  that  we  can  say  upon  it." 
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SONG, 

For  the  Privste  Theatre  or  the  Draamff-toom. 
Air— Not  •'  Pull  away,  pull  Awaj,  pull  away,  my  hearties  I^ — Dibdik. 
Oh  1  this  ii  the  houie  for  effects  aud  foi  sceiKs, — 
What  ii  Dniry,  Ducron's,  Corent  Garden,  the  Queen's  T 
Succeu  at  the  one  or  the  other  will  pause, 
But  in  this  house  the  mauaReT  conitantlj  drmot. — 
Then  let  the  Muse  be  at  hei 
Home,  in  thii  theatre ; 
Gain  here,  and  gloiy,  go  snacks  in  applause. 
The  crowds  that  come  here,  made  of  Beauty  and  Ninny, 
Take — each  takes  a  seat  in  the  stall  for  a  guinea ; 
Oar  great  managerial  actor  then  bows, 
Aud,  oh  1  with  what  pleasure  he  views  the/rani  rout ! 

Then  let,.&c. 
At  the  Opera  they  boast  of  the  band  and  the  chori. 
Of  Lindley,— of  Balfe, — Dragonetti,  and  Mori; 
But  here  finished  art,  perfect  touch,  lake  their  station. 
For  who  beats  our  beta  in  mttmnentation} 

Then  let,  &c. 
There 's  Bkhard  the  Third  is  a  favourite  part. 
And  he  mouths  it,  like  some  of  our  players,  by  heart ; 
But  remember  that  Gloster,  when  first  he  drew  breath, 
Was  shaped  like  a  scrvto— with  a.Jidliel  of  teeth. 

lien  let,  Sw. 
Macbeth  may  eSectirely  tali  to  his  lot. 
For  where 's  such  an  artist  for  "  Out,  damned  spot !" 
And  we  see,  where  those  old  annotators  were  Uind, — 
For  the  issue  of  Ouncan,  why  he  filed  his  mind. 

Then  let.  Sec. 
He  does  not  play  Lear  (Fonest  does — so  does  Booth), 
For  he  thinks  the  "  How  sharper  t"  is  wrong  on  the  toothl 
Hii  company 's  good,  else  why  full  stall  and  bench  ? 
But,  though  he  likes  Power,  he  won't  hear  of  Wrmth  ! 

Then  let,  &c 
Through  pieces — li^t  &rce — Fame  our  favonrite  then  next  tracks, — 
Single  acts,  single  scenes,  pungent  loaches,  smart  extracts  I 
With  Colman's  Review,  too,  he 's  coupled  by  some. 
For  he,  like  John  Lump,  gets  a  "  guinea,  fty  Gam  /" 

Then  let,  &g. 
Then,  with  riches  at  will,  oh  I  how  liberal  the  lord 
Of  this  mansion  is  found  at  the  banquet  and  board  I 
Still,  thou^  wealth  comes  from  east  and  from  west,  north  and  south. 
Vet  some  miU  say  be  lives  but  from  mere  hand  to  mouth  I 

Then  let,  &c. 
But  cautious  he  should  be, — though  bright  be  the  day, — 
For  he  knows,  best  of  any,  6e  works  of  decay; 
And  he  ne'er  should  forget,  in  this  splendid — this  top  age, 
That  when  he  won'f  draw,  he  inclines  then  to  ilappage. 

Then  let.  Sec. 
But  long  may  he  flourish — long,  long  here  preside. 
To  give  "  harmleas  pleasure"  to  thousands  besidel 
Age  is  baffled  by  him,— we  're  stilt  rich,— let  it  firetl 
Oh]  ifhuiidce<b«relost,weGan  haveamtosel/ 

Then  let,  ke.  R. 
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The  Muses,  to  their  iofinite  disgrace  as  useful  nmnbers  of 
■ociet^,  have  for  centuries  been  devoting  their  time  to  the  sun, 
tbe  moon,  the  stars,  flowers,  lips,  hair,  love,  "  kisses,  tears,  and 
■miles  i"  in  short,  to  objects  of  mere  enjoyment  and  beauty ; 
j^reatly  to  the  ddight,  it  must  be  confessed,  of  the  young  and 
the  romantic,  but  tending  to  no  wise  and  useful  purpose,  and 
contributing  to  no  profitable  end.  The  long  luxurious  indolence 
of  these  nine  inestimable  young  ladies  for  so  many,  many  years, 
does  appear  to  us  to  cast  no  slight  shade  upon  their  characters ; 
and  Parnassus  itself  does  not  "  hold  its  own^  as  a  place  of  any 
considerable  repute,  when  tlie  habits  of  its  female  frequenters 
are  taken  into  account.  It  is,  indeed,  high  time  that  the  Muses 
ahould  get  into  places  of  all  work, — that  they  should  earn  their 
bread  through  habits  of  honest  industir  and  integrity,  and  not  be 
idling  about  tbe  rose-trees,  and  wasting  their  powers  on  a  sigh, 
ao  eyebrow,  or  a  trumpeiy  star.  The  time  for  useful  exertion 
is  oome ;  and  the  days  of  dalliance,  dreaming,  and  ethereal  delight 
are  passing  away.  Flora  gives  way  to  Cocker,  and  Apollo  is 
whipped  off  tbe  top  of  his  own  Grecian  mount  by  the  school- 
master abroad.  If  the  Muses  do  not  now  patroDise  statistical 
reports,  poor-law  estimates,  and  fat-cattle  meetings,  they  will  as 
surely  "  sink  in  their  repute,"  ay,  as  surety  as  the  name  of  their 
firm  IB  "  Clio,  Tighe,  Thalia,  Hemans,  Euterpe,  Landon,  Poly- 
bynmia,  Jenkinson,  and  Co.^  Imagination  is  all  very  well  in  its 
way ;  but  does  it  know  how  "  things  are  in  the  City  ?"  Is  it  in 
tbe  direction — it  certainly  ought  to  be — of  the  Qreat  Northern 
Railway,  or  the  Public  Safety  British  Patent  Axletree  Con- 
veyance  Company  F  Can  imagination  "  set  a  leg  or  an  arm  p" 
if  not,  why  imagination  may  imagine  itself  carrying  out  its  own 
sbuttm  in  these  enlightened  times,  and  shutting  up  its  own  shop 
at  mid-day. 

We  are  happy  to  see,  and  to  be  able  to  sar,  that  the  Muses, 
like  the  ladies  in  "  the  Invinciblen,"  are  marching  with  tbe  times. 
They  are  setting  imagination  to  work  on  various  well-sounding 
Bcbemes  for  public  companies  and  joint-stockeries.  Apollo  is 
preparing  a  prospectus  for  a  New  British  Co-operative  Joint 
Stock  Music  Society,  into  which,  of  course,  nothing  foreign  will 
be  allowed  to  creep,  unless  it  is  altered  and  dressed  anew,  and 
"  wears  a  livery  like  its  fellows."  Melpomene  is  to  take  the 
Queen''s  Theatre  for  a  serious  bazaar,  and  Thalia  is  to  turn 
Astley's  into  an  agreeable  chapel  for  the  Jumpers.  Urania  goes 
to  the  Astronomical  Society  as  housekeeper,  and  Terpsichore  is 
to  be  tbe  lessee  of  the  dancing-rooms  in  Brewer4treet,  Golden- 
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square,  for  gymnastic  purposes.  Indeed,  tb«%  will  not  be  an 
idle  body  in  the  lovely  firm ;  and,  in  future,  it  is  more  than  pro- 
bable that  vessels  will  be  propelled  bv  means  of  airy  verse,  and 
balloons  inflated  by  fancy,  or  elevated  and  guided  by  the  appli- 
cation of  high-fiown  figures.  There  is  no  knowing  or  foretelUog 
to  wkat  extent  of  usefulness  poetry  may  be  carried ! 

It  has  fallen  to  our  lot  to  be  able  to  record  one  of  the  scien- 
tific  turns  which  poetry  has  taken.  The  Muses  having  of  late 
years  observed  that  the  palm-tree,  the  Ifuirel,  and  all  their  sacred 
trees,  had,  like  the  trees  in  all  gardens  open  to  the  public,  suf- 
fered much  from  ill-usage,  —  premature  symptoms  of  dry-rot 
having  presented  themselves, — the  Nine  were  all  at  sixes  and 
sevens  about  the  matter,  until  they  were  recommended  by  a 
humane  neighbour  (as  one  of  Momson^s  pill  victims  says  in  a 
{mteful advertisement) to  "try  Kyan."  "Try Kyan!"  exclaimed 
Calliope.  "  What,  in  the  name  of  music,  can  Kyan  be  P"  On 
turning  to  the  columns  of  the  Morning  Chronicle,  however, 
Erato  (who  could  read)  discovered  the  advertisement  explanatory 
of  the  great  patent  antidote  to  dry-rot  in  timber ;  ana  a  depu- 
tation of  three  of  the  daughters  of  Mnemosyne  waited  on  Messrs. 
Faraday,  Pine,  Kyan,  Memel,  Mills,  Oakley,  Terry,  and 
Woodison,  gentlemen  interested  in  the  progress  of  this  inva- 
luable discovery, — and  finally  at  the  office  in  Lime-street-square 
the  Muses  bargained  for  a  steeping  of  their  undying,  dying,  de- 
caying timber  in  the  wondrous  tank  at  Red  Lion  wharf,  Poplar. 
The  process,  notwithstanding  the  mischief  done  to  the  wood  by 
the  poets  of  this  scratching  age,  was  most  triumphantly  success- 
ful ;  ail  symptoms  of  decay,  except  where  certain  initials  wen 
carved,  at  once  disappeared,  and  the  immortal  plants  began  to 
put  on  "  all  their  original  brightness  t"  Apollo  gave  an  awful 
shriek  of  delight  as  he  saw  the  wanton  cutUngs  and  witherings 
disappear,  and  the  grand  leaves  of  beauty  starting  into  life  afresh, 
at  the  inspiring  touch  of  the  immortal  Kyan.  The  Muses,  with 
a  few  select  &iends,  dined  together  ^afterwards,  at  the  Macclea^ 
field  Arms  in  the  New-road,  and  a  song  upon  Kyan's  patent  was 
impromptued  on  the  occasion,  and  was  very  favourably  received, 
when  the  mortal  waiters  were  out  of  the  room.  We  are  enabled 
to  lay  a  copy  of  it  before  our  readers;  and  we  are  sure  they  will, 
with  us,  receive  with  pleasure  this  proof  of  the  interest  which  the 
Muses  are  taking  in  matters  of  science  and  useful  art.  It  is  re- 
ported that  the  Nine  are  about  to  become  members  of  the  Society 
for  the  Diffusion  of  Useful  Knowledge. 

THE  AUn-DRY-ROT  COMPANY'S  SONG. 
Air—"  Well,  well,  now— do  mora ;— sure  jou  've  told  me  before." 

low  M  a  ViUagt. 
I. 
Have  vou  heard, — have  you  heard, — 
And-dry-rot  '*  the  word  P 
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Wood  will  never  wear  out,  thanki  to  Kjsn,  to  Kjrsn  t 

He  dips  in  a  tank. 

Any  raftet  or  plank, — 
And  makes  it  imoiortal  as  Dian,  as  Dian  I 

If  you  steep  but  a  thread. 

It  wilt  hang  by  the  head, 
For  ever,  the  largest  old  I!on,  old  lion  ; 

Or  will  cord  up  the  trunk 

Of  an  elephant  drunk; — 
If  you  doubt  it, — yourself  go  and  try  'un,  and  try  'uti. 


In  the  days  that  are  gone. 

As  to  timber  and  stone, 
Decay  was  by  no  means  a  shy  'un,  a  shy  "un. 

He  bolted  our  floors, 

And  our  Tessels  by  scores. 
And  the  thirsty  old  rot  was  a  diy  'un,  a  dry  'un  I 

Oak  crumbled  beneath 

The  dry  blast  of  its  breath. 
As  soon  as  it  e'er  came  a-u!^  'un,  a-nigh  'un ; 

But  g<Mie  is  the  day 

Of  that  glutton  Decay, 
Since  he  can't  eat  his  timber  with  Kj/an,  with  Kj/oh  ! 


Say — now — what  shall  we  steep 

In  the  tank?  just  to  keep. — 
Shakspeare  sniflied  our  great  secret,  the  sly  'an,  the  sly  'un  I 

Hamlet,  Macbeth,  and  Lear, 

Hare  been  Kyati'd,  my  dear. 
By  Nature's  immortal  Paul  Pry  'un,  Paul  Ay  'un. 

Shall  the  plays  of  the  day 

Take  a  plunge  firom  decay? 
(There  is  no  need  for  Tell,  or  for  Ion,  for  Ion ;) 

I  fear  he  could  not 

Soak  away  the  dry-rot 
From  M(me  things : — But  ait  rests  on  Kyan,  on  Kyan. 


Put  the  lid  on  the  tank, — 

Not  a  crack  for  a  plank, — 
While  I  point  out  one  thing,  as  I  fly  on,  I  fly  on. 

Which  really  must  not 

Have  a  dip  'gainst  dry-rot, — 
Stuff  with  cotton  the  ears  of  my  Kyan,  my  Kyan. 

In  a  whisper  I  speak, 

(But  'twill  rain  for  a  week,— 
Or  as  long  as  St.  Swithin  will  cry  on,  will  cry  on, — ) 

The  moment  I  make 

Your  conviction  awake 
Ibat  VmahaU  wants  no  plunge  'gainst  the  diy  'un,  the  dry  'u 
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Do  not  dip  many  booki 

In  our  anti-rot  nooks ; 
Keep  out  novelg,  and  all  Sense  cries  Fie  on!  cries  Fie  on 

Though,  since  Wood  turns  sublime 

In  its  strife  against  time, 
Most  heads  that  we  know,  will  try  Kyan,  try  Kyan. 

Only  think  what  great  good 

*Twould  do  AldernMn  Wood, 
(Elected  for  life)  if  they  'd  try  'un,  they  'd  try  'un  ,— 

Every  word  that  I  say 

Is  as  true  as  the  day, 
And  each  bint  you  may  safely  tely  on,  rely  on  I 
6. 

Then,  hurrah  I  come  uncork  I 

This  dry-rot  is  dry  work ; 
Bring  the  bottle, — that  one  I  've  my  eye  on,  my  eye  on ; 

My  spirit  I  'd  steep 

In  its  rich  an^-deep. 
And  linger  for  morn,  like  Orion,  Orion  I 

'Gad  the  secret  is  out. 

We  're  tatk'd  so  much  about ; 
My  dog's  on  the  scent,— oh  I  then  hie  on,  then  hie  on  I 

'Tis  the  book,  1  feel. 

Makes  immortal  mere  deal. 
And  wine's  the  tolutum  of  Kyan,  of  Kyan  I  R. 


THE  ORIGINAL  OF  "  NOT  A  DRUM  WAS  HEARD." 
Scrap,  No.  III.  WiUer-ffnut-kilL 

Whkn  imgU-tpeech  Hamilton  made  in  the  Irish  Commons  that  one 
memorable  hit,  and  persevered  ever  after  in  obdurate  taciturnity, 
folks  began  very  justly  to  suspect  that  all  was  not  right ;  in  fact,  that 
the  solitary  egg  on  which  he  thus  sat,  plumed  in  all  the  glory  of  in- 
cubation, had  been  laid  by  another.  "The  Rev.  Mr.  Wolfe  is  nqipond 
to  be  the  author  of  a  single  poem,  unparalleled  in  the  English  lan- 
guage for  all  the  qualities  of  a  true  lyric,  breathing  the  purest  spirit 
of  the  antique,  and  setting  criticism  completely  at  defiance.  I  say 
tuppoaed,  for  the  gentleman  himself  never  claimed  its  authorship 
during  his  short  and  unobtrusive  lifetime.  He  who  could  write  the 
"  Funeral  of  Sir  John  Moore,"  must  have  eclipsed  all  the  lyric  poets 
of  this  latter  age  by  the  fervour  and  brilliancy  of  his  powers.  Do 
the  other  writings  of  Mr.  Wolfe  bear  any  trace  of  inspiration  7    None. 

I  iear  we  must  look  elsewhere  for  the  origin  of  those  beautifid 
lines;  and  I  think  I  can  put  the  public  on  the  ri^t  scent.  In  1749, 
Colonel  de  fieaumanoir,  a  na^ve  of  Britanny,  having  raised  a  regi- 
ment in  his  own  neighbourhood,  went  out  with  it  to  India,  in  that 
unfortunate  expedition  commanded  by  Lally-Tolendal,  the  failure  of 
which  eventually  lost  to  the  French  their  possessions  in  Hindostao. 
The  colonel  was  killed  in  defending,  against  the  forces  of  Coote, 
PoMcicHEitRY,  the  last  stronghold  of  the  French  in  that  hemisphere. 
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He  was  buried  that  ni^t  on  the  north  bastion  oT  the  fortress  hj  a 
few  faithfiil  follower^,  and  the  next  day  the  fleet  sailed  with  the  re- 
mainder of  the  garrison  for  Europe.  In  the  appendix  to  the  "  Me- 
moin  of  Lallt-Tolkndal,"  hj  his  Son,  the  following  lines  occur, 
which  bear  some  resemblance  to  those  attributed  to  Wolfe.  Perhaps 
Wolf  Tone  may  have  communicated  them  to  his  relative  the  clergy- 
man OQ  his  return  from  France.     Fidet  tit  penis  Udorem. 

P.  Prout. 

THE  ORIGINAL  OF  «NOT  A  DRUM  WAS  HEARD." 


Ni  le  SOD  du  tambour. ..m  la  marche  funebre... 

Ni  le  feu  des  8oldat8...ne  marqua  sou  depart. — 
Mais  du  brave,  k  la  h&te,  iL  travers  tes  tenebres, 

MoTnes...aous  portameg  le  cadavre  au  rempart ! 

De  Minuit  c'^tait  I'heure,  et  solitaire  et  sombre — 

La  lune  &  peine  oflmit  un  debile  rayon  ; 
La  lanteme  luisait  peniblement  dans  f'ombre, 

Quand  de  la  bayonette  on  creusa  le  gazon. 
III. 
D'inutile  cercueil  ni  de  drap  Aiaeraire 

Nous  ne  daign&mes  point  entourer  le  hbros  ; 
II  gisait  dans  les  plis  du  manteau  militaire 

Comme  un  guerrier  qui  dort  son  heure  de  repoi. 

IV. 

La  pridre  qu'on  fit  fut'de  coucte  duree : 

Nul  ne  parla  de  deuil,  bien  que  le  cieur  fut  plein  I 

Mais  on  fixait  du  mort  la  figure  ador^e... 
Mais  avec  amertume  on  songeait  au  demain. 

Au  demain  I  quand  id  ou  sa  fosse  s'apprete. 
On  son  humide  lit  on  dresse  avec  sanglots, 

L'ennemi  orgueilleux  marcfaera  sur  sa  tGte, 
Et  nous,  ses  veterans,  serons  loin  sur  les  flots  1 

VI. 

lis  teiniront  sa  gloire. 

Nommer  I'illustre  m 
II  les  laissera  dire. — Eh  !  qu'importe  a'  sa  cehdrr 

Que  la  main  d'un  Breton  a  confiee  au  sol  ? 

VII. 

L'ceune  durait  encor,  quand  retenUt  la  cloche 

Au  4>miiiet  du  Befi-oi ; — et  le  canon  lointain 
Tir^  p^  intervalle,  en  annon^ant  I'approche, 

Sigoalait  la  fierte  de  rennemi  hautain. 
vin. 
Et  dans  sa  fosse  alors  le  mimes  tentement... 

Prds  du  champ  ui^  sa  gloire  a  et^  consomm^e : 
Ne  mimes  i  I'endroit  pierre  ni  monument 

Le  laissant  seul  ii  seul  avec  sa  Renomro^ ! 
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BY  CHARLES   OLLIER. 

All  hail  to  the  octo-syllabic  roeaiure  I  the  most  cheerful,  buoy- 
ant, and  terse  of  all  nietree ;  at  once  familiar  and  refined,  and  fitted 
more  than  any  other  to  the  narration  of  a  gay  and  laughing  tale. 
Lord  Byron,  who  indulged  in  it  not  a  little,  nas  pleased  nevertheless 
to  condemn  it  for  what  he  called  it«  "  fatal  facility ;"  but  we  believe 
that  \tifacility  is  more  a  matter  for  the  enjoyment  of  the  reader  than 
for  the  execution  of  the  writer;  since,  in  the  latter  respect,  it  seems 
to  demand  so  much  of  polish,  point,  and  neatness,  as  to  require,  in 
its  very  absence  of  all  apparent  effort,  no  little  labour  in  him  who 
would  do  its  claims  full  justice.  Cowper,  who  was  ambitious  to 
excel  in  this  pleasant  verse,  declared  that  the  "  easy  jingle"  of  Mat. 
Prior  was  inimitable;  but  Prior,  delightful  as  his  octo-syllabic 
poetry  undoubtedly  is,  has  many  rivals, — not  indeed  among  his  con- 
temporaries, but  in  poets  who  preceded  and  followed  him.  Shak- 
speare,  for  example,  in  whose  boundless  riches  is  found  almost  every 
variety  of  the  Muse,  has  given  us  abundant  specimens  of  this  verse 
in  the  prologues  to  each  act  of"  Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre,"  as  spol^en 
by  the  Ghost  of  old  Gower,  who,  having,  in  his  Confissia  AmantU, 
told  the  story  afterwards  dramatised  by  Shakspeare,  is  evoked  from 
his  "  ashes"  to  explain  to  the  spectators  the  progress  of  the  inci- 
dents of  the  play.  The  following  wMuttu)  could  hardly  have  been 
as  pleasantly  conveyed  in  any  other  measure  : — 
"  Now  sleep  yalaked  hath  the  root; 

No  din  but  snores,  the  hoDse  about. 

Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 

Of  this  most  pompous  Aarriage  feast. 

Tlie  cat,  with  eyne  of  bnniing  co«!. 

Now  couches  'fore  the  moose's  bole; 

And  crickets  sing  at  th'  oven's  moulh. 

As  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 

Hymen  hath  broi^t  the  biide  to  bed." 

Ben  Jonson,  too,  has  revelled  in  this  metre :  its  sweet  cheerful- 
ness appears,  for  the  time,  to  have  drawn  from  his  mind  its  austere 
and  sarcastic  qualities,  and  to  have  lulled  the  violence  of  his  wiL 
Old  Ben  is,  in  short,  never  seen  in  so  happy  and  amiable  a  light  aa 
when  he  writes  in  the  octo-syllabic.  Here  is  a  specimen : — 
"  Some  act  of  Love  bound  lo  rehearse, 

I  thought  to  bind  him  ia  my  verse; 

Which,  when  he  felt, '  Away !'  quoth  he, 

'  Can  poets  hope  lo  fetter  me  ? 

It  is  enough  they  once  did  ^t 

Mirs  and  my  mother  in  their  net; 

I  wear  not  these  my  wings  in  vain.' 

With  which  he  fled  me  j  and  again 

Into  my  rhymes  could  ne'er  be  got 

By  any  art.    Then  wonder  not 

That,  since,  tay  numbers  are  lo  cold. 

When  Love  is  fled,  and  I  grow  old." 

But  what  shall  we  say  of  Herrick,  the  English  Anacreon,  who 
fondled  this  measure   with    such   graceful   dalliance  P     We   cannot 
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rcBiBt  tbe  temptation  of  mftking  an  extract,  and  of  italuritmff  a  line 
or  two,  that  we  may  enjoy  them  with  the  reader : — 
"A  sweet  disorder  in  the  dresse 

Kindles  ID  dotttbtt  >  wantoDDeHe; 

A  li.wue  »bmt  the  ahoulden  thrown 

ItUo  a  fine  dutraclion  ; 

An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 

Enthralls  the  en m son  stomacher; 

A  cuffe  neglectliill,  «nd  thereby 

Ribbands  lo  flow  confusedly ; 

A  wimihig  iDatx,  deierving  noU, 

In  lAe  Umpataom  ptttkotc  ; 

A  carelease  shooe-slring,  in  whose  Vft 

I  leea  mild  cniUty ; 

Doe  more  bewitch  me,  than  when  art 

Is  too  precise  in  every  part." 
Mark  the  ease,  the  play,  the  curiotafelieitat,  of  this  exquisite  little 
poem.     Could  it  have  been  as  happy  in  any  other  measure? 

The  stem  aud  unflinching  patriot,  Andrew  Marvell,  evidently 
takes  delight  in  the  piquant  grace  of  the  octo-syllabic>  Here  is  a 
passage  from  his  poem  addressed  to  the  Lord  Fairfax,  descriptive 
of  the  grouods  about  that  nobleman's  house,  in  Yorkshire,  called 
Nun-Appleton.  Speaking  of  tlie  meadows,  Marvell  says  : — 
"  No  scene,  that  tumi  widi  engines  strange. 

Does  oflener  than  these  meadows  change; 

For  when  the  aun  the  grass  hath  vei'd. 

The  tawnj  mowers  enter  neil; 

Who  teeis  like  Itradiia  to  be, 

Wt^ang  OB  foot  through  a  grten  tea. 

To  them  ihe  gnuay  deeps  divide, 

And  crowd  a  lane  to  either  side. 

With  whistling  acyihe,  aod  elbow  slroog, 

TAeie  mauacrc  Ihe  gratt  along. 

The  mower  now  commands  the  Geld ; 

In  whose  new  traverse  seemeth  wrought 

A  camp  of  banle  newly  foughl ; 

Where,  as  the  meads  with  haj,  the  plain 

Lies  quilted  o'er  with  bodies  slain : 

Tbe  women  that  with  forks  it  fling, 

Do  represent  the  pillaging. 

And  now  the  careless  victors  play, 

Danciog  the  triumphs  of  the  hay. 

When,  after  thia,  tia  piled  in  cocks. 

Like  a  calm  tea  it  thaoi  the  rocki.'' 
The  poems  of  Thomas  Randolph,  a  writer  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, ore  not  so  well  known  as  they  deserve  to  be.  A  specimen, 
therefore,  of  his  treatment  of  our  &vourite  Terse,  will  be  some  such 
a  novelty  as  is  afforded  by  the  revival  of  an  obsolete  fashion.  He  is 
addressing  his  mistress  while  walking  through  a  grove :  — 
"  See  Zephynis  through  the  leaves  doth  stray. 

And  bas  free  liberty  to  plav. 

And  braid  thy  locks.     And  shall  1  find 

Less  favour  tbao  a  saucy  wind  ? 

Now  let  tne  sit  and  Gx  mjr  eye* 
'  Un  ihec  that  ait  my  paradise. 
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Thou  ait  my  all :  ibe  spring  rduuds 
Id  the  fair  violets  of  thy  veins ; 
And  that  it  ia  a  niminer'a  day. 
Ripe  chenici  in  thy  lipi  display ; 
And  when  for  autumn  I  would  seek, 
Tis  in  the  apples  of  thy  cheek ; 
But  that  which  only  mores  my  imut, 
Is  to  see  winter  in  thy  heart" 

Of  Butler  it  is  needles  to  speak :  everybody  knows  Hudibras. 
He  is,  indeed,  a  glorious  champion  of  the  octo-syllabic  verse.  The 
glories,  too,  of  Prior,— the  witty,  the  humorous,  the  riaiit  Prior, — are 
too  well  known  to  require  illustration.  We  say  "  too  welt  known," 
for  Matthew,  alas !  had  a  sovereign  contempt  for  lei  bietuiatuxt,  and 
only,  now-a-davB,  finds  his  "  way  into  lamilies"  because  time  and  a 
classic  reputation  have,  in  a  manner,  sanctified  his  extravagancies. 
But  what  must  have  been  the  irresistible  charm  of  his  octo-syliabic 
measure,  to  have  seduced  the  morbid  methodist,  Cowper,  into  a  warm 
eulogy  of  the  very  metre  in  -which  bis  licentious  freaks  were  per- 
petrated ? 

As  in  Prior's  case.  Gay  chose  this  particular  verse  to  sin  in.  We 
do  not  allude  to  his  "  Fables,"  but  to  his  '■  Tales,"  which  are  dex- 
terous and  pleasant  enough,  but  wrong.  The  reader  must  not  expect 
specimens.  From  the  next  writer,  however,  to  whom  we  shall 
allude,  namely.  Green,  author  of"  The  Spleen,"  we  shall  be  happy 
to  transfer  to  our  pages  an  extract.  Green  was  a  member  of  tJie 
Society  of  Friends  ;  but,  whatever  might  have  been  the  formality  of 
'  the  outward  man,  never  did  a  more  genial  heart  beat  in  the  bosom 
of  a  human  creatiu'e  than  in  that  of  Quaker  Green.  He  was  a  phi- 
losopher, a  humanist,  a  wit,  a  poet ;  and  we  do  not  like  him  the  less 
because  he  took  especial  delig'ht  in  the  sly  humour  of  the  eight- 
syllable  rhyme.  He  found  in  this  measure  a  pleasant  compromise 
between  a  staid  cheerfulness  and  a  roystering  joke,  and  he  dandled 
it  to  his  heart's  content  in  the  true  spirit  of  Quaker  love-making ; 
that  is  to  say,  with  a  certain  significance  of  purpose  qualified  by 
sobriety  of  pretence.  The  friendly  triumph  of  the  flesh  over  the 
spirit  was  never  more  cordially  tnanifestedi  but  all  is  done  "with 
conscience  and  tender  heart."  The  poem  called  "The  Spleen" 
would  have  been  a  luxury  from  any  writer.  From  Green,  in  his 
drab  coat,  it  has  a  double  relish.  The  fire  that  burned  under  the 
broad-brimmed  hat  of  this  wise  and  gentle  lover  of  humanity,  was 
too  strong  for  the  stuff  of  which  his  physical  man  was  composed  ;  it 

"  O'er  iufonned  his  tenement  of  clay ;' 
and  our  poetical  Quaker  died  before  he  had  reached  his  middle  age. 
His  principal  poem  is  distinguished  by  the  elastic  play  of  the  versifi- 
cation, by  manly  good  sense,  and  flashing  wit.  Poor  Green  I  it  was 
especially  necessary  for  bim,  with  his  delicate  organization,  to  study 
how  he  might  best  exorcise  the  spleen,  or,  as  we  should  now  call  it, 
hypochon^ia, — a  task  which  we,  in  our  Miscellany,  have  taken  under 
our  especial  care.  The  following  extract  from  the  exordium  to  the 
Quaker's  poem  will  afford  a  good  taste  of  his  quality.  We  have 
italicised  some  lines  that  appeared  to  be  peculiarly  felicitous:— 
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"  HDHting  I  reckon  ver;  good 
To  biace  the  nerrei,  and  stir  th«  blood ; 
But  after  no  field-honoura  itch, 
Atchter'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch. 
Wlale  SpJwit  Ua  toft  reUa'd  ni  bed, 
Or  o'er  coal'firei  inciinei  ike  hrad, 
HyEsia's  loia  with  hound  and  barn, 
And  jovial  cry,  awake  the  Mora ; 


Theie  lee  her  iima  her  du>ky  pliRht, 
Smear'd  by  th'  embraces  of  me  Night, 
With  roral  wash  redeem  her  fkce, 
And  prote  bereelf  of  Titan't  race, 
And,  meoRtine  in  loote  roba  lAe  ilda, 
SAed  light  andfragrance  a$  theJUet. 
Then  horse  and  hound  fierce  ioy  display. 
Exulting  at  the  '  Hark-away  1 
And  in  pursuit  o'er  tainted  ground 
From  iunn  robust  tield-notes  resound. 
Then,  at  St.  George  the  dr^on  slew, 
Spleen  pierced,  trod  datm,  and  dying  vim, 
while  all  the  spirits  are  on  wing, 
And  woods,  and  hilla,  and  Talieys  ring. 

To  cure  the  mind's  wrong  bias,  Spleen, 
Some  recommend  the  bowling-green  ; 
Some,  hilly  walks ;  all,  exercise ; 
Tling  but  a  Uone,  the  giant  diet ; 
Laugh,  and  be  well.     Monkeys  hare  been 
Extreme  good  doctors  for  the  Spleen ; 
And  kitten,  if  the  humour  hit. 
Has  harlequin'd  away  the  fit." 
We  niaj  take  an  opportunity  of  resuniing  Uiia  subject. 


THE  RISING  PERIODICAL! 
m.  tbbdant's  account  of  his  last  abrial  voyage, 
edited  BV  thomas  haxnes  bavi.y. 

Without  apology,  I  '11  trace 

Our  airy  flight  acrosa  the  tea. 
Because  at  once  we  raised  tmraehet 

And  public  curiosity. 

And  well  might  thoae  who  saw  us  o^ 

Our  many  perils  long  discuss, 
Because,  ere  we  were  out  of  sight, 

Twaa  certainly  "all  up  with  us  I" 

There  might  be  danger,  sure  enough, 

Od  high,  from  thirst  and  hunger  blending  ; 

But  men  are  told  they  should  £«ar  up 
Against  the  danger  that 's  impending. 

So  we  bore  up  inlo  the  clouds. 

Of  creature  comforts  ample  store  ; 
And  really  coffee  ne'er  was  known 

To  rise  ko  speedily  before. 
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Our  UDgues,  though  salted,  never  tialted ; 

Our  game  ftesh-kill'd  was  very  high ; 
And,  though  all  nicely  trugg'd  and  roasted. 

We  saw  our  fowls  and  turkeys  Sy  I 
Our  solid  food  rose  like  a  puff. 

Hard  biscuit  seeni'd  a  trifle,  too; 
And  our  champagne  was  so  much  up. 

That  e'en  our  empty  bottles  flew  ! 
Our  spirits  rose;  iD  fact  we  were. 

When  not  a  dozen  miles  from  Dover, 
Quite  in  a  stale  ofelevaium. 

Indisputably  "Aa^seas  over." 
How  like  conspirators  were  we. 

So  SDUg  we  kept  our  hour  of  rising ; 
And  when  our  movement  once  was  made. 

All  London  cried,  "  Oh !  how  surprising  !" 
If,  when  we  soar'd  above  the  great. 

They  trembled,  'twas  without  occasion  : 
Our  thoughts  were  turned  to  France;  in  truth 

We  meditated  an  invasion  I 
But  over  earth  and  over  sea 

We  went  without  one  hostile  notion  ; 
Our  war  on  earth,  a  civil  war ; 

The  Channel, — our  Pacific  Ocean. 
When  passing  over  Chatham  town 

We  were  just  finishing  a  chicken ; 
A  soldier  and  a  maiden  iair 

I  saw  whilst  I  the  bones  was  picking. 
i  threw  a  drumstidt  at  the  youth. 

Who  alt  around  the  culprit  sought; 
And  whilst  the  maiden  laughed  aloud, 

I  struck  her  with  a  merry  thought. 
In  darkness  we  the  Channel  cross'd. 

And  ]eft  our  fragUe  car  to  chance  ; 
And,  scorning  customary  rules, 

Without  a  passport  enter'd  France  I 
But  on  we  went,  and  our  descent 

Bewilder'd  many  a  German  gaper ; 
Until,  to  prove  from  whence  we  came, 

We  show'd  the  last  dsy*s  London  paper  ! 
We're  told  no  good  that  is  substantial 

Results  from  all  we  nobly  dare  ; 
What  then? — We  took  a  clever  masom 

To  build  us  castles  in  the  air. 
We  're  not  like  certain  rising  men. 

Puff 'd  up  witli  vain  presumptuous  thoughts ; 
We  nothing  boast  of  what  we've  done, 

And  deem  ourselves  mere  airy-noughts ! 

T.  H.  I 
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Naples,  Julif  1. — This  was  one  of  the  hottest  days  of  the  sea- 
son. I  had  long  coDtemplated  Fort  St.  Elmo,  high  on  the  crest 
of  the  mountain  which  overhung  Naples,  as  one  of  the  objects 
which  I  was  bound  to  visit.  I  knew  and  felt  that,  likeVesuvius, 
it  was  one  of  those  sights  which  exercise  a  tyranny  over  every  tra- 
veller, not  to  be  evaded,  and  which  he  must  see,  or  hazard  his 
peace  of  mind  for  ever ;  but  never  yet  had  I  been  able  to  over- 
come my  natural  indolence,  and  to  proceed  to  explore  it.  On 
this  morning  I  rose  with  an  alacrity  and  love  of  enterprise  quite 
unusual  to  me,  and  I  at  once  determined  to  ascend  to  St.  Elmo 
to  see  the  magnificent  Certosini  Convent,  with  the  Chiesa  di  S. 
Martino,  to  enjoy  the  extensive  view  which  this  summit  presents, 
and  to  hear  the  ascending  buzz  of  the  city  and  its  numerous  in- 
habitants.   I  immediately  sent  to  T ,  to  accompany  me; 

and,  after  eating  a  hearty  breakfast,  we  took  our  departure. 

Who  that  has  ever  mounted  the  steep,  rugged,  and  never- 
ending  ascent,  will  not  pity  the  middle-a^ed  gentleman  of  indolent 
habits,  seeing  sights  for  conscience  sake,  of  no  mean  size,  (for 
such  I  am,)  as  he  struggled  with  the  difficulties  before  him,  look- 
ing up  in  dismay  at  the  castle,  inflating  and  distending  his  lungs 
with  an  action  to  which  they  had  long  been  unaccustomed,  until 
bis  face  rivalled  the  sun  in  glowing  crimson  P 

At  length  we  reached  our  object.  We  saw  the  sights, — ad- 
mired the  beauty  of  the  church,  and  its  beautiful  pictures  by 
Spagnoletto, — exclaimed  with  rapture  at  the  view,  and  heard 
the  buzz.  With  my  conscience  satisfied,  and  with  my  critical 
observations  on  all  we  had  seen,  ready  to  be  made  upon  the  first 
favourable  opportunity,  I  lost  no  time  in  descending  to  whence 
we  came.  By  this  time  it  was  past  meridian.  The  descent  was 
very  trying  upon  l^s  of  forty-five  years'  standing  ;  and  the  tre- 
Diiilous  motion  which  it  produced  upon  the  muscles,  only  in- 
creased the  longing  I  felt,  to  find  myself  once  more  extended  full 
length  on  my  sofa  at  the  Vittoria. 

1  had  taken  off  my  coat,  and,  lazzaroni-like,  bad  thrown  it  over 
my  shoulder;  my  neckcloth  was  thrust  into  my  waistcoat 
pocket,  and  my  neck  was  bare.  I  carried  my  hat  on  my  stick, 
using  it  by  way  of  parasol ;  and,  thus  accoutred,  I  determined 
to  make  one  desperate  effort  to  brave  the  heat  of  the  sun,  that 
was  baking  the  pavement  of  Santa  Lucia,  and  emitting  a  glare 
that  acted  like  a  burning-glass  upon  my  eyeballs.  As  we  walk- 
ed through  this  ordeal,  we  passed  close  to  an  assembly  of  young 
lazzaronis,  basking  in  the  sun,  near  to  a  stall ;  there  they  lay,  in 
the  midst  of  fish-bones,  orange-peels,  and  decayed  melons.  We 
evidently  exdted  their  mirth ;  and  I,  in  particular,  felt  myself 
privileged  to  be  laughed  at, — for  what  could  be  more  grotesque 
than  my  appearance  ?  One  of  the  boys  was  standing.  We 
had  scarcely  turned  our  backs  upon  them,  when  I  received  a 
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blow  on  the  head  from  a  melon-rind; — I  turned  about,  and 
immediately  the  whole  gang  ran  off  laughing.  I  would  have 
followed ;  but,  in  truth,  was  too  tired,  I  could  scarcely  move 
but  at  a  slow  walk.  The  boys  stopped,  and  looked  at  us.  At 
length,  making  a  virtue  of  necessity,  I  called  out  to  the  boy  who 
had  thrown  the  melon-rind,  to  come  to  me — he  hesitated ;  I 
called  again — he  was  evidently  puzzled,  and  suBptcious  of  my 
iotention ;  I  then  showed  him  a  carline,  "  Come  here,"  sud  I, 

"take  this."     "In  the  name  of  goodness!"  exclaimed  T , 

"what  are  you  about?"  "Nevermind,"  said  I;  "  stop  and  see." 
The  boy  at  length  took  courage,  and  came  to  me.  '*  Here,"  said 
I,  "  bravo!  bravissimo!  avetejatto  bene!  take  this."  Upon  which, 
in  surprise,  the  boy,  taking  the  piece  of  money  out  of  my  band, 
ran  off  in  the  greatest  exultation,  showing  it  to  his  little  Mends 
as  a  prize  fallen  down  from  heaven. 

"  Now  do  tell  me,"  said  T , "  what  demon  of  madness  can 

have  possessed  you  ?  You  ought  to  have  broken  every  bone  in 
that  young  rascal's  skin,  instead  of  feeing  him  for  insulting  us." 
*'  So  I  would,"  said  I,  *'  if  I  could ;  but  to  catch  him  is  im- 
possible.  By  feeing  him  for  his  insolence,  he  will  probably 
throw  another  piece  of  melon  at  the  first  Englishman  he  sees, 

who  will,  no  doubt,  give  him  the  beating  which  I  cannot."  T 

laughed  heartily  at  the  ingenious  turn  which  my  indolence  had 
taken- — administering  a  beating  ^  ricochet,  as  he  called  it ;  and, 
having  reached  my  room,  we  laughed  over  our  adventure,  and 
speculated  upon  the  beating  the  youngster  would  get. 

And,  true  enough,  the  nest  day,  as  we  were  seated  on  one 
of  the  benches  of  the  Villa  Reaie,  we  heard  a  sort  of  hue 
and  cry  on  the  Cbi^a,  and  shorUy  after,  saw  our  carroty 
and  irascible  friend  W appear,  foaming  with  rage,  stream- 
ing from  every  pore,  owing  to  some  recent  exertion,  and  ex- 
ploding with  bursts  of  execration.  He  came  straight  to  us, — 
"  Who  ever  knew  such  an  infernal  country  as  this  P"  said  be, 
"  D —  them  all  for  a  beggarly  set  of  villuns.  Did  you  ever 
see  the  like  P  1  gave  it  him  well,  however, — that 's  some  com- 
fort. The  young  rascal  wonU  forget  me,  for  some  time,  I  '11 
warrant  you  I"  T and  I  simled  at  each  other  in  anti- 
cipation of  the  reason,  which  only  made  him  more  furious. 
"  Here,"  said  he,  "  was  I  walking  quietly  along,  wh»i  a  young 
rascal  of  a  lazzaroni  thought  fit  to  sny  half  a  water-melon  at  my 
head ; — you  may  laugh ;  but  it  was  no  laughing  matter  to  me, 
nor  to  him  either,  for  I  have  half  killed  the  young  urchin ;  and 
then,  forsooth,  I  must  have  half  the  town  of  Naples  -upon  me, 
backed  by  all  their  carrion  of  old  women."  We  allowed  his  rage 
to  expend  itself,  and  said  nothing,  for  fear  of  being  implicated 
in  his  wrath,  inasmuch  as  I  was  the  origin  of  his  disaster ;  but, 
truly,  indolence  was  never  so  completely  justified,  as  on  this 
occasion.  J.  M. 
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OUR  SONG  OF  THE  MONTH. 
No.  II.    J'OKWtts,  1S37. 
OUR  VALENTINE. 
With  a  frozen  old  saint,  our  Miscellaof  quaint 

We  headed  last  moDth  in  a  joU}',  gay  aoaa ; 
It  was  fit  that  a  priest  ihoald  say  ^race  to  the  feut 

Before  anj  layman  should  stick  id  a  prong. 
Bot  DOW  we  've  no  need  for  the  darh-flowing  weed 

Of  a  padre  to  hallow  our  frolics  so  fine ; 
Tis  a  bishop,  this  moon;  is  to  set  ui  in  tune — 

And'his  name  you  JuMw,  maidens,  is  Saint  Valentine. 
So,  love  to  our'  ladies  from  Lapland  to  Cadiz, 

From  the  Tropics  to  Poles,  (be  the  same  mon  or  l««s)— 
But  we  know  that  in  print  they  will  ne'er  lake  the  hint  ^ 

Halfas  son  and  as  sweet  as  in  perfumed  MS. 
And  we  wish  that  we  knew  any  lair  one  as  true 

As  to  think  all  we  're  writing  supeib  and  divine. 
At  her  fe^  should  we  lay — not  a  word  about  pay — 

Our  work  as  her  tribute  on  Saint  Valentine- 
Yet  why  but  to  one  should  our  homage  be  done!  '   ; 

We  pay  it  to  all  whose  smiles  lighten  our  art :  .   , 

To  Edgeworth,  to  Morgan,  to  Baillie'a'deep  organ,      . .  '     ,       , 

To  Hall's  Irish  pathos,  lo  Norton's  soft  heart,  '   ■'    ' 

To  theeooniKsso  rare,  toCostello  theflair,  ■  :' 

Ti^Miss  L.  E.  L.,  lo  high-bom  Em'meline; 
But  a  tniee.to  more: 'naifies— Take  this,'  darling  dames. 

Sweet  Bieords  of  the  peo,  ai  our  tint  Valentine.  W.  M, 


"     OLIVER  TWIST, 

OR,  tks!parish  bos's  pxoobkss.  ' 
:    '     -'.  BY.BOZ. 


CBAPTER   THE   I 


Amono  other  public  buildings  in  the  town  of  Mudfc^,  it 
boasts  of  one  which  is  common  to  most  towns  great  or  small, 
to  wit,  a  workhouse ;  and  in  this  workhouse  there  was  bom  on 
a  day  and  date  which  I  need  not  trouble  myself  to  repeat,  inas- 
mucn  as  it  can  be  of  no  possible  cansequence  to  the  reader,  in 
this  stage  of  the  business  at  all  events,  the  item  of  mortality 
whose  name  is  prefixed  to  the  head  of  this  chapter.  For  a  long 
time  after  he  was  ushered  into  this  world  of  sorrow  and  trouble, 
liy  the  parish  surgeon,  it  remuned  a  matter  of  considerable  doubt 
whether  the  child  would  survive  to  bear  any  name  at  all ;  in 
which  case  it  is  somewhat  more  than  probable  that  these  me- 
tnoirs  would  never  have  appeared,  or,  if  they  had,  being  com- 
prised within  a  couple  of  pages,  they  would  have  possessed  the 

1 
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inesdmable  merit  of  beins  the  most  concise  and  ftithful  Epeci* 
men  of  biography  extant  m  the  literature  of  any  aee  or  country. 
Although  I  am  not  disposed  to  maintain  that  the  oeing  born  in 
a  workhouse  is  in  itself  the  most  fortunate  and  enviable  circum- 
stance that  can  possibly  befal  a  human  being,  I  do  mean  to  say 
that  in  this  particular  instance  it  was  the  best  thing  for  Oliver 
Twist  that  could  by  possibility  have  occurred.  The  fact  is,  that 
there  was  considerable  difficulty  in  inducing  Oliver  to  take  upon 
himself  the  office  of  respiration, — a  troublesome  practice,  but  one 
which  custom  has  rendered  necessary  to  our  easy  existence, — and 
for  some  time  he  lay  gasping  on  a  little  flock  mattress,  rather 
unequally  poised  between  this  world  and  the  next,  the  balance 
being  decidedly  in  favour  of  the  latter.  Now,  if  during  this 
brief  period  Oliver  had  been  surrounded  by  careful  grandmothers, 
anxious  aunts,  experienced  nurses,  and  doctors  of  profound  wis- 
dom, he  would  most  inevitably  and  indubitably  have  been  killed 
in  no  time.  There  being  nobody  by,  however,  hut  a  pauper  old 
woman,  who  was  rendered  rather  misty  by  an  unwonted  allow- 
ance of  beer,  and  a  parish  surgeon  who  did  such  matters  by 
contract,  Oliver  and  nature  fought  out  the  point  between  them. 
The  result  was,  that,  after  a  few  struggles,  Oliver  breathed, 
sneezed,  and  proceeded  to  advertise  to  the  inmates  of  the  work- 
house the  fact  of  a  new  burden  having  been  imposed  upon  the 
parish,  by  setting  up  as  loud  a  cry  as  could  reasonably  have 
been  expected  from  a  male  infant  who  had  not  been  possessed 
of  that  very  useful  appendage,  a  voice,  for  a  much  longer  space 
of  time  than  three  mmutes  and  a  quarter. 

As  Oliver  gave  this  first  testimony  of  the  free  and  proper 
action  of  his  lungs,  the  patchwork  coverlet,  which  was  carelessly 
flung  over  the  iron  bedstead,  rustled  ;  the  pale  face  of  a  young 
female  was  raised  feebly  from  the  pillow ;  and  a  faint  voice 
imperfectly  articulated  the  w(H-ds  "  Let  me  see  the  child,  and 
die." 

The  surgeon  had  been  sitting  with  his  face  turned  towards  the 
fire,  giving  the  palms  of  his  bandsawarm,  andarub,  altematdy; 
but  as  the  young  woman  spoke,  he  rose,  and,  advancing  to  the 
bed's  head,  said  with  more  kindness  than  might  have  been  ex- 
pected of  him — 

"  Oh,  you  must  not  talk  about  dying,  yet." 

"  Lor  bless  her  dear  heart,  no  !"  interposed  the  nurse,  hastily 
depositing  in  her  pocket  a  green  glass  bottle,  the  contents  of 
which  she  had  been  tasting  in  a  comer  with  evident  satisfaction. 
"  Lor  bless  her  dear  heart,  when  she  has  lived  as  long  as  I  have, 
sir,  and  had  thirteen  children  of  her  own,  and  all  on  'em  dead 
except  two,  and  them  in  the  wurkus  with  me,  she  '11  know  better 
than  to  take  on  in  that  way,  bless  her  dear  heart  I  Think  what 
it  is  to  be  a  mother,  there  s  a  dear  young  lamb,  do." 

Apparently  this  consolatory  perspective  of  a  motlier's  pro- 
spects failed  in  producing  its  due  eflect.  The  patient  shook  her 
head,  and  stretched  out  her  band  towards  the  child. 
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The  surgeon  deposited  it  in  h^  arms.  She  imprinted  her 
cold  white  lips  passionately  on  its  forehead,  passed  her  hands 
over  her  face,  f^&zed  wildly  round,  shuddered,  fell  back— and 
died.  They  <^afed  her  breast,  hands,  and  temples;  but  the 
blocxl  had  frozen  for  ever.  They  talked  of  hope  and  comfort. 
They  bad  been  stranf^ers  too  long. 

"  Ifs  all  over,  Mrs.  Thingummy,*'  said  the  surreon,  at  last. 

"  Ah,  poor  dear ;  so  it  is  T  said  the  nurse,  picking  up  the 
cork  of  the  green  bottle  which  had  fallen  out  on  the  pillow  as 
she  stooped  to  take  up  the  child.     "  Poor  dear .'" 

"  You  needn''t  mind  sendin^^  up  to  me,  if  the  child  cries, 
nurse,"  said  the  surgeon,  putting  on  his  gloves  with  great  de- 
liberation. "  It's  verv  lilcely  it  will  be  troublesome.  Give  it  a 
little  gruel  if  it  is."  tile  put  on  his  hat,  and,  pausing  by  the 
bed-side  on  his  way  to  the  door,  added,  "  She  was  a  good-Iook- 
ing  girl  too;  where  did  she  come  from  ?" 

"  She  was  brought  here  last  niglit,"  replied  the  old  woman, 
"  by  the  overseer's  order.  She  was  found  lying  in  the  street ; — 
she  had  walked  some  distance,  for  her  shoes  were  worn  to  pieces ; 
but  where  she  came  from,  or  where  she  was  going  to,  nobody 
knows." 

The  surgeon  leant  over  the  body,  and  raised  the  left  hand. 
"  The  old  story,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head :  "  no  weddiDg-ring^ 
I  see.     Ah  !  good  night." 

Tbe  medicu  gentleman  walked  away  to  dinner ;  and  the  nurse, 
having  once  more  applied  herself  to  the  green  bottle,  sat  down 
on  ■  low  chair  before  the  fire,  and  proceeded  to  dress  the  infant. 

And  what  sn  excellent  example  of  the  power  of  dress  young 
Oliv^  Twist  was !  Wrapped  in  the  blanket  which  had  hitherto 
formed  his  only  covering,  he  might  have  been  the  child  of  a 
nobleman  or  a  beggar ; — it  would  have  been  hard  for  the  haugh- 
tiest stranger  to  have  fixed  his  station  in  society.  But  now  he 
was  enveloped  in  the  old  calico  robes,  that  had  grown  veltow  in 
the  same  service ;  he  was  badged  and  ticketed,  and  fell  into  his 
place  at  once — a  parish  child — the  orphan  of  a  workhouse — the 
humble,  half-starved  drudge — to  be  cuffed  and  buffeted  through 
tbe  world,  despised  by  all,  and  pitied  by  none. 

Oliver  cried  lustily.  If  be  could  have  known  that  be  was  an 
orphan,  left  to  the  tender  mercies  of  churchwardens  and  over- 
seers, perhaps  he  would  have  cried  the  loader. 


CHAPTEa  THE   SECOND 
TKEATS   OF   OLIVES  TWIST'S  OltOWTD,    EDUCATION,   AMD    BOAED. 

Fob  the  next  eight  or  ten  months,  Oliver  was  the  victim  of  a 
systematic  course  of  treachery  and  deception — he  was  brought 
up  by  hand.  The  hungry  and  destitute  situation  of  the  infant 
orphan  was  duly  reported  by  the  workhouse  authorities  to  the 
parisb  authorities.     The  parish  authorities  inquired  with  dig^ 
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nity  of  the  workhouse  authorities,  whether  there  was  no  female 
then  domiciled  is  *'  the  house^  who  was  in  a  situation  to  impart 
to  Oliver  Twist  the  consolation  aod  nourishment  of  which  be 
stood  in  need.  The  workhouse  authorities  replied  with  humi. 
lity  that  there  was  not.  Upon  this,  the  parish  authorities  mag- 
nanimously and  humanely  resolved,  that  Oliver  should  Be 
"  farmed,  or,  in  other  words,  that  he  should  be  despatched 
to  a  branch- workhouse  some  three  miles  off,  where  twenty  or 
thirty  other  juvenile  offenders  against  the  poor-laws  rolled 
about  the  floor  all  day,  without  the  inconvenience  of  too  much 
food,  or  too  much  clothing,  under  the  parental  superintendence 
of  an  elderly  female  who  received  the  culprits  at  and  for  the 
consideration  of  seven  pence-halfpenny  per  small  head  per  week. 
Sevenpence-halfpenny's  worth  per  week  is  a  good  round  diet  for 
a  child ;  a  great  deal  may  be  got  for  seven  pence- halfpenny — ■ 
quite  enough  to  overload  its  stomach,  and  make  it  uncomforta- 
ble. The  elderly  female  was  a  woman  of  wisdom  and  experience ; 
she  knew  what  was  good  for  children,  and  she  had  a  very  accu- 
rate perception  of  what  was  good  for  herself.  So,  she  appropri- 
ated the  greater  part  of  the  weekly  stipend  to  her  own  use,  and 
consigned  the  rising  parochial  generatmn  to  even  a  shorter  al- 
lowance than  was  originally  provided  for  them  ;  thereby  find- 
ing in  the  lowest  depth  a  deeper  still,  and  proving  herself  a 
very  great  experimental  philosopher. 

Everybody  knows  the  story  of  another  experimental  philoso- 
pher, who  had  a  great  theory  about  a  horse  being  able  to  live 
without  eating,  and  who  demonstrated  it  so  welt,  that  he  got  bis 
own  horse  down  to  a  straw  a  day,  and  would  most  unquestion- 
ably have  rendo^  him  a  very  spirited  and  rampacious  animal 
upon  nothing  at  all,  if  he  hadn't  died,  just  fonr-and-twenty 
hours  before  he  was  to  have  had  his  first  comfortable  bait  of 
air.  Unfortunately  for  the  experimental  philosophy  of  the  female 
to  whose  protecting  care  Oliver  Twist  was  delivered  over,  s 
similar  result  usualfy  attended  the  operation  of  her  system ;  for 
just  at  the  very  moment  when  a  child  had  contrived  to  exist 
upon  the  smallest  possible  portion  of  the  weakest  possibla  food, 
it  did  perversely  happen  in  eight  and  a  half  cases  out  of  ten, 
either  that  it  sickened  from  want  and  cold,  or  fell  into  the  fire 
from  neglect,  or  got  smothered  by  accident ;  in  any  one  of  which 
cases,  the  miserable  little  being  was  usually  summoned  into  an- 
other world,  and  there  gathered  to  the  fathers  which  it  had 
never  known  in  this. 

Occasionally,  when  there  was  some  more  than  usually  interest- 
ing inquest  upon  a  parish  child  who  had  been  overlooked  in 
turning  up  a  bedstead,  or  inadvertently  scalded  to  death  when 
there  happened  to  be  a  washing,  (though  the  latter  accident  was 
very  scarce, — anything  approaching  to  a  washing  being  of  rare 
occurrence  in  the  farm,)  the  jury  would  take  it  mto  their  heads 
to  ask  troublesome  questions,  or  the  parishioners  would  re- 
beUioudy  affix  their  signatures  to  a  remonstrance :  but  these 
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impertinencies  were  speedily  checked  fay  the  evidence  of  the 
surgeon,  anil  the  testimony  ot  the  beadle ;  the  former  of  whom 
hiuTalways  opeoed  the  body,  and  found  nothing  inside  (which 
was  very  prooable  indeed),  and  the  latter  of  whom  invariably 
awore  whatever  the  parish  wanted,  which  was  very  Belf-devo- 
tional.  Besides,  the  board  made  periodical  pilgrimages  to  the 
farm,  and  always  sent  the  beadle  the  day  before,  to  say  they  were 
coming.  The  children  were  neat  and  clean  to  behold,  when  they 
WQit ;   and  what  more  would  the  people  have  F 

It  cannot  be  expected  that  this  system  of  farming  would  pro- 
duce any  very  extraordinary  or  luxuriant  crop.  Oliver  Twist's 
eighth  birth-day  found  him  a  pale,  thin  child,  somewhat  di- 
minutive in  stature,  and  decidedly  small  in  circumference. 
But  nature  or  inheritance  had  implanted  a  good  sturdy  spirit 
in  01iver''s  breast :  it  had  had  plenty  of  room  to  expand,  thanks 
to  the  spare  diet  of  the  establishment ;  and  perhaps  to  this  cir- 
cumstance may  be  attributed  his  having  any  eighth  birth-day  at 
alL  Be  this  as  it  may,  however,  it  was  his  eighth  birth-day  ; 
and  he  was  keeping  it  in  the  coal-cellar  with  a  select  party  of 
two  other  young  gentlemen,  who,  after  participating  with  him 
in  a  sound  threshing,  had  been  locked  up  therein,  for  atrociously 
presuming  to  be  hungry,  when  Mrs.  Mann,  the  good  lady  of  the 
bouse,  was  unexpectedly  startled  by  the  apparition  of  Mr.  Bum- 
ble the  beadle,  striving  to  undo  the  wicket  of  the  garden- 
gate. 

"  Goodness  gracious!  isthatyou,  Mr.  Bumble,  nrP"  said  Mrs. 
Mann,  thrusting  her  head  out  of  the  window  in  well-afiected 
ecstasiee  of  joy.  "  (Susan,  take  Oliver  and  them  two  brats  up 
stairs,  and  wash  'em  directly.) — My  heart  alive  !  Mr.  Bumble, 
how  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  sure-ly  ! 

Now  Mr.  Bumble  was  a  fat  man,  and  a  choleric  one  ;  so,  in- 
stead of  responding  to  this  open-hearted  salutation  in  a  kindred 
spirit,  he  gave  the  little  wicket  a  tremendous  shake,  and  then 
bestowed  upon  it  a  kick,  which  could  have  emanated  from  no 
kg  but  a  beadle*s. 

*'  Lor,  only  think,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  running  out,— for  the 
three  boys  had  been  removed  by  this  time, — "only  think  of 
that !  That  I  should  have  forgotten  that  the  gate  was  bolted 
on  the  inside,  <h]  account  of  them  dear  children  1  Walk  in,  sir ; 
walk  in,  pray,  Mr.  Bumble ;  do,  dr." 

Although  this  invitation  was  accompanied  with  a  curtsey  that 
■night  hare  softened  the  heart  of  a  churchwarden,  it  by  no 
means  mollified  the  beadle. 

"  Do  you  think  this  respectful  or  proper  conduct,  Mrs. 
Mann,"  inquired  Mr.  Bumble,  grasping  his  cane, — "  to  keep 
the  parish  officers  a-waiting  at  your  garden-gate,  when  they 
come  here  upon  porochial  business  connected  with  the  porochial 
orphans  ?  Are  you  aware,  Mrs.  Mann,  that  you  are,  as  I  may 
say,  a  porochial  dek^te,  and  a  stipendiary  i"" 

"  I'm  sure,  Mr.  Bumiile,  that  I  was  only  a-telling  one  or  two 
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of  the  dear  children    ss  is   eo   fond  of  vou,  that  it  was  you 
a-coroing,"  replied  Mrs.  Mann  with  great  humility. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  a  great  idea  of  his  oratorioil  powers  and 
bis  importance.  He  had  displayed  the  one,  and  vindicated  the 
other.     He  relaxed. 

*'  Well,  well,  Mrs.  Mann,'"  he  replied  in  a  calmer  tone  ;  "  it 
may  be  as  you  say  ;  it  may  be.  Lead  the  way  in,  Mrs.  Mann ; 
for  I  come  on  business,  and  have  got  something  to  say." 

Mrs.  Mann  ushered  the  beadle  into  a  smalt  parlour  with  a 
brick  floor,  placed  a  seat  for  him,  and  officiously  deposited  his 
cocked  hat  and  cane  on  the  table  before  him.  Mr.  Bumble 
wiped  from  his  forehead  the  perspiration  which  his  walk  had 
engendered,  glanced  complacently  at  the  cocked  hat,  and  smiled. 
Yes,  he  smiled  :  beadles  are  but  men,  and  Mr.  Bumble  smiled. 

"  Now  don't  you  be  offended  at  what  I  'm  a-going  to  say," 
observed  Mrs.  Mann  with  captivating  sweetness.  '*  You've  bad 
a  long  walk, you  know,  or  I  wouldn't  mention  it.  Now  will  you 
take  a  little  drop  of  something,  Mr.  Bumble?" 

*'  Not  a  drop — ^not  a  drop,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  waving  his 
right  hand  in  a  dignified,  but  still  placid  manner. 

'*  I  think  you  will,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  who  had  noticed  the 
tone  of  the  refusal,  and  the  gesture  that  had  accompanied  it. 
"  Just  a  leetU  drop,  with  a  little  cold  water,  and  a  lump  of 
sugar." 

Mr.  Bumble  coughed. 

'*  Now,  just  a  little  drop,"  said  Mrs.  Mann  persuasively. 

**  What  is  it?"  inquired  the  beadle. 

"  Why  it's  what  I  'm  obliged  to  keep  a  little  of  in  the  house, 
to  put  in  the  blessed  infants'  Dafiy  when  they  ain't  well,  Mr. 
Bumble,"  replied  Mrs.  Mann  as  she  opened  a  corner  cupboard, 
and  took  down  a  bottle  and  glass.     "  It 's  gin." 

"  Do  you  give  the  children  Daffy,  Mrs.  Mann?"  inquired 
Bumble,  following  with  his  eyes  the  interesting  process  o£ 
mixing. 

"  Ah,  bless  'em,  that  I  do,  dear  as  it  is,"  replied  the  nurse 
"  I  couldn't  see 'em  suffer  before  my  very  eyes,  you  know,  sir." 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Bumble  approvingly  ;  "  no,  you  could  not, 
You  are  a  humane  woman,  Mrs.  Mann.— (Here  she  set  down  the 
glass-) — *'  1  shall  take  an  early  opportunity  of  mentioning  it  to 
the  board,  Mrs.  Mann." — (He  drew  it  towards  him.) — "  You  fed 
as  a  mother,  Mrs.  Maun," — (He  stirred  the  gin  and  water.) — "  I 
— I  drink  your  health  with  cheerfulness,  Mrs.  Muin;*'— and  he 
swallowed  half  of  it. 

"  And  now  about  business,"  said  the  beadle,  taking  out  a 
leathern  pocket-book.  *'  The  child  that  was  half-oaptised, 
OKver  Twist,  is  eight  years  old  to-day." 

"  Bless  him  1"  interposed  Mrs.  Mann,  inflaming  her  left  eye 
widi  the  comer  of  her  apron. 

"  And  notwithstanding  an  offered  reward  of  tei)  pound,  which 
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was  afterwards  increased  to  twenty  pound, — notwithstanding 
tbe  most  auperlative,  and,  I  may  aay,  supernat'r^  exertions  on 
the  part  of  this  parish,"  said  Bumble,  "  we  have  never  been  able 
to  dipoover  who  is  his  father,  or  what  is  his  mother's  settlement, 
name,  or  condition." 

Mrs.  Mann  raised  her  hands  in  astonishment;  but  added, 
after  a  moment's  reflection,  "  How  comes  he  to  have  any  name 
at  all,  tben  ?" 

The  beadle  drew  himself  up  with  great  pride,  and  said,  **  I 
inwented  it." 

"  You,  Mr.  Bumble  l" 

'*  I,  Mre.  Mann.  We  name  our  foundliu's  in  alphabetical 
order.  The  last  was  a  S, — Swubble:  I  named  him.  This  was 
a  T, — ^Twist :  I  named  Aim.  The  next  one  as  comes  will  be 
Unwia,  and  the  next  Vilkins.  I  have  got  names  ready  made  to 
tbe  end  of  the  alphabet,  and  all  the  way  through  it  again,  when 
we  t:aiDe  to  Z.'" 

"  Why,  you're  quite  a  literary  character,  air!"   said  Mrs. 

"  Well,  weU,"  said  the  beadle,  evidently  gratified  with  the 
oomfdiinent;  "  perhaps  I  may  be;  perhaps  1  may  be,  Mrs. 
Mann."  He  finished  the  gin  and  water,  and  added,  *'  Oliver 
being  now  too  old  to  remain  here,  the  Board  have  determined  to 
have  bim  bac:k  into  the  house ;  and  I  have  come  out  myself  to 
take  him  there, — so  let  nie  see  hjra  at  once." 

"  I'll  fetch  him  directly,"  said  Mrs.  Maon,  leaving  the  room 
for  that  purpose.  And  OUver  having  by  this  time  had  as  much 
of  tbe  outer  coat  of  dirt  which  encrustra  his  face  and  hands  re- 
moved as  could  be  scrubbed  off  in  one  washing,  was  led  into 
tfae  room  by  his  benevolent  protectress. 

"  Make  a  bow  to  the  gentleman,  Oliver,"  said  Mrs.  Mann. 

Oliver  made  a  bow,  which  was  divided  between  the  beadle  on 
the  chair  and  the  cocked  hat  on  the  table. 

"  Will  you  go  along  with  me,  Oliver  ?"  said  Mr.  Bumble  in 
a  roa_|estic  voice. 

Ohver  was  about  to  say  that  he  would  go  along  with  anybody 
with  great  readiness,  when,  glancing  upwards,  he  caught  sight  of 
Mrs.  Mann,  who  had  got  behind  the  beadle's  chair,  and  was 
shaking  her  fist  at  him  with  a  furious  countenance.  He  took 
the  hint  at  once,  for  the  fist  had  been  too  often  impressed  upon 
his  body  not  to  be  deeply  impressed  upon  his  recollection. 

'*  Will  ihe  go  with  me?"  inquired  poor  Oliver. 

"  No,  she  can't,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble;  "  but  she'll  come 
and  see  you,  lometimes. 

This  was  no  very  great  consolation  to  the  child ;  but,  young  as 
be  was,  he  had  sense  enough  to  make  a  feint  of  feeling  great 
regret  at  going  away.  It  was  no  very  difficult  matter,  for  the 
boy  to  call  the  tears  into  his  eyes.  Hunger  and  recent  ill- 
usage  are  great  assistants  if  you  want  to  cry  ;  and  Oliver  cried 
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very  naturally  indeed.  Mrs.  Mann  gave  him  a  thousand  em- 
braces, and,  what  Oliver  wanted  a  great  dea]  more,  a  piece  of 
bread  and  butter,  lest  be  should  seem  too  hungry  when  be  got 
to  the  workhouse.  With  the  slice  of  bread  in  his  hand,  and  the 
little  brown-cloth  parish  cap  upon  his  head,  Oliver  was  then 
led  away  by  Mr.  Bumble  from  the  wretched  home  where  one 
kind  word  or  look  had  never  lighted  the  gloom  of  his  inlant 
years.  And  yet  he  burst  into  an  agony  of  childish  grief  aa  the 
cottage-gate  closed  after  him.  Wretched  as  were  the  little  com- 
panionB  in  misery  he  was  leaving  behind,  they  were  the  only 
friends  he  had  ever  known ;  and  a  sense  of  bis  loneliness  in  the 
great  wide  world  sank  into  the  child's  heart  for  the  first  time. 

Mr.  Bumble  walked  on  with  long  strides;  and  little  Oliver, 
firmly  grasping  his  gold-laced  cuff,  trotted  beside  him,  inquiring 
at  the  end  of  every  quarter  of  a  mile  whether  they  were  "  neaily 
there,"  to  which  interrogations  Mr.  Bumble  returned  very  brief 
and  snappish  replies ;  for  the  temporary  blandness  which  gin 
and  water  awakens  in  some  bosoms  had  by  this  time  evapo- 
rated, and  be  wa^  once  again  a  beadle. 

Oliver  had  not  been  within  the  walls  of  the  workhouse  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  had  scarcely  completed  the  demolition 
of  a  second  slice  of  bread,  when  Mr.  Bumble,  who  had  handed 
bim  over  to  the  care  of  an  old  woman,  returned,  and,  telling 
him  it  was  a  board  night,  informed  him  that  the  board  bad  said 
he  was  to  appear  before  it  forthwith. 

Not  having  a  very  clearly  defined  notion  of  what  a  live  board 
was,  Oliver  was  rather  astounded  by  this  intelligence,  and  was 
not  quite  certain  whether  he  ought  to  laugh  or  cry.  He  had  no 
time  to  think  about  the  matter,  however ;  for  Mr.  Bumble  gave 
him  a  tap  on  the  head  with  his  cane  to  wake  him  up,  and  an- 
other on  the  back  to  make  him  lively,  and,  bidding  him  follow, 
conducted  him  into  a  large  whitewashed  room,  where  eight  or 
ten  fat  gentlemen  were  sitting  round  a  table,  at  the  top  of  which, 
seated  in  an  arm-cb^r  rather  higher  than  the  rest,  was  a  par- 
ticularly fat  gentleman  with  a  very  round,  red  face. 

*'  Bow  to  the  board,"  said  Bumble.  Oliver  brushed  away  two 
or  three  tears  that  were  lingering  in  his  eyes,  and  seeing  no 
board  but  the  table,  fortunatdy  bowed  to  that. 

*'  What 's  your  name,  boy  r*  sud  the  gentleman  in  the  high 
chair. 

Oliver  was  frightened  at  the  sight  of  bo  many  gentlemen, 
which  made  him  tremble ;  and  the  beadle  gave  him  another  tap 
behind,  which  made  him  cry ;  and  these  two  causes  made  him 
answer  in  a  very  low  and  hesitating  vmce;  whereupon  a  gentle- 
man in  a  white  waistcoat  sMd  he  was  a  fool,  which  was  a  car 
pital  way  of  raising  his  spirits,  and  putting  bim  quite  at  bis 
ease. 

"  Boy,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  high  chair ;  "  listen  to 
me.     You  know  you  're  an  orphan,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  What 's  that,  sir  ?"  inquired  poor  Oliver. 
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**  The  boy  it  a  fool — I  thought  he  vas,^  said  the  gentleman 
in  the  white  waistcoat,  in  a  very  decided  tone.  If  one  member 
of  a  class  be  blessed  with  an  intuitive  perception  of  others  of  the 
■atne  race,  the  gentlemaQ  in  the  white  waistcoat  was  unquestion- 
ably welt  qualified  to  pronounce  an  opinion  on  the  matter. 

"  Hush!"  said  the  gentleman  who  had  spoken  first.  '*  You 
know  you've  got  no  father  or  mother,  and  »iat  you  are  brought 
up  by  the  parish,  don't  you  P" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  weeping  bitterly. 

"  What  are  you  crying  for  ?"  inquired  (He  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat;  and  to  be  sure  it  was  very  extraordinary. 
What  could  he  be  crying  for  P 

"  I  hope  you  say  your  prayers  every  nieht,"  said  another 
gentleman  in  a  gruff  voice,  "  and  pray  tor  the  people  who  feed 
you,  and  take  care  of  you,  like  a  Cnnstian." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  Btammered  the  boy.  Tlie  gentleman  who  spoke 
last  was  unconsciously  right.  It  would  nave  been  very  like  a 
Christian,  and  a  marvellously  good  Christian,  too,  if  Oliver  had 
ir^ed  for  the  people  who  fed  and  took  core  of  him.  But  he 
laJn't,  because  nobody  had  taught  him. 

"  Well,  you  have  come  here  to  be  educated,  and  taught  a 
useful  trade,"  said  the  red-faced  gentleman  in  the  high  chair. 

"  So  you'll  begin  to  pick  oakum  to-morrow  morning  at  six 
o*clock,"  added  the  surly  one  in  the  white  waistcoat. 

For  the  combination  of  both  these  blessings  in  the  one  simple 
process  of  picking  oakum,  Oliver  bowed  low  by  the  direction 
of  the  beadle,  and  was  then  hurried  away  to  a  large  ward,  where, 
oo  a  rough  hard  bed,  he  sobbed  himself  to  sleep.  What  a  noble 
illustration  of  the  tender  laws  of  this  favoured  country !  they 
let  the  paupers  go  to  sleep  ! 

Poor  Ohver !  He  little  thought,  as  he  lay  sleeping  in 
happy  unconsciousness  of  all  around  him,  that  the  board  had 
that  very  day  arrived  at  a  decision  which  would  exercise  the 
most  material  influence  over  all  his  future  fortunes.  But  they 
had.     And  this  was  it : — 

The  members  of  this  board  were  very  sage,  deep,  philoso- 
phical .men  ;  and  when  they  came  to  turn  their  attention  to  the 
workhouse,  they  found  out  at  once,  what  ordinary  folks  would 
never  have  discovered, — the  poor  people  liked  it !  It  was  a  re- 
gular place  of  public  entertainment  for  the  poorer  classes, — a 
tavern  where  there  was  nothing  to  pay,— a  public  breakfast, 
dinner,  tea,  and  supper,  all  the  year  round, — a  brick  and  mortar 
elysium  where  it  was  all  play  »id  no  work.  "  Oho  1"  said  the 
board,  looking  very  knowing;  "  we  are  the  fellows  to  set  this 
to  rights;  we ^11  stop  it  all  in  no  time.'"  So  they  established 
the  rule,  that  all  poor  people  should  have  the  alternative  (for  they 
would  compel  nobody,  not  they,)  of  being  starved  by  a  ^adual 
process  in  the  house,  or  by  a  quick  one  out  of  it.  With  this  view, 
they  contracted  with  the  water-works  to  lay  on  an  unlimited 
su[^y  of  water,  and  with  a  corn-£u:tor  to  supply  periodically 
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BDiall  quantiUea  of  oatmeal ;  aod  issued  three  meals  of  thin  gruel 
a-day,  with  an  onion  twice  a  week,  and  half  a  roll  on  Sundays. 
They  made  a  great  many  other  wise  and  humane  regulations 
having  reference  to  the  ladies,  which  it  is  not  neceBsary  to  re- 
peat ;  kindly  undertook  to  divorce  poor  married  people,  m  conse- 
quence of  the  great  expense  of  a  suit  in  Doctors'  Commons ;  and, 
instead  of  compelling  a  man  to  support  his  family  as  they  had 
theretofore  done,  took  his  family  away  from  him,  and  made  him 
a  bachelor  I  There  is  no  telling  how  many  applicants  for  relief 
under  these  last  two  heads  would  not  have  started  up  in  all 
classes  of  society,  if  it  had  not  been  coupled  with  the  workhouse. 
But  they  were  long-headed  men,  and  they  had  provided  for 
this  difficulty.  The  relief  was  inseparable  from  the  workhouse 
and  the  gruel ;  and  that  frightened  people. 

For  the  first  thre^  montns  after  Oliver  Twist  was  removed, 
the  system  was  in  full  operation.  It  was  rather  expensive  at 
lirst,  in  consequence  of  the  increase  in  the  undertakers  bill,  and 
the  necessity  of  taking  in  the  clothes  of  all  the  paupers,  which 
fluttered  loosely  on  their  wasted,  shrunken  forms,  after  a  week 
or  two's  gruel.  But  the  number  of  workhouse  inmates  got 
thin,  as  well  as  the  paupers;  and  the  board  were  in  ecstasies. 

The  room  in  which  the  boys  were  fed,  was  a  large,  stone 
hall,  with  a  copper  at  one  end,  out  of  which  the  master,  dress- 
ed in  an  apron  for  the  purpose,  and  assisted  by  one  or  two 
women,  ladled  the  gruel  at  meal-timeg ;  of  which  composition 
each  boy  had  one  porringer,  and  no  more,^-except  on  festive 
occasions,  and  then  he  had  two  ounces  and  a  quarter  of  bread 
besides.  The  bowls  never  wanted  washing — the  boys  polished 
titem  with  their  spoons,  till  they  shone  again ;  and  when  they 
had  performed  this  operation  (which  never  took  very  long,  the 
spoons  being  nearly  as  large  as  the  bowls),  they  would  sit 
staring  at  the  copper  with  such  eager  eyea  as  if  they  could  de. 
vour  the  very  bricks  of  which  it  was  composed;  employing 
themselves  meanwhile  in  sucking  their  fingers  most  assiduously, 
with  the  view  of  catching  up  any  stray  splashes  of  gruel 
that  might  have  been  cast  thereon.  Boys  have  generally  ex- 
cellent appetites:  Oliver  Twist  and  his  comnanions  suffered 
the  tortures  of  slow  starvation  for  three  montos ;  at  last  they 
got  eo  voracious  and  wild  with  hunger,  that  one  boy,  who  was 
tall  for  his  age,  and  hadn't  been  used  to  that  sort  of  thing, 
(for  his  father  had  kept  a  small  cook's  shop,)  hinted  darkly  to 
his  companions,  that  unless  lie  had  another  basin  of  gruel  per 
dieniy  he  was  afraid  he  should  some  night  eat  the  boy  who  slept 
next  him,  who  happened  to  be  a  weakly  youth  of  tender  age. 
He  had  a  wild,  hungry  eye,  and  they  implicitly  believed  him. 
A  council  was  held ;  lots  were  cast  who  should  walk  up  to  the 
master  after  supper  that  evening,  and  ask  for  more ;  and  it  fell 
to  Oliver  Twist. 
'    The  evening  arrived :  the  boys  look  their  places ;  the  master 
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in  his  cook's  unifono  stationed  himself  at  the  copper ;  hia  pauper 
assistants  ranged  themBclves  behind  him ;  the  gruel  was  served 
out,  and  a  long  grace  was  said  over  the  short  commons.  The 
gruel  disappeared,  and  the  boys  whispered  each  other  and 
winked  at  Oliver,  while  his  next  neighbours  nudged  him.  Child 
as  he  was,  be  was  desperate  with  hunger  and  reckless  with  mi- 
sery. He  rose  from  the  table,  and  advancing,  basin  and  spoon  in 
band,  to  the  master,  said,  somewhat  alarmed  at  his  own  teme- 
rity— 

«  Please,  sir,  I  want  some  more." 

The  master  was  a  fat,  healthy  man,  but  he  turned  very  pale. 
He  gazed  in  stupified  astonishment  on  the  small  rebel  for  some 
seconds,  and  then  clung  for  support  to  the  copper.  The  assist- 
ants were  paralysed  with  wonder,  and  the  boys  with  fear. 

"  What !"  said  the  master  at  length,  in  a  faint  voice. 

"  Please,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  "  I  want  some  more." 

The  master  aimed  a  blow  at  Oliver's  head  with  tlie  ladle, 
pinicmed  him  in  his  arms,  and  shrieked  aloud  for  the  beadle. 

The  board  were  sitting  in  solemn  conclave  when  Mr.  Bumble 
rushed  into  the  room  in  great  excitement,  and  addressing  the 
gentleman  in  tbe  high  chair,  said, — 

"  Mr.  Limbkins,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ; — Oliver  Twist  bas 
asked  for  more."  There  was  a  general  start.  Horror  was 
depicted  on  eveir  countenance. 

"For  more!  sud  Mr.  Limbkins.  "Compose  yourself, 
Bumble,  and  answer  me  distinctly.  Do  I  understand  that  he 
asked  for  more,  after  he  had  eaten  the  supper  allotted  by  tbe 
dietaiT  ?" 

'*  He  did,  sir,"  replied  Bumble. 

"  That  boy  will  be  hung,"  said  the  f;entleman  in  tbe  white 
waistcoat;  "  I  know  that  boy  will  be  hung." 

Nobody  controverted  the  prophetic  gentleman's  opinion.  An 
animated  discussion  took  place.  Oliver  was  ordered  into  instant 
confinement ;  and  a  bill  was  next  morning  pasted  on  the  outside 
of  the  gate,  offering  a  reward  of  five  pounds  to  anybody  who 
would  take  Oliver  Twist  off  the  hands  of  the  parish :  in  other 
words,  five  pounds  and  Oliver  Twist  were  offered  to  any  man 
or  woman  wno  wanted  an  apprentice  to  any  trade,  business,  or 
calling. 

"  I  never  was  more  convinced  of  anything  in  my  life,"  said 
the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat,  as  he  knocked  at  the  gate 
and  read  the  hill  next  morning, — "  I  never  was  more  convinced 
of  anything  in  my  life,  than  1  am  that  that  boy  will  come  to 
be  hung." 

As  I  propose  to  show  in  the  sequel  whether  the  white-waist- 
00^^  gentleman  was  right  or  not,  I  should  perhaps  mar  the 
interest  of  this  narrative,  (supposing  it  to  possess  any  at  all,)  if 
1  ventured  to  bint  just  yet,  whether  the  life  of  Oliver  Twist  will 
be  a  l<mg  or  a  abort  piece  of  biogra[^y. 
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THE  MAN  WHO  SHOULD,  BUT  DID  NOT. 

Yes  1  the  good  Sir  Toby  Plum  died ;  and  the  very  statues  in  the 
Stock  Exchange  were  moved, — the  very  pillars  of  that  sanctuary  par- 
ticularly distinguished  themselves  by  their  violent  agitation, — the  old 
Lady  in  Threadneedle  Street  refused  to  be  comforted, — and  the  uni- 
versal brow  of  'Change  Alley  was  clouded  with  the  profoundest  grief. 
The  dumb  animals  of  that  region — the  bears  and  bulls — prowled  about 
in  savage  woe,  and  "  looked  unutterable  things,"  on  the  day  that  the 
remains  of  Sir  I'oby  Plum  were  gathered  to  his  fathers.  He  had  a 
running  personal  account  of  seventy  years  and  upwards  with  old  Dame 
Nature,  which  is  now  paid ;~— (the  only  one,  it  was  maliciously  said,  he 

ever  paid;) — and  he  dies  possessed — not  he,  but  others — of thou- 

sands,  (we  leave  a  blank  for  the  number,  to  be  hereafter  filled  up,)  or, 
what  is  quite  as  good,  the  name  of  them. 

"  What's  in  a  name?"  Ask  that  beautiful  inconsolable  creature,  his 
widow,  who,  at  the  age  of  twenty- three,  finds  she  is  once  more  mistress 
of  herself,  and  of  her  dear  Sir  Toby's  worldly  possessions  besides.  As 
these  were  supposed  to  be  infinite,  can  it  be  imagined  that  we  will 
attempt  to  set  down  in  round  numbers  what  is  incont^ivable,  and, 
consequently,  without  a  name  7  But  see  : — there  is  a  staid,  solemn,  bu- 
siness-looking personage,  just  slept  out  of  her  boudoir, — Peter  Smyrk, 
the  man  of  business,  a  kind  of  lurcher  to  the  late  Sir  'Toby.  She  is  at 
present  too  inconsolable  to  receive  faim.  Perhap  he  mig^t  inform 
you — you  perceive  by  his  impatience  and  disappointment  he  is  most 
anxious  to  do  so.  She,  poor  creature  1  coutd  not  be  supposed  interested 
in  such  details,  who  was  only  a  few  days  ago  on  the  very  brink  of  the 
grave — (for  she  accompanied  the  remains  of  the  good  Sir  Toby  to  the 
churchyard). 

It  was  about  a  fortnight  afler  the  death  of  good  Sir  Toby  that  his 
disconsolate  widow  felt  reconciled  to  her  mourning  and  "  the  novelty 
of  her  situation."  Absorbed  in  thoughts  about  her  own  sweet  person, 
and  busy  with  reflections — such  as  her  mirror  gave, — the  impprtant 
Peter  Smyrk  was  announced.  The  sweetest  voice  in  the  city  wel- 
comed Peter  Smyrk. 

"  Very  happy  to  see  you,  madam  j  but  still  sincerely  sorry— — " 

"Pray,  Mr.  Smyrk,  don't  revive  a  subject  so  paintiil  to  me.     Sir 

Toby  was  a  good  man  :  I  shall  never — ne-ver  forget "    And  tears 

such  as  angels — or  widows — weep,  coursed  down  her  cheek. 

"  I  'm  sure  not,  madam ;  and  I  must  entreat  you  to  believe  how  sin- 
cerely I  sympathise  with  you  on  your  loss,  aiul  how  very  sorry  I  am 
tobe-^— " 

"Ah  I  you  are  very — very  good,  Mr.  Smyrk — very  considerate ;  so 
was  the  good  Sir  Toby.     But  these  papers " 

" — Will,  I  fear,  madam,  but  create  firesh  sorrow.     In  fact " 

"Very  true,  Mr.  Smyrk;  anything  that  reminds  roe  of  that  good 
old  man  causes  my  sorrows  to  fiow  atresh." 

"  In  truth,  madam,"  said  the  sympathising  man  of  business,  "  there 
it  something  in  these  papers  to  cause  just  and  deserving  regret, — but 
still  very  little  to  remind  you  of  him ,— he  has  left  you  but  500il  All 
the  rest  of  his  property  goes  to  his  nephew." 
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"  What !  all  ?"  exclaimed  the  relict  of  Sir  Toby  Plum. 
"  Alt,  madam ; — everything." 

"  Then  I  am  the  - — "  But  the  pillows  of  her  ottoman  only  knew, 
M  she  buried  her  &ce  in  them,  the  superlative  degree  of  misery  to 
which  she  said  ahe  was  consigned  by  the  too  prudent  Sir  Toby. 

It  was  a  sweet,  voluptuous  moonlight  night, — so  fair,  so  sweet,  so 
full  of  that  delicious  languor  that  best  accords  with  the  human  heart 
in  its  softest  hours,  tinging  the  picturesque  summits  of  chimDey-tops 
as  well  as  towers,  and  bringing  out  into  pleasing  relief  each  particular 
brick  of  the  classic  region  of  the  Minories,— that  Richie  Barter,  enve- 
l(q)ed  in  a  double-milled  dreadnought,  stood  before  what  teat  the  man- 
sion of  the  late  Sir  Toby  Plum.  Kichie  was  the  very  personification 
of  a  man  on  'Change, — busy,  important,  and  imposing.  He  was  head 
clerk  in  the  house,  and  having  served  the  good  Sir  Toby  till  he  could 
serve  him  no  longer,  and  having  wound  up  the  ai&irs  of  the  firm,  which 
seem  disposed  of,  in  that  neatly-tied  parcel  under  his  arm,  he  avoids 
the  garish  eye  of  day,  and  calls  by  moonlight  to  transact  a  little  busi- 
ness and  condolence  together.  Richie  was  a  prudent  man,  frugal  both 
of  his  purse  and  person,  and  stood  at  the  door  of  Sir  Toby,  elevated 
with  the  integrity  of  his  purpose,  and  the  consciousness  of  four  thou- 
sand good  pounds  of  his  own  making.  A  few  moments,  and  he 
was  ushered  into  the  prettiest  of  alt  parlours,  where,  reposing  on 
the  most  seductive  of  ottomans,  reclined  the  pale  and  disconsolate 
mistress  of  the  mansion.  By  the  softened  lustre  of  a  solitary  lamp,  the 
prudent  eye  of  Kichie  took  a  hast;  glance  around  him :  everything 
bespoke  comfort  and  elegance.  He  sat  down,  drew  his  chair  near  the 
sofa,  and  laid  the  neatly-tied  parcel  at  her  feet.  Only  one  of  these  was 
visible,  and  was  shrouded  from  the  too  curious  gaze  of  Richie  in  a 
little  ^pper ;  the  other,  with  retiring  delicacy,  was  withdrawn  within 
those  precincts  where  the  imagination  of  Richie  did  not  follow.  The 
communings  of  Richie  on  the  occasion  were  worthy  of  him,  and  as  he 
feasted  his  eyes  on  its  fair  and  delicate  proportions,  he  calculated 
{for  be  was  a  man  of  calculation)  by  a  rule  of  proportionHf  that  if 
one  sweet  foot  gave  such  pleasure,  what  would  two  give?  In 
truth,  Richie,  after  trying  the  question  by  every  rule  of  proportion 
that  Cocker  or  Cupid  could  suggest,  boldly  asked  himself  what  might 
the  lady  give,  who  abounded  in  proportion ;  and,  as  a  prudent  man,  he 
thought  at  no  remote  period  he  mi^t  put  that  question. 

"  Still  inconsolable,  madam?"  said  Richie  Barter  afler  a  few  prefa- 
tory hems.  "  Surely  you  might  yield  to  the  soothing  anxieties  of 
your  friends,  and  be  reconciled  to  the  loss — good  man  that  he  was  I" 

"Ahl  Mr.  Barter,  such  a  loss! — so  undeserved! — so  unexpected! 
•—and  to  be  left  thus  a  prey  to " 

"  We  must  all  go  in  our  turn,  madam,"  interrupted  the  sententious 
Richie;  "and  'tis  a  consolation  to  hts  successors  to  know  that  his 
aflnirs  were  in  a  most  flourishing  condition ;— a  net  capital,  madam,  of 
forty  thousand  pounds,  afler  all  demands.  You  will  find  the  exact 
state  of  his  aflairs  in  these  papers." 

Lady  Plum  petulantly  kicked  the  parcel  off  the  sofa. 

"  I  hate  business,  Mr.  Barter;  and  were  forty  times  the  sum" (per- 
ceiving his  ignorance  of  the  testamentary  disposition  of  the  property) 
**  contained  in  them,  I  would  trust  to  your  sluU  and  integrity  to  wind 
op  the  matter." 
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"  These  forty  thousand  at  your  command,  madam,"  said  Richiei 
"  the  bulk  of  Sir  Toby's  property,  if  properly  ktabanded  ^——" 

The  mention  of  a  sum  which  she  knew  she  had  not,  coupled  with 
the  name  of  husband,  who  she  knew  had  not  appreciated  her  merita, 
brought  two  pearly  drt^e  into  her  eyes,  which  Richie  would  have  given 
a  quarter's  salary  to  be  permitted  to  kiss  off,  and  which  vied  in  size  and 
lustre  with  those  that  trembled  in  her  ears ;  but  he  did  what  was  quite 
as  grateful  to  the  widow, — he  summoned  a  little  moisture  into  his 
own.     This  sympathetic  display  was  not  lost  on  the  considerate  lady, 

•"Forty  times  that  sum' — were  not  these  her  words?"  tbnught 
Richie  Barter,  as,  wendbg  his  way  down  Cheapside,  he  began  to  pon- 
der on  the  widow's  words,  "  and  would  entrust  it  all  to  Uichie  Barter  I 
Well  I  that  sum,  and  my  own  four  thousand,  would  make  a  man  of 
Richie  Barter  for  life."  And,  brimful  of  the  gayest  and  happiest  anti- 
cipations, he  strode  on. 

"  Please,  sir,  what  o'clock  is  it  ?"  asked  a  little  hoy  of  Richie,  as  he 
stood  staring  at  the  clock  of  Bow  Church ;  to  which  Richie,  heedless  of 
time  and  space,  answered,  "  Forty  thousand ;"  and,  equally  regardless 
of  the  shouts  of  laughter  which  the  answer  provoked,  he  walked  on. 

Night  after  night  the  precise  Richie  stood  before  the  mansion  of 
the  late  Sir  Toby  Plum,  enwrapt  in  his  dreadnought,  and  in  thoughts 
equally  fearless.  The  same  low,  considerate,  but  somewhat  confiden- 
tial rap  admitted  him  ;  the  same  sweet  little  parlour  and  its  fair  occu- 
pant received  him ;  the  same  confidence  was  expressed  in  his  integrity 
and  skill.  Financial  arrangements,  discussed  by  proportioiu,  he  found 
irresistibly  conclusive;  tilt,  in  the  fulness  of  time, — according  to  Richie's 
own  account,  three  months  o^  tight, — he  became  one  of  the  happiest 
of  husbands,  and  forthwith  began  to  make  arrangements  for  ktuband- 
ing — now  that  he  was  qualified— their  joint  stock  ;  and  Richie  Barter 
was  a  happy  man.  Richie  was  also  a  cautious  man  ;  but  how  absurd 
a  thing  is  caution,  particularly  in  a&irs  of  the  heart ! — with  which,  if 
they  would  prosper,  the  head  must  have  nothing  to  do.  In  a  short  time 
Richie  began  to  discover  that  he  might  possibly  have  been  a  little  too 
precipitate  in  marriage  ;  that  ytoportiotu,  which  gave  forty  thousand 
pounds  as  a  result  of  the  most  correct  calculation,  were  not  to  be  relied 
upon  ;  in  short,  that  he  might  have  looked  before  him ; — and  Richie 
sighed  profoundly  as  he  exclaimed,  "  /  ahmdd — but  did  not !" 

The  moon  that  generally  succeeds  matrimony,  and  upon  which  all 
the  sweets  of  poetry,  and  prose,  and  the  grocer's  shop,  have  been  ex- 
pended to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  its  deliciousness, — thus  "  gilding 
refined  gold,"  and  making  a  planet,  supposed  to  be  green  cheese,  the 
very  essence  of  honey, — that  luminary  had  run  its  course,  and  found 
Richie  Barter  one  day  in  the  dishabille  becoming  a  Benedict,  flung  on 
a  B0&,  with  his  dexter  hand  thrown  across  the  back  of  it,  lost  in  a  re- 
verie as  profound  as  his  breeches -pocket,  with  somethinglike  a  "  pale 
cast  of  tjiought"  on  a  countenance  once  rubicund,  and  now  rendered 
perfectly  cadaverous  by  a  glance  at  a  tetter  which  he  was  crumpling 
in  his  fist. 

"  How  is  this,  Julia,  dear  ?  there  must  be  some  mistake."  said  the 
agitated  Richie  to  the  most  prudent  of  wives,  as  she  entered  the  room. 
"  Only  a  paltry  five  hundred,  when  I  thought  forty  thousand  was  in 
the  way  ! — Surely  there  must  be  a  mistake  in  this  I" 

"  In  matters  of  business,  Mr.  Barter,— you  know  I  hate  business, — 
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there  wifl  be  mietakea,"  qtioth  the  lady ;  "  biuinese  is  my  aversion ;" 
and  she  swept  by  the  amaaed  Richie  with  all  the  dignity  of  a  Siddons. 
*'  I  married  you,  Mr.  Barter,  to  get  rid  of  business  and  its  degrading 
details ;"  and  she  looked  with  no  very  equivocal  air  of  contempt  on 
the  bulk  of  Richie  as  he  lay  coiled  on  the  so&,  crumpling  the  letter. 

"  Mr.  Smyrk,"  said  a  servant,  half  opening  the  door, 

"  Wish  you  ten  thousand  joys,  Mrs.  Barter,"  said  Sir  Toby's  man  of 
busiDess  as  be  entered.  "  An  excellent  character, — a  most  prudent 
man,  is  Mr.  Barter." 

"Whyaot  make  it  forty  thousand  joys,  sir?"  exclaimed  Richie. 

"  Very  &cetious,  Mr.  Barter;  but  this  just  reminds  me  of  a  little 
business  I  came  about, — a  few  debts  of  your  good  lady,  which  her 
cxeditors  are  a  little  clamorous  for,  particularly  since  you  've  got  the 
re|)utatioD  of  having  got  forty  thouaand  pounds  with  her." 

"  Forty  thousand  devils  f"  roared  the  furious  Richie.  "  Will  the 
n^Mittriiimofthatsum  pay  one  shilling  of  her  debts? — tell  me  that." 

"  Can't  exactly  say ;  but,  as  the  friend  of  the  late  Sir  Toby,  1  look-    ' 
ed  in,  in  the  &mily  way.     A  little  business  of  my  own — a  trifle  over 
three  hundred  pounds ;— Mrs.  Barter  will  tell  you  the  value  received." 
And  the  prudent  Mr.  Smyrk  presented  his  bill  to  that  amount,  and 
left  Richie  glaring  and  grinning  at  this  fresh  demand. 

*>  This  is  beyond  all  endurance,  Mrs.  Barter,"  said  Richie,  as  he 
flung  the  bill  on  the  ground 

Mrs.  B.  dehberately  took  it  up,  and  appeared  &3t  a  moment  ab~ 
Borbed  in  thought.  "  I  have  it ! — I  have  it  I"  at  length  she  exclaim- 
ed, as  the  bewDdered  Richie  stood  staring  at  her  abstraction. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  B. ;  and  what  have  you — not  forty  thousand  pounds  ?" 

"  No — a  thought,"  said  she  seriously. 

"  A  fiddle-stidc !"  cried  Richie. 

"No  such  thing,  lovel"  and  the  fascinating  Mrs.  B.  slid  her  aim 
round  her  helpmate's  neck,  and  began  to  unfdd  her  purpose.  "  You 
koow,"  said  the,  "how  I  was  disappointed  in  my  just  expectations 
■t  the  death  of  Sir  Toby.  I  had  every  reason  to  expect  that  the 
bulk  of  his  property,  which  goes  to  his  nephew,  would  have  been 
mine.  That  young  man  is  as  yet  unacquainted  with  the  fact,  and  by 
the  assistance  at  Smyrk,  whom  we  might  get  over,  he  might  remain  so, 
and  for  a  period  sufficiently  long  for  our  purpose.  Smyrk  may  ma- 
nage that,  and  also  to  keep  the  world  in  ignorance  of  the  matter.  At 
pretetxt  we  have  the  r^ulation  of  being  the  sole  owners  of  forty  thou- 
■wid  pounds." 

"  Nonsense,  Mrs.  B. !    What's  in  a  name?"  muttered  Richie. 

"  I  '11  tell  you  what 's  in  it.  There  is,  in  the  first  place,  the  credit 
derived  from  the  reputation  of  that  sum, — the  splendour,  the  elegance, 
tbe  cximibrt,  the  world's  good  opinion,  the  world's " 

■*  Laugh  I"  exclaimed  Barter,  with  deridbg  bitterness,  as  he  sneer- 
ed at  the  chimera  of  his  helpmate.  "  I  'm  a  ruined  man  I  I  'ra  a 
beggar '. — a  fool !" 

"  You  may  be  all  three  together,  Mr.  Barter,  if  you  choose ;  but 
that  would  be  too  extravagant.  Let  us  first  settle  this  trifle  of 
Smyrk' B,  whose  bare  whisper,  you  know,  in  the  city,  will  settle  the  af- 
fair for  US;  and  with  your  present  savings,  love, — isn't  it  four  thou- 
sand pounds  ? — and  the  name  of  forty  thousand  pounds " 

^  What 's  in  a  name  ?"  sighed  the  desponding  Richie ;  but,  briglit- 
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«ning  at  the  prospect  cOljured  UpbaToveUM,  ht  appeared  to  acqui- 
esce, and  the  bit!  of  Peter  Smyrk  was  instantly  paid.  Mrs.  B.'s  drafts 
on  futurity,  and  on  Richie's  four  thousand  pounds,  began  to  be  pretty 
considerable;  and  all  die  ^oonf  dcto^  vhicfa,  u  sle^id^;- partsv  in  the 
firm,  she  brought  with  her,  were  paid. 

How  often  did  he  revert  to  his  former  unambitious  and  peaceful 
life  when  freed  from  any  attachments  either  of  love  or  law, — when, 
with  ft  cleat-  conscience,  and  a  well-bruatisd  -coai^  hetat  ficnted  6a 

the  high  stool  at  his  detk  in Alley,  where  hieiMnzMt  wm 

bounded  by  eotton-bags  and  wool-sacka,  and  throogh  a  viata  «f  tsK- 
ctiDatfl,  ad  diey  weic  piled  in  pyramidal  precisiMi, be&ire VmootmiK' 
rate  eyes  t  Thoughts  of  better  days  and  tetter  thiagt  cwbc  -over 
him  as  he  flung  his  last  sovereign  in  paymeMfor  soae  fvettyrtrOnk 
pery  of  his  very  dear  Mrs.  B.  and  cried,  "  1  tailght  hme  ptanmud 
M  tMs,^I  timdd—but  did  «at  r  ■     -       :    , 

In  this tnood  of  mind  it  was,  that  Richie,  as  be  watone  sbj  axer*- 
dsing  his  mminating  fiicnlties  on  the  numbar  and  cdloor  of  wc  ^^S* 
on  London  Bridge,  and  profoundly  intent  on  the  diagranm  JBWuaJ-  bp  > 
the  mud  thereon,  was  roused  Irom  hu  reverie  by  a  smailtap  on- 
tbe  shoulder.  Now  tliis  was  given  with  such  precisian,  there  mM'mo 
mistaking  it ;  end  if  he  had  any  doubts  of  tbe  intent  of  the  indiaidiwl 
thus  accosting  him,  they  were  at  once  dispelled  by  lus  eefCioBliaff' 
manner,  which,  though  manly,  was  somewhat  tyjprwfaftmit,  «nd  OF- 
such  a  nature  as  to  be  quite  taAti^  at  first  sight;— ^uob'ia  the lowciv 
powering,  irresistible  charm  of  manner  !  '    , 

"'Tis  rather  sudden,  sir,"  said  Richie,  "and  the  BnonnljMt'verjy 
great ;  it  might  have  been  settled  without  arrest," 

"You  most  admit,  Mr.  Barter,"  said  the  sheriff's  oScer,.<''tlnt ' 
the  thing  is  done  geutcdly;  no  noise  or  exposure.  Surely  yaa ' 
won't  go  to  Jul  for  this  triflo ;"  and  Richie  groaned  at  the  AncA^nd ' 
its  bars  stared  him  in  Hm  face. 

"No  use  in  ftettmg,  sir,"  said  the  chief  perfomMr  in  thisoivil'' 
acUon.  "  There 's  nothing  like  bending  to  a  storm.  If  a  man  Teds  ' 
abd  sta^ors,'  the  best  thing  be  can  do  is  to  '  go  to  tbe  wall '  fat  at^ 
pert!  and  let  me  tetl  yoo,  sir,  that  many  a  man  has  made  a  r^M 
good  stand  Aen  when  driven  to  it.  Lord  Uess  you  I  tbe  coats  of 
half  my  acquaintance  are  absolute^  threadbare  aooi  etaodkifr  too 
close  to  iL  You  don't  understand  me,  mayhap  not;  two  or  tiwa»- 
good  eompotMotu,  and  (bn  a  good  &t  insolvency,  ftieudly  aastgneeg, 
and  B  few  other  friendly  etceteras, — that 's  what  I  mean  by  '  going  to 
the  wall,'  Mr.  Barter,  You  'II  make  a  pretty  totrjffiower  youraetf  an 
excellent  creeping  plant.  You  may  be  bruised  a  little,  aad  in  tfaac 
case  the  tojA  will  be  good  for  shelter  and  support,  and  in  time  ysu  ' 
may  creep  against  it ;"  and  the  worthy  official  gentleiaao  cbocUed,  aa 
he  gave  poor  Barter  a  nudge  in  the  side,  and  conducted  himthroogk 
what  he  called  the  way  of  all  flesh,  —  a  small  wioket  studded  wnh- 
spikes,  on  either  side  of  which  stood  fellows  with  looks  as  i^arp-aad 
as  full  of  iron.  And  as  Richie  faund  himBelf  in  the  tudst  of  tbe 
prison,  a  sinking  of  the  heart — a  feeling  of  looeliness  and  dcasiation  - 
came  over  him,  and  he  exclaimed, 

*'  How  easily  1  might  have  avoided  this !— I- oould  have  dDD>«a>— 

'tis  clear  I  SHODLD— BVT   I   DID  NOT  !" 
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BT  TRI  AVTHOK  OF  '•  TALES  OF  AN  ANTIQUARV." 


koowledgiaent  ot  the  iodepeadence  of  America,  and  preliminaries  of 
peace  between  that  country  and  Britain,  were  ugoed  at  Paris,  No- 
Tenber  SOth,  1782 ;  though  it  was  not  until  the  following  February 
that  a  veaael  from  the  United  States  first  arrired  in  the  river  Thames. 
Early  in  that  tocnth  the  fiiend  who  communicated  this  narrative  ' 
dtaaced  to  nait  an  cdd  London  physician,  who  had  long  since  retired 
from  practice,  and  who  had,  oddly  enough,  selected  as  the  seat  of  his 
pepose  one  of  those  ancient  houses,  bmlt  half  of  brick  and  half  of 
wood,  which  stood  within  the  last  seven  years,  on  the  western  side  of 
the  Soutbwark  end  ofold  London  Bridge,  partly  banging  over  the  roar- 
log  water,  and  partly  standing  in  &e  street  cfdled  Bridge-FooL 
Another  visitor,  who  was  then  present,  was  a  zealous  old  Dissenting 
dcr^yman,  probably  originally  of  the  &mi]y  of  Dunwoodie,  or  Din- 
witbw,  bnt  who  at  Uiis  time  was  called  Doctor  Downwithit ;  a  name 
which  be  singularly  well  deserved,  from  his  practice  of  beating  the 
cushion  in  bis  fervency,  in  the  pulpit,  and  of  vehemently  striking  the 
table  in  cnaversation,  to  enforce  hn  a^uments  and  observations.  In 
■uppcHting  these,  he  was  generally  rather  loud  and  tenacious ;  and 
one  of  his  most  frivourite  notions  was,  that  almoet  all  genuine  religion 
had  travelled  westward  to  America,  which  bad  thus  become  the  ark 
whoein  it  was  preserved,  and  the  very  Salem  of  the  modem  world. 
He  believed,  however,  on  the  authority  of  the  early  historian*  of  the 
coontry,  and  especially  on  that  of  tbe  strange  narratives  of  the 
Math«  &mUy,  tliat  certain  parts  were  grievously  vexed  by  witches 
Bad  evil  spirits ;  &n,  like  many  of  his  brethren,  he  held  that  compacts 
with  the  infernal  power*  were  still  possible.  But  if  Nod  England 
were  thus  troubled,  be  also  considered  that  Oid  England  was  in  a 
sdll  worse  condition;  for  be  maintained  the  well-known  saying  to  be 
DO  all^ory,  but  a  literal  Uet,  that  Satan  was  bodily  resi&nt  in 

The  remainder  of  the  party,  to  which  tbe  reader  is  now  introduced, 
consisted  of  the  old  physidan  himself,  and  bis  wife, — a  little  sharp 
old  dame,  most  terrifically  stiff  and  ceremonious,  and  dressed  in  the 
most  Bcdemn  ftahion  of  oalf-aH^ozen  years  [nrevious.  Her  hair,  su- 
perbly powdered,  was  most  exactly  combed  straight  upright  over  a 
oshitHi,  the  sides  being  curiously  frizzed,  and  tbe  back  turned  up  in  a 
broad  loop ;  upon  the  top  of  which  tower  appeared  a  tremulous  little 
gauze  cap,  decorated  with  ribands,  and  fiistened  by  ItHig  pins  with 
beads  of  diamond-paste.  The  rest  of  her  dress  consisted  of  a  stiff 
roa^colour  silk  gown,  of  great  length  in  tbe  waist,  and  bordered  in 
every  part  with  rich  full  trimmings ;  whilst  the  front,  and  all  around 
itt  was  open,  and  drawn  up  in  large  festoons  with  knots  of  riband, 
dJacoveriag  an  under  gannent  of  purple  silk,  and  a  round  and  full- 
flounced  white  muslin  apron.     Black  silk  shoes,  with  high  French 
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heels  and  rich  diamond-cut  steel  budcle*,  completed  her  costume. 
Next  to  this  stately  dress,  if  there  were  foiy  thing  in  which  Mis- 
trefls  Cleopatra  Ciiretoun  was  most  pBrttcularly  particolar,  it  was 
in  observing  and  exacting  the  moat  punctilious  manners,  «id  in  the 
exhibition  and  preservation  of  her  tea-equipage  j  a  very  rare,  very 
small,  and  very  fragile,  set  of  Nan-kin  porceUin,  which  forty  years 
back,  was  in  the  highest  estimation  and  value. 

The  recent  peace  with  America,  and  particularly  the  arrival  of  a 
ship  from  the  United  States,  had  inspired  Dr.  Downwithit  with  even 
more  than  his  usual  warmth  and  energy  in  disconning  of  them,  esper 
cially  when  he  spake  of  the  unlooked-for  happiness  and  glory  of  "  the 
Thirteen  Stripes  of  America  at  that  moment  flying  in  the  river  1" 
He  also  farther  expressed  his  joyful  zeal  by  frequent  and  vigorous 
blows  upon  Mrs.  Cleopatra's  smalt  round  tea-table,  of  the  carved 
Honduras  mahogany  then  so  fashionable,  which  approached  in  cf^nr 
to  ebony  itself.  At  every  stroke  of  bis  broad  and  heavy  fist,  all  the 
ohina  simultaneously  leaped  and  chattered,  and  the  table  declined 
and  rose  again  with  a  creaking  jerk,  which  showed  how  much  it  was 
internally  affected  by  the  worthy  preacher's  sealous  orations ;  and  it 
may  be  doubted  if  either  spring  or  hinge  ever  perfectly  recovered 
them.  At  each  of  these  convulsions,  Mrs.  Cleopatra  regarded  her 
visitor  with  a  withering  frown,  every  lineament  of  wht<^  was  vi- 
sible, from  the  extremely  open  character  of  her  head-dres9 ;  and  she 
appeared  to  be  earnestly  wishing  that  the  boisterous  admirer  of 
America  were  safe  in  irons  on  board  the  vessel  he  dedaimed  about, 
with  thrice  the  thirteen  stripes  duly  laid  upon  his  back. 

"  The  Thirteen  Stripes  of  America  in  the  river,  madam !"  exclaimed 
the  doctor  for  the  twentieth  time ;  and  for  the  twentieth  time  be 
drove  his  fist  upon  the  table  with  the  aforesaid  consequences  ;  "  the 
Thirteea  Stripes  of  America  in  the  river  I— it's  a  step  towards  the 
nntversal  peace  of  the  world,  and  an  event  not  to  be  paralleled  in 
our  times  I  But  what  do  we  hereupon  p  Why,  I  'It  tell  you  :  instead 
of  receiving  our  American  brethren  with  repentance,  kindness,  and 
honour,  we  let  their  sliip  come  up  even  to  the  very  Custom-house 
with  as  little  regard  as  a  herring-buss  or  the  Gravesend  tilt-boat  I 

"  Convince  yourself  of  it  by  to-day's  London  Ckronieln.  Only  listen. 
'February  Btli.  Mr.  Hsmmet  be^ed  to  inform  the  House  of  a  very 
recent  and  extraordinary  event ;  fiiat,  at  the  very  time  he  wa«  speak- 
ing, an  American  ship  was  in  the  river  Thames,  with  the  Thirteen 
Stripes  flying  on  board  1' — an  interjectional  hang  upon  the  taUe.— 
'  She  offered  to  enter  at  the  Custom-house,  but  the  ofScent  were  at  a 
loss  what  to  do.'  Now,  Mr.  Physician,  what  have  you  to  say  to 
this  ?" 

"Why,  doctur,"  said  Curetoun  merrily,  "that  brother  JonadiBn 
was  in  vastly  great  haste  to  get  a  week  sooner  where  nobody  wanted 
him  at  all ;  and  so  we  may  conclude  that  he's  very  glad  Uie  war's 
over,  notwithstanding  his  swaggering," 

"  But,  sir,  we  do  want  our  Transatluitic  brother,"  instantly  re- 
joined Downwithit,  in  a  vehement  and  positive  voice ;  "  we  want  all 
those  blessings  which  America  has  in  sach  abundance, — her  liberty, 
her  patriotism,  her  pastoral  simplicity,  her  temperance,  her  humanity, 
her  piety,  her 
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"  Her  witcbet,  and  her  alarea  I"  added  tlie  phyudan  quietlf. 

■*  Sir,"  said  the  minister,  innocently,  "  Hitte  has  not  been  either 
witch  or  conjuror  in  America  for  these  last  fifty  years,  and  nu^e. 
ll'l  live  another  day,  I  will  go  to  the  wharf  and  glad  my  eyes  with 
the  sight  of  that  most  happy  vessel  wherein  the  Thirteen  Stripes  of 
America  are  now  £oatii^  m  the  river  ;  nor  will  I  refiise  to  give  the 
right  hand  of  fellowship  to  the  tueauest  mariner  or  servant  on  board, 
but  tbiak  myself  honoured  aiid  happy  in  his  grasp :  fox  methinks 
(here  most  be  something  soul -refreshing  in  die  very  voice  and  touch 
of  peraoat  ooming  from  so  pious  a  country.  Hert  we  speak  with  the 
Mngnes  of  worldLiags ;  but  there  the  common  converse  is  framed  out 
of  that  used  by  our  ancient  godly  ancestors,  wbo,  for  conscience  sake, 
omigrated  to  the  American  deserts  and  forests.  It  is  '  holy  ul 
firoB  the  lamps  of  the  sanctuary,'  as  the  pious  John  Clarke  calU  it ; 
a  KHt  of  Uesaed  tongue,  which—  -" 

"  You're  an  awfiil  smart  chap,  I  calkilate,"  exclaimed  a,  loud  voice 
M  the  pueagcwitb  a  most  remarkable  kind  of  twang;  "you  are 
mighty  'cute,  but  I  rather  guess  now  the  'squire  is  to  home,  and  that 
1  must  see  him  right  slick  away  at  once,  and  so  here  1  sticks." 

"  Yes,  sore,  be  spe^  to  massa,"  added  another  voice,  evidently 
that  of  a  Degri>,  with  a  thick  gobbling  sound ;  ■'  he  berry  'ticklar 
iwcuage  for  him  from  berry  ole  friend."  Then,  in  a  lower  tone,  it 
continued,  "He  give  Ivory  lUly  drop  o'  rum,  Mister  ^mnker  Poke- 
bora  see  him." 

Theae  speeches  had  followed  a  loud  knocking  at  the  door,  and  the 
servant's  vain  attempt  to  explain  that  Dr.  Curetoua  was  engaged 
vith  visitors.  The  domestic,  however,  at  length  succeeded  in  tran- 
quilliaing  the  guests,  and  then  entered  with  a  letter  for  the  physician, 
of  which  he  almost  immediately  announced  the  contents,  by  saying, 
"Well,  Dr.  Dtnniwitfait,  you  will  now  have  it  in  your  power  to 
diake  handa  with  a  real  American  from  yonder  ship,  without  waiting 
till  to-morrow,  or  even  going  down  to  the  wharf;  for  1  learn  by  this 
letter,  that  my  old  acquaintance  Backwoodsley,  who  went  to  settle  in 
Kentucky  twenty  years  ago,  has  sent  over  bis  intended  son-in-law, 
and  one  of  his  siegroea,  to  collect  his  outstanding  debts,  and  dispose 
of  his  property." 

"  By  your  &vour,  then,  sir,"  said  the  clergyman,  ■'  I  beg  that  we 
may  [Hresendy  have  them  both  in." 

Toe  physician's  orders  to  this  effect  being  given,  in  a  few  seconds 
appeared  the  American  and  his  negro.  The  former  was  a  very  tall 
and  strong  man,  with  a  sallow  end  most  audacious  countenance, 
•baded  by  hc^-colour  hair,  which  grew  in  stiff  pendent  flakes ;  he 
was  dressed  in  a  large  loose  suit  of  coarse  light-brown  duffel,  with 
a  long  and  wide  frock-coat  and  trousers,  and  a  broad  white  hat.  He 
carried  a  five-feet  nntrimmed  bamboo  in  one  hand,  and  in  the  other  a 
Dutch  pipe,  which  he  continued  to  smoke  and  swing  about,  to  the 
great  molestation  of  Mrs.  Cleopatea,  who  absolutely  started  with 
horror,  at  the  ught  of  a  human  being  clad  in  a  style  so  savage,  and  so 
entirely  opposite  to  the  fashion  of  the  time.  Of  (he  negro  it  is 
enoogh  to  say,  that  he  was  of  the  Dutch  race,  broad  and  big  in  person, 
very  greasy  in  the  face,  something  like  a  ship's  cook ;  his  mouth  was 
of  an  enormous  site,  and  evidently  accustomed  to  both  good  laughing 
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and  good  tivii^ ;  and  Jiia  dress  consisted  of  coaree  dark-grey  dotbi 
with  a  tow  Bhirt  and  trousers,  and  a  dirty  striped  wooUen  cap.  After 
a  courteous  welcome  and  introduction,  the  physician  inquired  after 
the  welfare  of  his  acquaintance  in  Kentucky,  to  which  the  Ajoerican 
replied  in  the  same  loud  nasal  tone  as  before, — 

"  Why,  the  'squire 's  pretty  kedge  for  an  ould  un.  and  I  guess  that 
I'm  cleTerly  myself;  though,  as  I've  been  progressing  all  day  hither 
and  yon,  I  arn't  in  such  good  kilter  as  I  was  when  I  first  got  in  the 
ould  country ;  for  I  reckon  it  rained  some  to-day,  and  was  dreadful 
stoshy  going,  enough  to  make  mankind  slump  at  every  step.  It  was 
mighty  near  four  o'clock,  too,  afore  I  could  see  a  plate-house  to  l«ed 
at ;  and  when  I  made  an  enquerry  for  one,  folk  laughed  and  said 
nout,  as  if  I  'd  spoke  Greek,  or  was  moosical,  for  you  doosn't  talk  such 
dreadful  coorious  elegant  English  here  in  your  little  place  of  an 
island  as  we  do,  I  reckon.  So  I  began  |r>  rile,  I  did ;  and  grow  tar- 
naijoo  wolfy ;  but  at  last  I  saw  the  New  York  Coffee-house,  and  in  I 
turns,  and  spends  the  balance  of  the  day  there.  They  charged  me 
four  dollars  for  feed  and  drinking,  they  did ;  and  yet  couldn't  give  me 
a  beaker  of  ezging,  or  gin  cock-tail,  or  a  grain  of  sangaree,  or  any 
other  fogmatic,  or  a  dish  of  homminy.  And  now  I  ^ould  like  to 
make  an  enquerry  of  you;  what's  your  names?  and  how  have  you 
got  along? — I  say,  Ivory,  you  precious  nigger  !"  he  continued.  Bud> 
denly  turning  round  and  aiming  a  long  stroke  at  him  with  his  rattan, 
"  what  do  you  do,  in  the  'squire 's  keeping-room  ?" 

"  Massa  help  tell  he  to  come  in,"  returned  Ivory,  most  adroitly 
edging  and  skipping  out  of  the  sweep  of  the  bamboo. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  interposed  the  physician,  coming  between  tJienit  "  it 
was  at  my  request  he  came,  and  so  he  is  not  at  all  to  blame.  Mf 
friend  here  is  extremely  desirous  of-hearing  from  your  own  lips  some- 
thing about  a  country  which  hee^Mems  eofree,  so  pwvt,  and  an 
haj^  as  America."  This  be  uttered  with  a  peculiarly  arch  expres- 
sion, and  a  side-glance  at  Downwithit ;  and  then  continued,  "  But  first 
what  refreshments  shall  we  offer  you,  Mr.  Pokehom;  I  believe  that's 
your  name  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  arn't  nice,  by  no  manner  of  means,"  returned  the  Ameri- 
can ;  "  I  can  take  considerable  of  anything  now,  but  the  Digger  will 
like  a  beaker  of  rum  best." 

*'  Pray,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Cleopatra  in  a  very  stately  manner,  though 
meant  to  be  very  gracious,  "  what  family  has  Mr.  Backwoodsley  ? 
I  was  but  a  mere  girl  when  he. left  Europe,  though  I  eon  remember 
he  was  a  fine  tall  portly  gentleman." 

"  Possible  I  Well,  now,  ma'am,  I  should  have  guessed  you'd  been 
raised  a  purty  middling  awfiil  long  time  afore  that,  to  look  at  you : 
but,  as  you  say,  the  'squire 's  tall  enough  now,  I  calkilate,  and  so  is  idl 
his  family,  for  that  matter ;  for  Longfellow  Backwoodsley,  of  Kiwi- 
gittyquag,  measures  six  foot  three  in  natur's  stockings,  and  bis  sister 
Boadicea  is  but  an  inch  and  a  half  shorter.  What  family  has  the 
'squire,  did  you  say  ?  Why,  mighty  near  a  dozen,  I  calkilate.  Let's 
see  :  there 's  Travetout  Backwoodsley,  the  oldest,  he  was  the  squatter 
as  went  to  Tennessee ;  Longfellow,  as  I  told  you  about,  an  awful 
amort  gunner  and  racoon-catcher  he  b ;  Gumhletoo,  that  is  coostder- 
able  of  8  lawyer  in  York  State :  Hoister,  aa  went  to  sea ;  my  ould 
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womsB  aa  it  to  be,  Boadicea;  Increaae-and-MultipTy,  the  itibool- 
msster  in  Connecticut;  Brandywine,  what  keeps  the  Rock  oFCoIum- 
tris  hotel  St  Boston,  and  a  mightv  powerful  loe-tavem  it  is  as  you  II 
see  in  a  jear's  marc:b ;  Leandish,  that  has  uie  plate-house  at  Ho- 
boken ;  Skianer,  what  set  up  the  leather  and  finding  store  in  Ken- 
tacky;  I  some  think  that's  the  tote,  but  four  or  five  Bqueakers, 
squealers,  younkers,  vbelps,  and  rubbish,  that  keeps  about  the  ould 
I(^-hou(e  at  home  as  yet.  Pray  how  ould's  your  wife,  'squire?  and 
where  was  she  raised?" 

"  I  su|^3e,"  said  the  physician,  taking  no  notice  of  this  question, 
"  that  Master  Backwoodsley  is  growing  rich,  and  likes  his  settlement, 
by  his  Dot  coming  to  England." 

"  Oh  yaas  !  he  conducts  well,  and  likes  his  location,"  was  the  reply. 
"  He  bought  at  a  good  lay  first,  and  then  filled  it  with  betterments, 
snd  ftrming  trade,  and  creturs,  and  helps,  and  niters,  at  an  awful 
wnart  outlay  of  the  dollars,  I  calkilate ;  but  he  has  got  along  consider- 
tBAe  well  for  all  that.  For  aartain  he  is  the  yellow  flower  of  the  forest 
for  prosperity.  As  for  coming  back,  he  used  to  say,  when  the  war 
bad  a  closore  he  would  go  to  the  ould  country,  and  bring  away  the 
plunder  he  left  behind  ;  but  about  last  fall  the  ague  give  him  a  purty 
particular  smart  awful  shaking,  and  put  him  in  an  unhandsome  fix,  so 
the  jonmey  wouldn't  convene.  So  one  day,  as  I  was  a-lookiog  over 
my  snake-fence  at  Rams-Babylon,  almost  partly  opposite  to  his  clear- 
bg,  what  does  I  see,  but  the  'squire  coming  along  the  road  at  a  joun- 
cing pace  on  his  Narragansett  mar,  what  is  a  raal  smasher  at  a  trotting, 
and  then  he  pulled  up  close  to  the  zig-zag,  and  I  stuck  myself  atop  of 
a  stake,  and  we  held  a  talk.  Says  U)e  'squire,  says  he,  '  Son-in-law 
Spanker  P.  Pokehom  as  is  to  be' —  my  name  's  Anthony  Spanker 
Pendleton  Pokehom,  but  he  always  shorts  it, — '  Son-in-law  Spanker 
P.  Pokehom,  I  'II  tell  you  what  it  is, — I  guess  I  'm  getting  ould  now, 
and  more  than  that,  I  've  a  dcsp'ut  ugly  ague,  what  has  made  me 
quite  froughy  and  brash  to  what  I  was,  so  that  I  should  take  two  good 
blows  of  my  fist  to  bring  down  a  heef-cretur ;  which  doesn't  ought  to 
be,  when  a  man 's  only  sixty.  Now,  you  see,  as  I  can't  go  to  get  in 
my  debits  and  plunder  from  the  ould  country,  I  'It  deed  them  all  to 
you  for  thirty  dollars  cash,  or  lumber,  or  breadstuffs,  or  farmers'  pro- 
duee,  if  you  admire ;  and  the  tote  aj^reciates  to  mighty  near  two 
hundred,  I  guess.' " 

"  Welt,  sir,"  said  Curetoun,  '■  and  on  this  account  you  have  come 
to  England  ?" 

"  Oh  yaas  I"  answered  the  Columbian ;  '■  but  at  first  I  declined  off 
to  buy  at  a  better  lay ;  for,  arter  higgling  back  and  forth  for  a  while, 
I  give  the  'squire  but  twenty  dollars  in  all,  and  he  give  me  the  nigger. 
Ivory  White&ce  there,  besides.  Sartain  he  was  awful  sharp  to  make 
an  ugly  bargain  ;  but  if  he  was  the  steel  blade,  I  guess  I  was  the  un- 

Sierceable  ai'mond ;  and,  for  fear  he  should  squiggle,  I  got  all  set 
own  in  black  and  white  afore  the  authority,  and  a  letter  to  Lawyer 
Sharpies.  Kow  I  calkilate  to  put  up  all  at  auction,  and  to  sell  some 
nodons  of  my  own,  what  I  've  brought  over  in  my  plunder,  to  make 
more  avails. — How  do  you  allot  upon  that?" 

"Why,  sir,"  said  Dr.  Downwithit,  "  that  sensible  notions  from 
America  are  very  much  wanted  at  this  time,  to  show  us  the  excel- 
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lence  of  her  equitable  lam  and  liberties,  and  the  purity  of  her  reli- 
gion, I  say,  sir,  publish  theui.  There's  no  doubt  of  their  seOing 
well  and  quickly;  for  any  bookseller " 

"  The  Lord  I  exclaimed  Mr.  PokehcHn,  wEdi  a  shrill  whistle  and  a 
sidelong  glance  at  the  minister,  and  then,  turning  toCuretoun,  he  said, 
"  The  outd  'squire  's  awful  wordy;  he  's  a  CongresB-man  or  a  slang- 
wbanger,  I  guess,  or  else  he's  mighty  moosical,  I  reckon. — Booksellerl 
— Publish  I — What  doos  he  mean  ? — You  tarnation  nigger  I  who  told 
you  to  laugh  ?  You  calkilate  aa  I  harn't  got  the  cowskins  here  ;  but 
I  'II  whop  you  coorionsly  all  as  one. — I  '11  tell  you  what  it  is,  friend,  I 
doosn't  know  what  you  means,  I  doosn't." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Pokehom,  that  you  should  print  your  American  no- 
tions." 

"  Print  I — Oh  yaas  I  I  guess  now, — in  the  notice  of  Tendue  you 
mean.  Why,  there 's  no  merchants'  trade,  no  awful  package  ;  only  a 
few  small  little  notions,  and  such  wares,  though  they  am't  gat  genoo- 
wine  into  the  ould  country,  I  reckon.  It 's  aome  Indian  plunder  as  1 
cleared  out  when  I  came  away." 

"  Is  it  possible,  then,"  exclaimed  Downwithit,  "  that  the  highly- 
favoured  inhabitants  of  America  deal  in  plunder!  Restore  that  ill- 
gotten  spoil  of  the  Indians,  young  man,  or " 

"  What  doos  he  mean  ?"  interrupted  Pokehom,  in  a  perplexed  and 
angry  voice.  "  Why,  doosn't  he  understand  English  ?  Arn't  plunder 
travelling  stuff? — And  what  did  you  think  notions  was  P" 

"  Sir,"  said  the  minister,  "  in  our  language  the  tenn  eignifie* 
thoughts ;  and  I  supposed  that  you  had  meant  intellectual)  or  moral, 
or  religious  views  of  America  ;  not  the  base  wares  of  worldly  traffic." 

**  Perhaps,  Mr.  Pokehom,"  said  the  physician,  wishing  to  relieve 
both  his  guests,  "  you  interest  yourself  more  in  the  politics  of  your 
country.  Did  you  witness  anyaf  tlie  late  actions?  or  was  your  real' 
dence  near  the  seat  of  war?" 

"  Sartain !"  returned  the  American.  "  I  guess  that  we  had  purty 
considerable  tough  skrimmageing  about  us.  What  with  the  Indians, 
and  the  riglars,  and  the  skinners,  and  the  cow-boys,  there  wam't  no 
keeping  a  beef-cretur  in  the  pen,  nor  sleeping  ten  winks  at  a  time. 
You  'd  have  thought  the  devil  was  let  loose." 

"  And  no  doubt  he  was,  as  he  always  is  in  war,"  said  Downwithit, 
"  or  rather  he  sent  forth  his  legions  to  vex  your  persecuted  land  ;  for 
hia  only  proper  habitation  on  earth  is  this  sin-de*ising  city  of  Lod- 

"  That  a  berry  true,  massa,"  interposed  the  negro,  "  for  Massa 
Backwoodsley  often  say,  '  Ivory,  I  whop  you,  sure  as  a  devil  in  Lon- 
don ;■  and  he  always  do  it.  But  folk  say,  another  devil  in  Ameriky, 
for  all  that.  He  know  story  of  man  what  see  urn  and  talk  to  mn.  He 
not  b'lieve  it  at  alt,  dough.  Good  parson  sometime  preach  aboot  he's 
lempatation." 

"  That's  a  feet,"  added  Mr.  Pokehom,  "  and  an  awful  strange  his- 
tory it  is,  if  true.  If  you  want  to  hear  the  story,  the  nigger  can 
fix  you;  for  he's  precious  tonguey  and  wordy  about  them  devil- 
doms, and  witches,  and  wild  Indians,  when  he  aits  in  the  mud  in  the 
sunshine,  at  Rams-Babylon  and  High-Forks,  keeping  the  helps  from 
work,  or  at  a  raaple<log  fire  in  the  winter." 
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"  Then,  my  aaiAe  &i«nd,"  said  DovDwithU,  "  with  the  good  leave  of 
aU  present,  we'll  have  it  now." 

"  Wbjp,  I II  tell  you  what  it  is,"  aaawered  Pokehorn,  "  if  it  will  hap- 
pifjr  the  ould  'aquir^  the  oi^er  aball  have  his  own  head  for  once  in  a 
while ;  m  fire  away.  Ivory,  and  wlien  you  'le  not  right  I  '11  set  you 
wrong  myself" 

"  Iss,  inassa,"  h^an  the  negro ;  "ebbery  body  lilce  a  bear  ole  Ivory 
tell  he  story  about  a  FLUKOKa  Creek  ; 

"In  umole  ancient  timeof  York,  afore  a  great  war,  all  a  West  Indy 
keya  and  a.  Long  Island  Straits  and  Sound  war'  a  berry  full  of  a  ugly 
cruel  pirates ; — s'pose  massa  often  beard  of  they ; — and  urn  ould  Mi, 
what  sure  to  know,  say  a  devil  fuss  help  'em  get  plunder,  and  then 
lam  'eoa  how  to  hide  it  safe,  in  a  middle  of  dark  stormy  nights,  under 
blu&,  and  up  a  creeks,  all  alcmg  shore,  nighum  Bowery  Lane^^S'pose 
nawa  know  a  Bowery  Lane,  in  um  end  of  York  F" 

"  Sartain  the  'squire  dom  know  that,  you  tarnation  Guinea-crow, 
though  he  doos  keep  in  the  ould  country,"  interposed  Mr.  Pokehum ; 
"  but  1  guess  it 's  enough  to  make  mankind  rile  to  hear  a  body  doubt 
it,  mn'  the  Boweiy  Lane,  in  the  tree  independent  city  of  York,  in  York 
SCate,  must  be  knowed  by  all  the  tote  of  the  uni¥arsal  arth,  I  reckon  1 
Well,  now  I  calkilate  it  was  a  mighty  coorious  place  for  them  ugly 
^ratea,  and  did  convene  well,  being  partly  all  nigh  the  straits,  awfiil 
voeky,  and  considerable  full  of  trees  hanging  over,  because  there 
wam't  then  no  clearing  them  away  ;  and  the  tay  was,  that  the  devil  and 
then  tarnation  set  o(  sarpents  buried  tlieit  plunder  there,  where  tnan- 
Uod  mooght  look  for  it  till  the  week  arter  doomsday,  and  never  get  it 
oat  again.  They  say  the  devil's  hands  is  cruet  clitchy  when  he  takes 
money  to  keep;  and  though  a  purty  considerable  banditti  of  money- 
diggers  baa  often  been  arter  it,  they  couldn't  fix  it,  that 's  a  fact,  and 
I  some  think  that  nobody  never  will  now." 

"  Him  that  try  a  last,"  resumed  the  nc^ro^ — *<a  half-itarve  craxy 
•^oolmaster  ana  almanack-maker,  name  a  Domine  CroiiuB  Arend 
Eeekeokettel,  what  some  call  he  Peep-io-o-pot, — he  travel  about  and 
live  by  him  wits,  wherever  him  find  good  cupboard.  He  ask  a  ole 
governor  of  York  let  him  conjure  away  a  devil,  and  get  up  money  for 
a  state  ;  only  he  want  a  pay  first  to  help  him  dig.  But  goUy  I  a  go- 
vernor he  m^ty  soiart  for  white  man,  and  no  fool  j  he  say,  '  Dere  a 
shovel  and  pickaxe,  dem  all  you  want  now,  I  gueas.  You  go  dig  ;  you 
find  considerable  much  treasure  of  a  ugly  pirates,  you  hab  a  halt'  then, 
but  no  tink  a  get  anyting  afore,  I  calkilate.'  " 

"  Shut  your  ugly  beak,  you  croaking  blackbird !"  interrupted  the 
Amarican,  mcensed  by  Ivory's  singulu*  praiee  of  the  whites ;  "  and 
dooso't  be  mooaical  upon  your  betters ;  though  he  was  an  Englisher, 
I  reckon  that  he  was  a  purty  middling  sight  afoce  a  small  world  of 
niggwa.  Well,  the  Bchoohnaster  he  contrived  to  make  friends  with  a 
&t  little  Dutcher,  which  had  to  name  Dyckman  Deypester,  and  was 
located  on  a  clearbg  in  the  Bloomendael,  up  the  Bowery  Lane,  on  the 
road  to  Yonkers  and  Tarry  Town.  The  say  was,  that  he  had  such  an 
almighty  quuitity  of  dollars,  that,  he  floored  his  keeping-rown  with 
them  under  the  bricks;  and  I  rather  guess  that  he  did  keep  'em  aw- 
fultydoae  out  of  the  sight  of  mankiud.  I  dooai't  tell  you  this  for 
sartain :  but,  to  be  sure,  he  was  considerable  of  a  farmer,  he  was ;  aad 


jM,Googlc 


lOQ  PlVttCEKi  OKBEBi 

Dfsda.ai,  infdpy,b9tt«Rn«ati,  and  got  as  in«n  j  bmmmi  and  cratora 
at>out  lufi  cleacing,  u  brought  ■  whole  buiditti  of  suitorera  ncter  iiid 
OElughter  Dortje  ;  and  she  was  betidea  a  dreadful  BOiart,  clercr,  aao*' 
riaus.  laas  aa  you  &hall  see  between  Cow-^ieck  and  Babylon.  Ther^ 
was  young  Louis  Hudson,  a  spriugy,  tetiee  yotmg  feUow.  He  was  a' 
■ettler;  but  nobody  koowed  where  be  was  born,  boi  hims^  adtfaei^' 
like  a  botnelesB  and  markleas  ram.  I  gums,  ihougfa,  he  waarabed  to 
York  State,  he  was  such  a  fiower  of  mankind.  Then  there  was  ould 
Morgan  Homigold,  from  Jamucai  belike  he  was  a  leede  of  the  bnc^ 
caneer,  for  he  'd  been  to  sea  all  his  days,  and  looked  some  betiweea  ■' 
Jarmao  and  a  Spaniard,  with  a  cross  of  the  sea  bull-dog.  He  waa 
puTty  kedge  atill;  but  I  some  thiak  he  wanted  toJayupfor  lifew 
It  wam't  kaowed  what  he  had  been.  Then  tbere  was  the  alvat 
maker,  and  a  banditti  of  suitorera  besides,  as  I  stud  aforcu  I  calkikte 
that  dollars  warn't  awful  plenty  with  any  of  tbem :  but  wfaat  tbef 
wanted  in  cash,  they  made  up  in  fierce  love  to  Doll  Deypester;  and 
stuff,  and  notions,  and  palaver  to  the  ould  Dutcher.  He  waa  a  oo6- 
riona  smart  individual,  and  considerabfy  mooaical,  and  so  he  let  titeta 
think  Lbat  they  'd  got  hii  good  word  by  sarring  as  helps  on  hia  clear- 
ing, makii^  his  zig>zag  grand  against  breachy  cattle,  or  the  Jikea  -of 
that;  but  I  reckon  that  he  wam't  the  fish  to  be  caught  witlwnt  the 
golden  hook :  though,  if  the  devil  had  been  the  fi^oiman  tkam  he- 
would  have  fixed  the  Dutcher.  J  some  think  that  it  was  nigh  spring 
ibat.Doll  Deypeater's  birth-day  came  about,  and  all  the  anttoren 
were  awful  earnest  with  ould  Dyckman  to  fix  tor  one  of  tkcm  ;  -the, 
woman  being  most  for  young  Hudson,  and  the  Dutcher  for  bim  aabadi 
moat  pjundec,  and  could  best  get  well  along  in  the  world.  SeaayaCks; 
myaheer,  saya  he,  '  I  'II  tell  you  what  it  is,'  saya  he;  '  you're  dl 
mjghty  smart  fellows,  you  are ;  but  afore  I  give  my  gal  to  any  of  ytn^ 
I  must  know  if  you  can  pay  the  charges ;  for  I  reckon  for  me  togive 
the  dolhits  and  die  wife  both  is  what  I  call  a  leetle  too  purty  niddUng 
particklar.  I  wou't  have  no  squatting  on  my  clearing,  and  no  bund< ' 
ling  with  my  darter,  I  won't;  and  so,  to  save  iquiggling,  whoever  of 
you  can  bring  me  first  five  hundred  harddollars  on  her  birth^day  ahaU 
have  Dor^e  Deypester.' — That  was  what  ould  Dyckman  said,  only  I 
rather  guess  that  be  didn't  talk  such  coorious  degant  English  as  I 
does,  because  be  was  an  awful  smoker,  and  a  Dutcher  besides.  Upon  the 
hearing  ofthi^  they  mighty  soon  took  themselves  slick  right  away  <f, 
all  but  young  Hudson  and  the  schoolmaater  ;  G>r  one  knowed  when  he 
was  in  good  quartera,  and  t'other  laved  Doitje  too  well,  X  c^kilate,  ta 
leave  till  be  couldn't  Stay  no  l(»ger.—I  say,  Ivwy,  am't  you  going  to 
tell  the  'squire  the  story,  or  do  you  calkilate  h  I  ^otdd  go  the  wtKile 
hog  for  you,  you  'tacnai  laay  log  of  ebony?" 

"  Him  tinkee  Quusaa  like  to  hearheself  talk  beat,"  answa«d  the  oe. 
gro.  "  Golly  t  he  tell  it  awful  el^ant,  sure; — moat  as  well  aa  ole 
Ivory.  A  day  aftHW  a  Dorse's  birth-day,  come  on  mi^ty  uglystMm, 
what  a  ole  folk  say  tear  up  et)berytinghe  meet  oo.a  grouM,  and  racka 
on  a  shore,  ao  that  man  see  considerable  much  strange  tiags  dere, 
what  be  never  know  afore  or  again.  A  wind  crack  a  biggeat  treea,  and 
snap  a  strongest  zig-aags  like  a  twigs,  and  a  rain  pour  down  like  a 
water-spout.  Towtird  a  night  a  storm  he  little  clear  up,  and  a  wiad 
he  blow  but  in  puff  and  gusts,  and  a  laoon  show  hes«^  dpugb  ut 
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va^ty  cloudy  watery  iky.  Then  Lmiii  hc'teare  a  home  -of  t^ 
Smrpoter, 'csiiH  li«.n«t 'MeD(irt|e  give  sway  next  morning;  to  Ja- 
mMica-nMi,  and  bote  of  'em  ud  enoagh,  he  c^kikte  i  but  there  no 
hdp,  and  away  he  go  in  despair.  He  not  gat  far  from  a  dearfng  when 
he  see  a  noon  ihitte  down  nrighty  ugty  narrow  golf,  whei^  a  road  gd 
to  a  Hudson  Rirer  below,  and  he  st4^  little  and  look,  'cause  he  never 
reuenber  he  to  »ee  a  plaee  afbre.  While  he  itand,  he  tiok  he  hear 
man  ifemk,  and  then  he  ue  him  aitting  on  rock  in  a  moonlight,  half 
way  damn  a  gul^  and  another  standing  by.  Hudson  then  go  down 
iKeetf  wi  a  dark  ude,  tiHl  he  get  opposite,  and  then  he  look  over  and 
KB'  a  iDomine  Keekenkettel  talkiDg  to  a  mighty  'dckler  handsome, 
yiwd,  ole  colour  gentlewn " 

"  Saftatn  it  was  tbe  oiild  gentleman,  tarefy,"  intefmpted  the  Ame- 
ncaa,  "  in  tbe  shape  of  a  nigger,  which  wm't  considerably  much  of  a 
hidkig  fi>r  the  devil,  I  calkilate." 

*■  I  dcn't  tink  be  kwk  a  bit  of  a  devil,"  answered  Ivmy,  somewhat 
ofended.'  "  A  tink  a  devil  so  handxHue  as  a  colour  man  ?  Be  sure 
be  iw  4cvp,  'cause  ebberybody  know  he  all  white  !" 

"  QiHt,  you  lying  jackdaw  I"  replied  Pokehom  with  great  prompt- 
neB%  and  a  loag  stnke  at  Ivory ;  **  that 's  only  in  Guinea,  I  calkitate, 
tlMt  he'  noayn't  be  mistaken  for  one  of  the  family.  Go  on,  and  don't 
bemodneal,  or  i  trounce  you." 

*''^Cell,"  resumed  the  negro,  "  Louis  soon  heu  a  domine  say,  '  Thlf 
oat  bargain,  then,—!  take  your  place  to  watch  a  pirates'  treasure, — I' 
suees  h  soon  fix  him,  and  get  him  all  slick  away.  But  afore  you  and 
i^teai,  pYaps  yon  show  where  a  money  is  buried.'  A  sttanger  thtti 
poiat  between  a  rocks  beside  him,  and  say  in  he's  deep  voice,  '  Dere!'- 
And  then  down  by  a  colour  man,  Louis  he  see  into  a  ground,  what 
saem  nil  full  of  treasure  shiniog  in  a  mocmKght ;  here  awful  much  gold' 
aad  dirflars,  and  dere  a  gold  and  silver  plate,  and  a  t'odier  place  fill! 
of  a  di'osonds  and  jewels,  bright  as  stars  in  a  n'^ht  sky.  Grach  !  I 
tiak  he  wen'er,  and  b'lieve  he  rile  a  little  that  a  dmanack-maker  so 
easy  get  a  five  bmidred  dollars  for  Dortje  Deypester.  A  demine  stare 
iaio  a  cave  as  if  he's  eyes  eat  up  all  be  look  at ;  bnt  at  last  he  get  up 
and  say,  *  I  gree,  and  dere  my  hand  on  a  bargain  ;  I  take  care  of  al^ 
instead  of  you,  and  much  more  as  you  can  riiow  me.'  So  he  fill  he's 
poaches^  and  then  go  away  to  ole  Deypester  for  a  horses  and  bags  to 
brfttg  away  a  rest,  dongh  he  often  turn  a  head  to  look  back  at  a  trea- 
smc  He  hardly  gone  when  a  strange  colour  man  call  out  to  Louis  in 
he's  deep  voice,  '  This  a  dark  ntght  for  a  sad  heart  to  journey  in.' 
Louis  mm  he  round  directly,  and  see  him  doee  beside,  berry  tall  and 
genteel,  such  a  bootiflil  geittleum  t  dough  he  no  make  out  he's  face  for 
a  clouds  over  a  moon.  He  littie  feared  and  won'ered  at  first,  but  soon 
he  get  up  he's  plack  and  say,  '  I  guess  it  dark  enough,  but  how  you 
know  ny  heart  sad  V  T  other  answer  him  smart,  ■  'That  want  no  wiz- 
ard, when  he  bear  a  sighs  like  yours.  But  he  know  little  more  yet :  he 
rccjcoa  you  want  a  five  hundred  dollars  afbre  to-morrow,  or  lose  your 
Bweetiieart,  wMcfa  a  true  shame  fer  active  springy  lad  like  you :  a  pi- 
rates' treasure  dere,  hab  a  ten  thousand  thnes  as  much,  as  be  know  by 
a  vatdting  it  these  twenty  years.'—*  In  a  God's  name !'  say  Louis  then, 
'  wfco  are  you, — and  who  set  you  there  7'—'  One  of  a  last  of  a  Spanish 
I,'  say  the  other ; '  urat  berry  Captain  Homigold,  what  make 
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love  to  Dortje  Dejpester.  He  take  a  ship,  and  kill  all  on  board  but 
me  and  young  child,  that  I  slave  to;  then  he  bring  u>  bote  to  a  shore, 
where  he  hide  all  his  plunder,  and  stab  us,  and  tell  a  ghosts  to  watch 
it.  A  young  child  he  live,  and  found  on  a  river  bank,  and  so  called 
by  it  name — Louis  Hudson,  it  yourself ! — but  I  die,  and  wan'er  about 
a  treasure-grave  till  a  captain  come  back,  or  another  take  my  place, 
or  a  right  ovrner  come  for  his  own.  All  that  happen  to-night,  and  I 
soon  at  liberty  for  ever  1 — You  bear  a  moaey-di^er  say  he  look  to  a 
pirates'  spoil  bereafler,  and  be  sure  be  never  quit  a  creek  agaio, 
dou^  he  never  find  a  gold  any  more.  This  treasure  here,  belong  to 
a  father,  who  killed  in  ship;  it  now  all  your  own  ;  take  bim,  but  take 
a  nothing  more  ; — use  him  welt,  and  you  be  fifty  times  so  ri(^  as  Dey- 
pester,  and  hab  a  blessing  beside. — Hark  !  a  bell  strike  twelve  I — my 
time  most  up  now,  and  dere  come  a  captain  1'  " 

"  Ivory,  you  'tamal  tonguey  imp !"  again  interrupted  the  American* 
"  doos  you  mean  to  keep  on  all  night  about  that  precious  wordy  black 
preaching  in  the  credi  ?  Now  I  'U  show  you  how  to  finish  it  aU  right 
slick  away  at  once,  I  will. — You  see,  then,  the  captain  comes  tran^ 
oosing  up  from  the  river  with  a  spade  and  a  lanthom,  to  dig  fbr  the 
treasure ;  and,  as  soon  as  he  gets  in,  he  cries  out  '  Plunder  and  prize- 
money  1  Uiis  is  a  deap'ut  ugly  awful  dark  berth.— Is  there  anybody  on 
watch,  I  wonder  ?'  Upon  which  that  dreadful  big  black  comes  up  and 
says,  '  Yes,  I  calkilate  1  'm  awake  here ;  and  now,  as  I  've  kept  tba 
treasures  of  the  bold  buccaneers  tiU  you  've  come  back,  if  you  ad- 
mire we  '11  go  off  together.' — '  Bear  a  smart  hand,  then,  with  the 
plunder  into  the  boat  below,  afore  the  tide  falls,'  says  Homigold. 
'  Clouds  and  midni^t !  how  dark  it  is,  and  the  gale  blows  stiffer  than 
ever ! — Seas  and  billows  I  why,  the  tide 's  coming  up  the  creek  ten 
ftthom  strong !' — That 's  all  as  was  ever  heard  of  the  a4>tain  or  the 
nigger,  I  guess ;  for  what  between  the  water  at  came  roaring  up»  and 
the  rain  as  came  pouring  down,  they  were  carried  off  to  sea  with  all 
their  plunder,  and  nobody  never  saw  or  beard  of  them  sarpents 
again  I" 

"  A  most  astonishing  and  mysterious  providence,  trul^,"  said  Dovm- 
withit,  "  and  worthy  of  being  recorded  with  the  narratives  of  Baxter, 
Reynolds,  Janeway,  and  Mather. — But  what  became  of  the  others  7" 

"  Why,"  said  Mr.  Pokehom,  "  as  for  Louis,  he  turned  out  to  be 
some  awful  great  man  or  other,  and  considerable  rich.  He  showed 
ould  Deypester  a  thousand  dollars  next  morning,  and  married  Dortje 
afore  night.  But  Keekenkettel  went  mad  outright,  because  he 
couldn't  never'  fix  the  treasure  again,  and  found  that  he  'd  filled  his 
pouches  with  shells  and  stones,  as  looked  mighty  like  dollars  and 
doubloons  in  the  moonshine.  Folk  say  be  was  only  dreaming,  and 
that  there  never  warn't  no  such  treasure  for  faim  to  find ;  though 
they  guessed  that  young  Hudson  got  his  money  by  the  storm  having 
wa^ed  it  up  out  of  the  groond.  But  it's  a  true  fact,  it  is,  that  the 
domine  always  arter,  kept  camfoozling  about  the  I^rates' PI  under  Creek 
as  long  as  he  lived,  as  ne  bargwned  to  do ;  and  whenever  there 's  « 
mighty  smart  storm  in  the  night,  with  a  liliok  of  moonli^tt  the  say  ts, 
that  he's  to  be  seen  there  still." 
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It  tm  a  i*ild  apd  fjlooiny  dream :  to  think  upon  it  now, 

My  very  blood  is  chill'd  with  fear ;  and  o'er  my  aching  brow 

Cokl  dammy  drops  are  stealing  down,  I  trembLe  like  a  child 

Who  listens  to  a  story  of  the  wonderful  and  wild ! 

And  well  a  Router  heart  than  mine  might  quake  with  dread,  I  ween ; — 

But  who  hath  ever  gated,  like  me,  on  bucIi  b  fearful  scene  I 

Skep  diopp'd  upon  my  wearied  eyea,  and  down  I  lank  to  rest ; 

But  DO  rerabiog  ihimbers  upon  my  sensei  pren'd  i 

Tea  thousand  lights  before  my  eyes  were  dancing, — blue  and  red ; 

Ten  thousand  hollow  voices  cried — I  knew  not  what  Ihey  said. 

My  brain  wheel'd  round — faint  grew  my  limbs — I  cried  and  screaro'd  in  vain ; 

It  sceraM  as  ihongh  some  cursed  imp  had  bound  me  with  his  chain  I 

My  tongue  clave  to  the  patched  roof, — a  raging  thirst  was  mine, 

Ai  I  had  dtuak  for  montbs  attd  mw)ths,  nought  else  but  saltest  brine ; 

Tbint  auch  m  pardied  {jilgiims  feel  who  rai^  the  desert  wide, 

Or  those  who  he  'neath  scorching  skies  upon  a  calmed  tide. 

My  temples  throbb'd  as  thej^  would  burst ;  and,  raging  through  my  brain, 

He  boiling  blood  rush'd  furiously  with  sound  like  hurricaoel 

(  rav'd  and  foam'd  ;  my  eyeballs  strain'd,  as  though  the  nerves  would  hurst, 

As  by  my  side  appear'd  a  form — a  demon  form  accurst  I 

And  soddenly  another  came-^other,  and  yet  mote. 

All  clad  in  daik  habiliments ; — a  dozen — ay,  a  score  I 

On  loe  they  leer'd  with  savttge  joy,  and  seized  me,  every  one. 

And  round  and  round  about  me  went. — Oh!   bow  my  senses  spun  I 

I  thought  the  leader  of  that  baud  of  sprites  must  surety  be 

The  Evil  One,  and  I  bis  prey.     I  vamty  strove  to  flee : 

1  tried  to  pray, — my  tongue  was  dumb; — then  down  upon  the  ground 

I  sank,  and  Mt  my  eveiy  limb  with  fiery  fetters  bound. 

I  know  not  now,  how  long  I  lay ;  my  senses  all  were  gone. 

And  1  with  those  infernal  ones  was  left  alone,  alone. 

At  length  I  started  with  affright,  and  felt,  or  seemed  to  feel. 

The  bUsls  of  hot  sulphureous  air  across  my  forehead  steal. 

A  horrid  thought,  as  on  we  mov'd,  upon  my  senses  burst, 

Thai  they  were  bearing  me  aivay  unto  the  place  accurst. 

Ob !  language  vainly  strives  to  paint  the  horrors  of  that  ride  I 

Two  demons  at  my  bead  and  feet,  and  two  on  either  side. 

1\ie  Man  above  were  bloody  red — each  one  seem'd  doubly  bright, 

And  uiectral  faces  gtar'd  in  mine,  with  looks  ofgrim  delight. 

Still  slowly,  slowly  on  we  mov'd,  that  ^asUy  troop  and  J  ; 

I  questioned,  where  ? — a  fiendish  laugh  was  only  their  rtpty, 

Oo,  onwaid  I  was  borne.     At  last  they  stay'd,  and  in  my  (ace 

A  hideous  visage  peer'd  on  me  with  horrible  grimace : 

Hen  down  Uiey  uit«w  me  (stt1l  nnbound)  upon  a  bed  of  stone, 

And  one  t^  one  tbey  vanished,  and  I  was  left  alone  I 

How  Umg  I  lay,  I  may  not  say.    At  length  I  saw  a  form 

Beude  me,  and  upon  bis  brow  there  seem'd  a  gatberiog  storm. 

"  Where  am  I  ?"  loud  I  scream'd,  and  paus'd.     Again  J  rav'd,  and  cried, 

"  And  who  art  thou,  thou  evil  one !  who  standest  at  my  side  ? 

What  spectre  art  thon  V    "  Come,"  said  he,  "  young  feller,  hold  your  peace ; 

You're  OB  the  stretcher  now,  aitd  I  'm  the  'ipector  of  police  1" 
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■  AUTHORS   AND  ACTORS; 

OR,  KHOAGING   A  COMPANY. 

,     '  A  Drwnatic  Sketch. 

Scene — T/te  Manager's  Room.     The  Manager  discovered. 

Manager. — Well !  my  theatre  is  built  at  last,  aod  I  bsv* 
now  only  to  think  about  opening  it.  My  waLb  are  so  dry 
Uiat  they  cannot  throw  a  damp  upon  my  prospects.  My  stage  is 
ftU  ready  for  starting ;  and  every  one,  1  am  bappy  to  say,  eeemi 
inclined  to  take  the  box-seat.  Everything  now  must. go  as 
soHxith  as  a  rsdl-road.  I  have  always  heard  that  a  manager 
must  lead  a  devil  of  a  life ;  but  I  am  in  hopes  I  shall  be  ak 
exception  to  the  rule,  and  that  management  to  me  will  be  a 
delightful  pastime. 

tux-Growl  (■without). — But  I  must  see  him. 

Mojiager.-^Wbo  the  deuce  can  this  be  P 
(Enter  a  Servant.) 

Servant. — If  you  please,  sir,  here 's  a  person  wants  to  speak 
to  you. 

Manager. — I  'm  busy  about  tbe  opening  of  the  theatre;  tell 
him  you  caD''t  get  near  me. 

Servant. — But  he  says  be^s  an  author,  sir,  and  has  called 
about  his  piece. 

Manager. — His  piece!  why,  these  authors 'let  me  have  no 
peace  at  all. 

Servant, — He  would  come  up,  sir,  though  I  told  him  you 
wouldn't  suffer  any  one  behind  the  scenes. 

Manager. — Ana  particularly  an  author  ;  for  he  makes  people 
suffer  enough  before  them. 

Servant. — Here  he  is,  sir ;  be  would  force  his  way  op. 
(Exit  SerDant.     Enter  Fitz-Growl.) 

Mamaer. — My  servant  says  you  would  force  your  way  up. 

Fitz-Growl. — And  isn't  it  natural  an  author  should  wish  to 
do  so  ? 

Manager. — Well ;  but,  sir,  it  is  not  usual  in  tbeatres  for  the 
manager  to  see  any  one. 

litz-GroviL — 'Not  usual  to  see  any  one  i  It  must  be  a  very 
poor  look-out. 

Manager. — Well,  sir,  as  you  are  here,  may  I  ask  your 
business  f 

Fitz-Gtow/.—^'Why,  being  anxious  for  the  success  of  your 
theatre,  I  sent  you  three  of  ray  pieces  to  b^n  with.  Now,  sir, 
I've  bad  no  answer. 

Manager. — My  dear  sir,  w*  cannot  answer  everybody. 
Theatres  never  answer  in  these  times.  However,  your  pieces 
shall  be  looked  out.     Vou  can  believe  in  my  assurance. 

Fitz-Growl. — Certainly;  amam^er  ought  to  have  assnrance 
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enough  for  wnytbiag.    But  I  teU  you,  dr,  if  you  want  to  suc- 
ceed, you  must  open  vith  my  piece. 

Manager. — What  is  the  nature  of  it  ? 

Fitx-OrotBl. — Nature !  The  beauty  of  my  piece  is,  that 
there  'b  no  nature  at  all  in  it ;  it  *b  beautifully  unnatural. 

Manager. — Indeed !  I  hope  there  is  some  spirit  in  the  dia- 
logue P 

Ittt-GrowL—Samt  spirit,  sir  i  there  is  a  j^ioBt  in  it. 

Malaga: — A  ghost,  my  dear  sir !  that  won^t  do  for  my 
theatre ;  my  audience  would  have  too  much  sense  for  a  thing  of 
that  kind. 

jPifi-G row/^— Then  you'll  never  do  any  eood,  sir  ;  but,  may 
i  aA  what  sort  of  pieces  you  intend  produomg  f 

Marnier.- — Variety  and  novelty,  sir,  will  be  my  aim. 

Fitz-Growl. — Novelty  !  then  my  piece  is  the  very  thing,  I 
sink  the  whole  stage. 

Manager. — ^Thank  you ;  but  I  'd  rather  leave  the  task  of 
sinking  the  stage  to  otnera;  my  aim  shall  be  to  raise  it. 

Fitz-Grovji. — My  dear  sir,  you  know  nothioA  of  effect;  if 
you  could  only  cover  the  stage  with  people,  and  let  them  all 
down  at  once,  it  would  be  terrific ! 

Manager. — My  dear  sir,  I  don't  want  to  cover  my  stage  with 
people,  and  then  let  them  down ;  I  'd  sooner  hold  my  performers 
up  than  see  them  let  down. 

Fitz-Growl. — That 's  very  fine  talking ;  but  you  must  get  the 
inWiney,  and  I  can  assure  you  mine  are  the  only  pieces  to  do  it. 

MoTiager, — Indeed,  sir ;  then  I  'ro  too  generous  to  my  fellow- 
managers  to  think  of  monopolising  the  only  author  whose  pieces 
will  £^w. 

{Enter  Servant.) 

Serva^.—'A  gentleman  named  Scowl  is  below. 

Manager. — On  I  the  gentleman  I  was  to  see  respecting  an 
engagement.     Beg  him  to  walk  up.  {Exit  Servant.) 

niZ'Growl. — Ah  !  he 's  an  olid  fi4end  of  mine.  He  plays 
Ae  devil  in  all  my  pieces. 

Manager. — Plays  the  devil,  does  he  ? 

Pita-Growl. — ^My  beet  Mend,  sir ;  he  has  mefde  the  character 
I  allude  to  his  own. 

Maiiaeer. — It  is  to  be  hoped,  for  his  sake,  that  the  character 
you  allude  to  will  not  return  the  compliment. 
{Enter  Scowl) 

FU»rGrov>L — Ah  I  my  dear  Scowl,  bow  ars  you  P    • 

ScowL — So,  so;  I  swallowed  a  quantity  of  the  .sqioke  last 
night  in  your  new  piece. 

M*atiger. — Sid  the  audience  swallow  it  too  P 
JScowL- — Sir? 

Manager. — I  beg  your  pardon,  sir;  I  believe  you  wish  to 
Lead  tb«  ousiiwss  at  my  th«itre  P 
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Jiii-Grom/.— He  'a  the  T«ry  man  ibr  it. 

Manager. — What  ie  your  bne,  sir  ? 

Seoul/.— Why,  I  don't  mind  the  heavy  business ;  but  I  pre- 
fer the  demons,  or  the  Einginff  scoundrela. 

Manager. — But  I  don't  think  I  shall  do  that  sort  of  thing. 

Scowl. — More  fool  you.  If  you  want  your  theatre  to  pay, 
you  must  stick  to  the  melodrama :  the  people  are  sure  to  come 
]f  you  can  only  frightm  them  away. 

Fitz-GrowL — Yes,  I  find  it  bo  with  my  pieces;  they  draw 
the  same  people  over  and  over  again,  becautie  they  are  forced  to 
come  several  times  before  tbey  can  venture  to  sit  them  out. 

Manager. — But  I  sha^n't  aim  at  that. 

Scowl. — More  fool  you.  But  if  I  can  be  of  any  service  to 
you  in  the  combat  way,-~I  can  fight  with  a  sword  io  each  hand, 
a  dagger  in  my  mouth,  and  a  bayonet  in  my  ^e.  What  do 
you  think  of  that  ? 

Manager. — AstoDishing ! 

Scowl. — My  friend  Mr.  Fitz-Orowl  has  writtai  me  an  excel- 
lent new  part. 

Manager. — What  'a  that  about  ? 

Fitt-Growl. — Oh  !  nothing  particular.  I  write  down  a  few 
horrors,  make  a  list  of  the  murders,  and  my  friend  Scowl  knows 
what  to  be  up  to. 

Manager. — Really,  gentlemen,  I  don't  see  that  we  can  come 
to  terms. 

Filz-GrowL — Don't  see  l^what !  you  doo't  want  my  pieces  ? 

Scowl. — Nor  my  acting  ? 

Manager. — Neither,  gentlemen,  I  thank  you. 

Fitz-Grawl. — Then  I'll  go  home  and  write  a  mdodrama, 
called  the  "  Doomed  Manager"  and  you  shall  he  the  hero. 

Manager. — Thank  you. 

Scowl. — And  I  '11  play  the  part. 

Manager.  —  What !  you  represent  me  ?  That 's  too  cruel 
But  I  must  wish  you  good  morning. 

Scowl. — Farewell !  remember  me ! 

Fitz-Growl. — ^And  me  too.     I  say,  sir,  remember  me ! 
{Exeunt  Scowl  and  Mtz-Growl  with  melodramatic  eye-rollings.) 

Manager. — Well,  I  hope  all  the  applicadons  won't  be  like 
this,  or  I  shall  never  get  a  company. 

(Enter  a  Bill~slicker.) 

Manager. — Well,  my  good  fellow,  who  are  you  P 

Bill-sttcker. — ^Why,  I  'm  one  of  your  best  friends ;  I  'm  the 
bill-sticker.     Nobody  sticks  up  for  you  like  I  do. 

Manager. — ^Well,  but  what  do  you  want  ? 

Bill-itieker. — Why,  sir,  1  'm  smrry  to  say  that  kh  fast  as  I 
put  Tour  bills  up,  somebody  else  comes  and  pulls  them  down. 

MoTtager. — How  is  that  ? 

Bill-sticker. — I  don't  know,  sir.     It 's  werry  ungentlemanly. 
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whoever  does  it  The  fact  is,  sir,  your  bills  meet  with  as  much 
oppodtion  as  bills  in  Parliament ;  aud  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know 
why,  unless  it  ib  that  they  are  what  we  call  money-bills. 

Manager, — Perhaps  tney  are  too  large,  and  occupy  too  mueh 
space :  you  know  the  printing  is  very  large,  the  type  is  bold, 
and  the  capitals  are  immense. 

Sill-itiaar. — That 's  it,  sir.  It  ^s  the  immense  capital ;  it 's 
such  a  novelty  in  theatres  that  they  're  all  afraid  of  it.  Shall  I 
pull  down  their  bills,  sir  ? 

Manager. — Certainly  not.  1  will  never  sanctioa  those  whom 
I  employ  in  unworthily  attanpting  to  hurt  the  interests  of 
others.  My  theatre  is  for  the  amusement  of  all,  and  the  em- 
pltnrment  of  many  ;  but  the  injury  of  none. 

bill-tticker. — Oh  !  if  that 's  your  motto,  everybody  ought  to 
stick  up  for  you ;  and  I  'm  sure  1  will  for  one. 

Manager. — Thank  you,  friend,  for  the  promise  of  yoar  in- 
fluence. 

BiUsticker. — ^And  it  'e  no  mean  influence,  either  ;  for,  though 
only  one  poor  fellow,  I  carry  more  bills  in  a  day  than  the 
House  of  Commons  carries  in  a  whole  session. 

{Exit  Bill-sticker.) 
Manager.  —  Well  I  management  does  not  seem  so  HiM>otb, 
a&et  all :  one  meets  with  vexations  now  and  then,  I  fear.     Oh  ! 
who  comes  now  ? 

(Enter  Queer ihanka.) 

Manager. — Your  pleasure,  sir  f 

QueerMAanks. — My  name  is  Queershanks.  You  have  built  a 
theatre,  have  you  not  P 

Manager. — I  have,  sir. 

Queerihankt.—'\ ery  good :  then  you  will  want  a  model. 

Manager. — A  model  after  it  is  built  P 

Queenhanla. — Certainly :  but  not  a  model  of  a  theatre;  a 
model  of  a  man. 

Manager. — What  for,  sir  ? 

QueeriAartki. — Why,  sir,  you  will  want  occasionallv  to  give 
representations  of  statues.     I  am  an  excellent  hand  at  it. 

Manager. — But,  sir,  my  theatre  is  dedicated  to  Apollo. 

Queerthanks. — The  very  thing,  sir :  I  have  stood  as  the  model 
of  the  ApoUo  Belvedere  to  the  cleverest  artiats. 

Manager. — They  must  have  been  clever  artists  to  make  an 
Apollo  Bdvedece  with  you  kar  their  model ;  but  I  cannot  enter- 
tain your  engagement  in  that  shape. 

Queershanla. — Not  engage  me  in  that  shape  I  My  shape  is 
unexceptionable.  Only  louc  at  this  muscle.  Here 's  muscle 
for  Hercules,  ar !     Feel  it,  sir ;  will  you  be  so  good  P 

Manager. — I  see  it. 

Qteenhankt. — No,— but  fael  it. 
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J)fa)M^.— Quite  unneceuary,  dr.  I  doo't  think  what  .jm 
could  do  would  suit  our  audience. 

Qaeershankt. — Do  vou  mean  to  say,  sir,  I  should  do  vou 
no  good?  Jjook  at  this  muacle,  sir.  WouM  not  muscle  like 
that  make  a  tremendous  hit?  iSlrikiiig  him.) 

Managtr. — Sir,  1  'm  quite  satined. - 

QMttTshtmkt. — fiaUsfied,  sir!  so  you  ought  to  be:  l^vegot 
the  nose  of  Mars,  sir. 

Manager. — My  dear  sir,  what  is  it  to  the  public  if  yon  'te 
got  Man?  nose  and  Pa's  chin. 

QMeers/uinkt. — I  mean  the  daasical  Mars, — not  my  motherf 
you  silly  fellow.  Then  I  've  got  the  eye  of  a  Cyclop,  and  the 
whiskers  of  Virginius.  As  yours  is  to  be  a  classical  thdalzs^ 
will  you  give  me  a  trial  ? 

Manager. — What  can  you  do  ? 

Queerihanki. — I  'in  very  good  in  the  asdent  tttatuos,  only  I'vb' 
made  them  modem  to  suit  the  time.  You  know  the  "  AJrUan 
alarmed  by  thunder  7" 

Manager. — Yes:  a  fine  subject. 

QMeenkankt. — I  Vc  modernised  it  into  the  "  Biaek  J'ootmaa 
frightened  by  an  omaibui  i"  this  is  it.  {Muiic  :  he  data  it.)      ■ 

3f«iMg«f.— Very  good  I  What  elae  have  you?  Can  you 
give  me  *'  AJax  drying  the  lightning  V 

Queerihankt. — 1  have  modemieed  it  into  the  *^Little  boydtfy 
ing  the  beadle.""  (Jtfunc;  he  doet  it.) 

Manager. — Capital !     Have  you  any  more  ? 

Quae.rihanla.—Oae  more.  You  've  seen  the  "  Dying  Gta- 
diator '}'"  I  think  my  "Prize-fighter  unable  to  come  vp  to  time" 
beats  it  all  to  nothing.  {Music;  he  does  it.) 

Quen-jAdflJtt.'-— Tlut  "a  something  like  sculptw-e,  isn't  it  P 

Manager. — Yes;  but  it  won't  do  in  my  theatre. 

Queerthattki.~—yV on't  do,  sir  I  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Manager. — Why,  I  think  the  audience  I  wish  to  attract  wilt 
like  somrthing  better  than  dumb  show.     Good  morning  I 

QueerihanKt. — I  'm  gone,  sir ;  but  remember  youVeloit  me.  I. 
tell  you,  sir,  that  my  statues  would  have  made  your  season;  but. 
I  leave  you,  sir,  with  contempt  (itriking  an  attitude).  Do  you 
know  that,  sir  7  It 's  the  celebrated  statue  of  NapdleoB  tumiag 
with  contempt  from  the  shwes  of  Elba,  which,  as  you  know,  he 
left  because  he  wanted  more  elbov  room.  {Exit  QmeBniarnks 
aith  an  attitude.) 

Manager — Well ;  each  person  that  qipliea  for  aa  engagoaisnt 
seems  to  think  he  is  the  man  to  make  my  fortune  for  ma,  and 
gets  quite  angry  that  I  won't  let  him  have  an  opfiorttuu^  ot 
doing  so ;  but  I  b^n  to  see  I  must  think  for  myself. 


{Enter  Servant.) 
_    md  two  childroi  wii 
Manager. — Show  them  in.    (Exit  Servant.) 


Servant.- — ^A  lady  and  two  childrai  wish  to  see  you,  sir. 
""  *'  "         '■     Some  mew 
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ilMitbft,'  I  Axppoae ;  Heit  they  come.    Xadles!  they  are  tht  tlrat 
that  h^ve  done  me  the  honour  to  appTJ  to  me.  l         ■- . 

'     !    ..      (Matin  Hn-Rddler^  Mil  Jf-mmdMatlmF.)    ■ 
Manaefr. — Youlr  pl^aure^  itiadam  .^ 

Mrt.  J".— My  name  is  Fiddln-^  sif ;  did  vou  ever  bear  of  me  ? 
I'tegorfaflriend.'d  jupsmumerary  at  AsHey's,  who  has  great 
influence  in  the  theatrical  world :  he  promised  to  speak  to  yon ; 
hu  Iw'dittie  etfP'i 

Manager. — Really,  madam,  1  do  not  remember  tft  h»ve  had 
«■  idtarview  *ith  any  such  person. 

■   Ifl'd  J".' J*- Indeed !   tbat^s  strange:  but  I   suppose  you've 
htudiit  tAte-tflever  Fiddlers  ? 
MaaaMT. — You  mean  Paganini,  perhaps,  and  De  Beriot  ?■    ■ 
Mt».  F. — No,  indeed,  I  don't ;    I   mean  my  clever  children 
,  Iicr4  llial«rwid-Mise  Piddler. 

II JfaWi^eri*^ Indeed,  madam;  I'm  happy  to  make'  their  mc- 
quaintaoce. 

Mrt.  F. — And  so  you  ought  to  be,  air.     Come  here,  Jotietta : 
thb'yeuiig  lady,  dr,  has  got  auch  a  voice  I    It  goes  upon  the  high 
C»  as  feflfe  «•  an  East-Indiaman.     I  want  you  to  engage  her. 
■■■■JIfaiiagto'.— 1  abouh*  like  to  hear  her  sing,  before  I  thought  of 
engwinffber;  she  might  fail. 

^afrft■  A— And  if  she  did,  sir,— if  the  pnWic  wereaounjnst, — 

bow  K^eat  would  be  the  conaolation  to  you  to  know  tmit  you 

partially  repaired  the  injury  by  paying  the  dear  child  a  a^kry  ! 

■Hhiagir. — I  am  afraid,  madam,  I  could  not  proceed  on  that 

planj' 

Jtfn.  F.— -You  will  excuse  my  saying,  sir,  that  \Ovi  have 
strange  notions  of  liberiJity ;  but  you  shall  hear  ner  sing. 
Come,  my  dear,  let 's  have  the  Baeci/-role ;  it 's  batutiful  in  your 
mouth,  my  dear. 

MatMger. ~~ (Aside.)  Baccy-role,  indeed!  (Aloud.)  Let's 
bear  you,  my  dear.  (Miss  F.  look*  stupid  and  doe$  not  liwg  a 
nkte.  ■  Mrt.  F.  moving  her  hands  and  arms,  tings  for  her  very 
A«^,  a  bit  of  the  Barcarole  from  MasanitUo.) 

lirttF.-^yoM  see,  sir,  that's  what  the  dear  child  means ; 
tlnugh  ibe  oftn^  ^o  it  before  you,  she  is  so  nervous.  But  all 
tbMt  will  'Wear  off  when  she  gets  before  the  audience. 

Mtmagwr.A-\t^s  to  be  hoped  so ;  bat  what  can  the  young  gen- 
tleman do? 

'Jfc«'Ji-**-W-hat'can  he  do!  anything — he's  a  danoer;  his 
phiMattn  ak%  trtmtndous;  only  look  here!  (She  turns  him 
rAww*  mmd  nmmd  till  he  falls  down  giddy.)  See !  he  spins  like  a 
top ;  in  fact,  he  HI  soon  be  the  top  of  his  profession. 

Manager. — Why,  bless  the  boy  !  you  don't  call  that  dancing, 
do  you  ? 

Mrs.  jr.— Of  course :  the  dear  boy  has  over-exerted  himself, 
tfaM's'Afl;  liut'lie'll  soon  come  round. 
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Manager. — Why,  be  has  come  round  too  much ;  but  I  canH 
pngnge  him, 

Mrt.  F- — ^TTien,  air,  let  me  tell  you,  you  11  never  do.  {Exeunt 
Mrs.  F.  Matter  F.  and  Miss  F.) 

Manager. — ^Why,  that's  what  everybody  tells  me,  Heie, 
Tom !  don't  let  me  be  annoyed  by  any  one  dse.  1  find  there 's 
no  small  difficulty  in  exercising  one's  own  discretion  in  these 
matters.  I  may  do  much  to  improve  the  race  both  of  authors 
and  actors,  if  1  think  and  judge  for  myself;  but  to  render  mr 
efforts  of  any  avail,  the  public  must  do  so  too.  And  whai  will 
they  begin  to  do  it  ?     {Curtain  falls.) 


A  CRITICAL  GOSSIP  WITH  LADY  MARY  WORTLEY 
MONTAGU. 


Ths  chaimctar  of  Lady  Mary  Wonley  Monti^u  is  about  as  little 
known  to  the  generality  oT  readers  as  the  source  of  the  Nile,  or  the 
preose  position  of  the  North  Pole.  She  has  taken  her  place  In  pub- 
lic estimation  as  a  forward,  witty,  voluptuous  woman  (tf  bahioii,  who 
flirted,  if  she  did  not  intrigue,  with  Pope  ;<  who  was  isitjated  isM  all 
the  myBteries  of  a  Turicish  harem,  and  who  (dironided  tJioss  myste- 
ries with  no  very  delicate  hand : — who  affected  firiendibips,  taoqwoA- 
ed  her  associates,  and  wrote  verses  of  tmffU-eiUtnilra ;  irho  mntitA 
rashly,  loved  unwisely,  and  led  a  lUe  of  ultra-friendsfaip  and  bog  \m>- 
explained  divorce.  Such  is  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  >u|:^(tMd 
to  be  I  so  prone  is  biography  to  perpetuate  the  fleeting  scand^  of 
the  day,  to  distort  mystery  or  obscurity  into  indecorum  or  baseneas, 
and  to  darken  and  discolour  the  stream  of  time  with  the  filth  that  is 
vulgarly  and  maliciously  thrown  into  it  at  its  source.  The  period  iqi- 
pears  to  have  arrived  at  which  Lady  Mary's  character  has  obtained 
the  power  of  purifying  itself.  .  With  many  faults,  constitutional  at 
well  as  acquired,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  she  was  a  lady  of  sur- 
passing powers  of  mind,  of  extreme  wit,  an  easy  command  of  her 
own  as  well  as  of  the  learned  languages,  a  surprising  knowledge  of 
the  world  even  in  her  youth,  a  vivid  poetical  imagination,  a  heart  full 
offcubles,butftiUeioflove  for  her  ount  cirde,and  that  of  her  friendsj 
and,  id»ve  aU,  tm  tbundance  of  common  sense,  which  regulated  her 
afiections,  her  actions,  her  reflections,  and  her  style,  so  as  to  render 
her  the  meat  accomplished  lady  of  her  own,  or  of  the  subsequent  age. 
We  do  not  think  we  can  do  junice  to  this  ftscinating  creature  in  a 
brtter  way  than  by  lounging  through  the  three  volumes  which  Lord 
Whan>cline'a  ancestral  love,  literary  ability,  and  elegant  taste,  have 
given  to  the  wu-id.  We  may  gossip  with  Qiis  work  as  we  might  with 
her  who  originated  It,  stroU  with  her  io  her  favourite  gardens,  listea 
to  her  verses,  catch  her  agreeable  anecdotes,  receive  her  valuable  oV 
aervations  on  human  nature,  as  though  she  were  actually  befiwe  us  in 
her  BfJendid  and  eternal  nightgown,  or  in  her  Turkish  dress,  (so  sweet 
in  Lord  Harrington's  charming  miniature,)  or  in  her  domino  at  Ye- 
nice,  or  in  her  Tute-etriog,  or  in  her  English  court-dress.    Dor  gossip. 
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how«*cc, — save  as  to  the  remarks  we  may,  to  use  the  phrase  (^  jJie 
dramatist,  utter  aside  to  that  vast  pit,  the  public, — will  very  mudi  re- 
semble that  between  Macbeth  and  the  armed  head,  at  which  the 
witches  give  tbeir  admonitory  caution.  That  caution  wit]  not  be  loBt 
upon  us— for  it  will  nearly  be, — 

"  Hear  her  ipeak,  and  say  thou  uought." 

The  introduction  to  this  interesting  work  is  from  the  editor,  and  it 
is  written  with  a  Walpole  felicity  in  its  points,  though  we  would  ra- 
dier  have  had  it  more  contiouous  than  anecdotical.  Our  purpose  we 
have  professed  to  be,  to  gossip  with  Lady  Mary,  and  we  therefore 
■hall  make  but  two  extracts  from  the  introduction, — the  one  because 
it  is  perfugia  leaning  to  the  unfeeling ;  the  other,  becauge  it  is  indispu- 
tably the  truth  of  feeling.  Madame  de  Sevigne  did  not  deserve  the 
phrase  which  we  have  marked  in  italics  in  the  following  passage,  and 
indeed  Lady  Marr,  in  one  of  her  tetters,  announces  herBe)f  aa  a  suc- 
cessful rival  of  Ui is  ?ery  agreeable  French  letter- writer,  —  an  an- 
Douncunent  which  ought  to  have  cautioned  an  editor  against  depre- 
ciating the  powers  of  (me  whom  the  edited  had  choaen  to  select  as  a 
rival. 

"  Hie  modem  world  will  smile,  but  should  however  beware  of  too 
hutily  despising  works  that  charmed  Ijidy  Mary  WorUey  in  her 
youth,  and  were  courageously  defended  by  Madame  de  SeTign6  even 
wbeo  beiswas  past,  and  they  began  to  be  sliding  out  of  rashion.  She, 
it  Beens,  thougnt  with  the  old  womtm  just  now  mentioned,  that  they 
bad  a  teodency  to  elevate  the  mind,  and  to  instil  honourable  and  ^e- 
DeroBs  seotimenti.  At  any  rate  they  must  have  fostered  application 
and  perseverance,  by  accustoming  their  readers  to  what  the  French 
term  da  omrraget  de  bnffue  halein«.  After  resolutely  mastering  Cte- 
lia,  nobody  could  pretend  to  quail  at  the  aspect  of  Mezeray,  or  even 
at  that  of  Holinshed's  Chronicle  printed  in  black  letter.  Clarendon, 
Burnet,  and  Rapin,  had  not  yet  issued  into  daylight." 

With  the  foregoing  extract  ^and  all  critics  should  get  rid  of  their 
bile  as  quickly  as  they  can)  all  thaC  is  unpleasant  is  at  resL  Let 
ns  give  the  following  feeling,  beautiful  anecdote. 

"The  name  of  aoother  youog  friend  will  excite  matt  atteatioB-^ 
Mrs.  Anne  Wortley.  Mtm,  Anne  has  a  most  mature  aound  to  oar 
modern  ears;  but,  m  the  phraseology  of  those  days,  Mum,  which  had 
hardly  yet  ceased  to  be  a  term  of  reproach,  still  denoted  childishness, 
Rippancy,  or  some  other  contemptible  quality,  and  was  rarely  applied 
to  young  ladies  of  a  respectable  class.  In  Steele's  Guardian,  the 
youngest  of  Nestor  Ironside's  wards,  aged  fifteen,  >■  Mrs.  Hai^  Lizard. 
S'ay,  Lady  Bute  herself  could  remember  having  been  styled  Mrs. 
Wortley,  when  a  child,  by  two  or  three  elderly  Tisiiors,  as  tenacions  of 
tbeir  ancient  modes  of  speech  as  of  other  ohl  fashions.  Mrs.  Anne, 
then,  was  the  second  daughter  of  Mr.  Sidney*  Wortley  Montage,  and 
the  favourite  sister  of  bis  son  Edward.  She  died  m  the  bloom  of 
youth,  unmarried.  I^dy  Mary,  in  common  with  others  who  had 
known  her,  represented  her  as  eminently  pretty  and  agreeable ;  and 

■  Second  son  of  AdsiltBl  MoDtagu,  first  Earl  of  Sandwich.     Upon  inarrying 
■  "       —     .       .  '■■    \  ^ythe 
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her  brother  so  chertsbed  her  memory,  that,  in  &fter  times,  hit  little 
girl  knew  it  to  be  the  highest  mark  of  his  farour,  when,  pointing  at 
herself,  he  said  to  her  mother,  "  Don't  yon  think  she  grows  like  ray 
poor  sister  Anne?" 

Lady  Mary  had  Lord  Byron's  fate.  She  wrote  a  journal  of  her 
life  ;  she  became  the  historian  of  her  own  genius,  her  youthful  love, 
and  her  young  trials.  It  chanced  to  be  her  fate,  that  the  one  into 
whose  hands  her  manuscript  fell,  considered  it  her  duty  (wisely  and 
affectionately,  or  not,  is  immaterial  for  our  purposes)  to  doom  it  to  be 
a  work  of  destruction.  It  is  hard  for  genius  that  it  cannot  find  an 
executor  who  regards  the  future  in  preference  to  the  present;  who 
cannot  absolve  himself  from  immediate  ties,  living  incumbraoces, 
pressing  prejudices,  conceived  personalities — to  yield  immortality  its 
due ! — who,  in  fact,  in  the  blindness  of  temporary  fears  and  tem- 
porary associations,  classes  that  which  he  holds,  erringly.as  that  of 
the  age,— which  should  be,  and  in  its  spirit  was  destined  to  be,  "  for 
oil  time."  We  have  mentioned  two  immortal  names;  and  before  we 
pass  into  the  three  volumes,  we  cannot  help  endeavouring  to  connect 
them  in  the  minds  of  our  readers,  as  they  are  by  their  spirit  contiectfid 
in  ours.  Lord  Byron  was  a  moody,  fiery,  brooding  child, — full  of  pas- 
sion, obstinacy,  and  irregularity,  in  his  teens ; — Lady  Mary  was  a 
single-thinking,  classical,  daring,  inspired  girl  long  under  one^nd- 
twenty.  Lord  Byron  at  a  plunge  farmed  his  own  spreading  circles  on 
the  glittering  still-life  lake  of  fashionable  society  :  Lady  Mary  with 
her  beauty  and  her  genius  effected  the  same  result  by  the  same  impe- 
tuosity. Lady  Mary  made,  as  it  would  appear,  a  cold  unsatufactory 
marriage,  but,  it  must  be  admitted,  with  one  possessed  of  a  patience  un- 
tainted by  genius: — Lord  Byron  iced  himself  into  the  connubial  state, 
but  shuddered  at  its  coldness.  The  press,  and  the  poets,  and  the 
proses  united  with  serene  ferodty  against  both.  Both,  alas  !  were 
"  Souls  made  of  fire  and  children  of  the  sua. 
With  wliom  revei^  was  virtue  1" 
Their  revenge  was  mutual-minded.  Misunderstood,  calumniated,  they 
quitted  the  land  which  was  not  worthy  of  them.  Genius-borae,  they 
both  passed  to  the  east ;  and  to  them  we  owe  the  most  sensible,^ — the 
most  passioned, — the  most  voluptuous, — and  the  most  inspired  pic' 
tures  of  "  the  land  of  the  citron  and  myrtle,"  that  have  ever  waked 
the  wish  and  melted  the  heart  of  as  southron  readers.  A  mysterious 
divorcement  from  the  marital  partner  marked  the  absence — the  long 
last  absence — of  each  1  Mind-banished, — persoa-expetriated, — they 
vented  upon  their  country  that  revenge  of  which  injured  genius  can 
alone  be  capable.  And  looking  at  the  calumnies  upon  the  one,  and 
the  female  animosities  towards  the  other,— regarding  the  banishment 
of  mental  beauty  and  magic  power  io  both, — we  cannot  better  omvey 
to  our  readers  the  revenge  whi^  genius  gave,  and  anist  ever  give, 
^an  by  making  a  common  cause  of  the  two,  and  explaiDing  it  in  the 
inimitable  lines  of  the  one. 

"  And  if  toy  voice  break  forth,  'lis  not  that  now 
I  shrink  Itodi  what  is  sulTered ;  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  mjr  brow. 
Or  seen  my  mind'f  convaliioii  leave  it  weak 
But  in  this  page  a  recoid  will  I  seek. 
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Not  in  the  air  gha.Il  these  my  words  disperse, 
Tho*  1  be  askei ;  a  br  hoar  tbRll  wfeak 
Tbe  daep  prophviK  fulUwn  of  this  ven«, 
And  pile  oa  buroan  heads  the  mountain  of  my  curte. 
That  curse  shall  hejorgiveneti!" — 
7U*  is  indeed  the  inspiration  of  forgiveness.    We  feel  an  awe  aft«r 
reading  this  humane  and  lofly  imprecation,  which  calls  for  a  pause. 
There  is  the  same  feeluig  upon  ub  froin  which  we  cannot  escape, 
at  that  to  which  we  are  suhject  wlien  we  wander  under  the  arched 
roof  and  sculptured  aisles, — in  the  breathing,  breathless,  cathedral 
silence, — in  the  awful  stone  repose, — in  the  contemplation  of 
"  The  uplifted  paloiS]  the  silent  marble  lips  1" 
The  Bimilarity  between  the  genius  of  Byron  and  that  of  Lady  Mary, 
and  dieir  fates, — except  as  to  the  death  and  duration  of  life  ot  the 
two,  (tbe  one  dying  at  the  age  of  thirty-Beven,  and  the  other  at  the 
age  of  seventy- three, — asad  and  strange  reverse  of  figures !)— are  sin- 
gularly interenting  and  affecting.     The  one, — sexually  to  distinguish 
them, — was  Routteau  with  a  heart, — the  other  was  De  Slael  with  one. 
— But  we  grow  serious,  critical,  and  minute.    We  are  not  certain  that 
we  are  not  growing  anatomical.     We  shall  therefore  enter  upon  our 
ttmvertaixme  with  our  charming,  high-bom,  easy  caftan,' — Minerva, — 
-  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  I 

We  pass  silently  over  her  biography,  and  at  once  commence  with 
tbe  onmarried  Lady  Mary  Piempont  and  the  married  Montagu  I 
What  can  be  livelier  than  the  following  York-picture.  It  is  ffo- 
fforthian  ! — and  let  it  not  be  forgotten  that  the  lady  was  only  twenty, 
sod  unwedded. 

"TO   HKS.   WORTLBY.  "1710. 

"  I  RETURN  you  a  thousand  ibanks,  my  dear,  for  so  agreeable  aa 
entertainment  as  your  letter  in  our  cold  tlimate,  where  the  sun  appears 
onwillingly — Wit  is  as  wonderfully  pleasing  as  a  sun-shiny  day ;  and, 
to  speak  poetically,  Phoebus  is  very  sparing  of  all  his  favours.  I  fan- 
cied your  letter  an  emblem  of  yourself:  in  some  parts  I  found  the 
softness  of  your  voice,  and  in  others  the  vivacity  of  your  eyes:  you 
'  are  to  expect  no  return  but  humble  and  hearty  thanks,  yet  I  can't 
forbear  entertaining  yoo  with  our  York  lovers.  (Strange  monsters 
yon  'I)  think,  love  being  as  much  forced  up  here  as  melons.)  In  the 
first  form  of  these  creatures,  ii  even  Mr.  Vanbrug.  Heaven,  no  doubt, 
compassionating  our  dulnesti,  has  inspired  him  with  a  passion  that 
makes  us  all  ready  to  die  with  laughing  :  'tia  credibly  reporUd  that  he 
is  endeavouring  at  the  honourable  state  of  matrimony,  and  vows  to 
lead  a  sinful  life  no  more.  Whether  pure  holiness  inspires  the  mind, 
or  dotage  turns  his  brsin,  is  hard  to  find.  Tis  certaiu  he  keeps  Mon- 
day and  Thursday  market  (attetMy  day)  constantly ;  and  for  those 
that  don't  regard  worldly  muck,  there  's  extraordinary  good  choice  in- 
deed. 1  believe  last  Monday  there  were  two  hundi'ed  pieces  of  wo- 
man's flesh  (fat  and  lean);  but  you  know  Van's  taste  was  always 
odd  :  his  inclination  to  ruins  has  given  him  a  fancy  for  Mrs.  Yarbor- 
rough  :  he  sighs  and  ogles  so,  that  it  would  do  vour  heart  good  to  see 
him  ;  and  sbe  is  not  a  tittle  pleased  in  so  small  a  proportion  of  men 
amongst  such  a  number  of  women,  that  a  whole  man  should  fall  to 
her  share.     My  dear,  adieu.     Mv  service  to  Mr.  Congreve. 

'•  M.  P." 
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There  is  a  cbanning  poem  by  Lady  Mary,  which  is  siogularly  sup- 
ported by  her  letters.  It  certainly  acknowledgea  a  love  of  pleasure 
which  is  not  "  quite  correct  j"  but  it  is  so  unaffected, — so  melodious, 
— so  heartfelt,— 80  coafidiag, — that  we  could  read  it,  and  read  it, "  for 
ever  and  a  day  I" 

"THE  LOVER:  A  BALLAD. 

"  TO    Wa.  COKOaEVE. 

"  At  length,  by  so  much  importunity  pTeas'd, 
I   Take,  Cbngreve,fttODC«  the  inside  of  my  breast. 
This  stupid  iai^ff'reoce  so  often  you  blame. 
Is  not  owing  to  nature,  to  fear,  or  to  shame : 
i  am  not  as  cold  as  a  virgin  in  lead. 
Nor  are  Sunday's  Knnons  so  sCracg  in  my  head  : 
1  know  but  too  well  how  time  flies  along. 
That  we  live  but  few  years,  and  yet  fewer  are  young. 

But  I  hale  to  be  cheated,  and  never  will  buy 

Loi^  yeaiB  of  repentance  for  moments  of  joy. 

Oh  !  wax  there  a  man  (but  where  shall  1  find 

Good  sense  and  good  nature  so  equally  join'd  !) 

Would  value  his  pleasure,  eonlribute  to  mine ; 

Not  mexnly  would  boast,  nor  lewdly  design  ; 

Not  over  severe,  yet  not  stupidly  vain. 

For  J  would  have  the  power,  though  not  give  the  psiu. 

No  pedant,  yet  learned ;  no  rake-helly  gay. 
Or  laughing,  because  he  has  nothing  to  say ; 
To  all  my  whole  sex  obligii^  and  free. 
Yet  never  be  fond  of  any  but  me ; 

In  public  preserve  the  decorum  that 's  just. 
And  shew  in  his  eyes  he  is  true  to  bis  trust  I 
Then  rarely  approach,  and  respectfully  bow, 
But  nol  fijisoioely  pert,  nor  yet  foppishly  low. 

But  when  the  long  hours  of  public  are  past. 
And  we  meet  with  champaign  and  a  chickm  at  last. 
May  every  fopd  pleasure  that  moment  endear ; 
t  Be  banish'd  aiar  Doth  discretion  and  fear  I 

Forgetting  or  scorning  the  airs  of  (he  crowd. 
He  may  cease  to  be  formal,  and  I  to  be  proud. 
Till  lost  in  the  joy,  vve  confess  that  we  live. 
And  he  may  be  rude,  and  yet  I  may  forgive.' 

And  thai  my  delight  may  be  solidly  fix'd,' 

Let  the  friend  and  the  lover  be  handsomely  mix'd ; 

In  whose  tender  bosom  my  soul  may  confide. 

Whose  kindness  can  soothe  me,  whose  counsel  can  guide. 

Frtan  such  a  dear  lover  as  here  I  deseiibe. 

No  danger  should  fright  me,  no  millions  should  bribe  ; 

But  till  this  sstonishii^  creature  1  know. 

As  I  long  have  liv'd  chaste,  I  will  keep  myself  ao. 

I  never  will  share  with  the  wanton  coquette. 
Or  be  caught  by  a  vain  affectation  of  wit. 
The  toasters  and  songsters  may  try  all  tbeir  art. 
But  never  shall  enter  the  [>aas  of  ny  heart. 
rioathe  the  lewd  rake,  the  dress'd  fopling  despise : 
Before  such  pursuers  the  nice  virgin  tties; 
And  as  Ovid  has  sweetly  in  parable  told, 
Wt  harden  like  trees,  and  lite  rivers  grow  coW." 
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l%is  deltghtfiil  epistle  ta  Congrev^  appears  to  have  been  wiftteri  at 
the  liooe  she  resided  at  Twickenham, — lured  there  by  the  qniet  and 
loveliness  of  that  claBsic  spot,  and  the  fhscination  of  Pope's  society. 
The  Following  letter  would  seem  to  confirm  die  sfncenty  of  these 
ncy  verses ; — and  the  presence  of  "  Doctor  Swift  and  Jdmnv  Gay," — 
balUd-writiDg  too, — must  have  had  some  io^uence  over  the  pen  of 
the  poetesa. 

"to  thb  countess  or  mar. 

"  Twickenham,  17 — • 

"  Deak  SiSTKR,— 1  WAS  v^  glad  to  hear  from  yon,  though  there 
was  something  in  your  letters  very  monstrous  and  shocking.  I  won- 
der widi  what  conscience  you  can  talk  to  me  of  your  being  an  old 
woman  ;  I  heg  I  may  hear  no  more  on't.  For  my  part  I  pretend  to 
be  as  young  as  ever,  and  really  am  as  youog  as  needs  to  be,  to  all  ia- 
teota  and  purposes.  1  attribute  alt  this  to  your  living  so  long  at  Chat- 
ton,  and  fancy  a  week  at  Paris  will  correct  such  wild  imaginations, 
and  set  things  in  a  better  light.  My  cure  for  lowuess  of  spirits  is  not 
drinking  nasty  water,  but  galloping  all  day,  and  a  vwderaie  glas*  o^ 
tiau^iaiffit  at  night  ia  good  company ;  and  I  believe  this  r^imen, 
closely  followed,  is  one  of  the  most  wholesome  that  can  be  prescribed, 
and  may  save  one  a  world  of  filthy  doses,  and  nM>re  filthy  doctor's 
fees  at  the  year's  end.  I  rode  to  Twickenham  last  night,  and,  af^ 
so  long  a  stay  in  town,  am  not  sorry  to  find  myself  in  my  garden ; 
our  neighbourhood  is  something  improved  by  the  removal  of  some  old 
maida,  and  the  arrival  of  some  fine  gentlemen,  amongst  whom  are 
Lord  Middleton  and  Sir  J.  Gifford,  who  are,  perhaps,  your  acquaint- 
ances :  they  live  with  their  aunt,  Lady  Westmoreland,  and  we  en- 
deavour to  make  the  country  agreeable  to  one  another. 

"  Doctor  Swift  and  Johnny  Gay  are  at  Pope's,  and  theii  coojunctiOQ 
has  produced  a  ballad,*  which,  if  nobody  else  has  sent  you,  I  will,  being 
never  better  pleased  than  when  I  am  endeavouring  to  amuse  my  dear 
sister,  and  ever  yours,  "  M.  W.  H." 

What  a  picture  we  have  of  Mrs.  Lowtfaer  I  How  the  Mall  is  revived 
with  its  strollers  of  &shian  and  beauty  I 

"  I  am  yet  in  this  wicked  town,  but  purpose  to  leave  it  as  soon  aa 
the  parliament  rises.  Mrs.  Murray  and  all  her  satellites  have  so  sel- 
dom fallen  in  my  way,  I  can  say  little  about  them.  Your  old  friend 
Mrs.  Louther  is  still  fair  and  young,  emd  in  pate  piak  may  night  m 

To  the  name  <^  Mrs.  Lowther  is  appended  the  following  note,— 
and  we  do  not  know  that  we  ever  remember  an  anecdote,  in  yean, 
better  set  oS. 

"  Mrs.  Lowtbet  was  a  respectable  woman,  single,  and,  as  it  appears 
by  the  text,  not  willing  to  own  herself  middle-aged.  Another  lady 
hai^tened  to  be  sitting  at  breakfast  with  her  when  an  awkward  coun- 
try lad,  new  in  her  service,  brought  word  that  '  there  was  one  as 
begged  to  speak  to  her.' — '  What  is  his  name  7* — '  Don't  know.' — 
'  What  sort  of  person  I  a  gentleman  ?' — '  Can't  say  rightly.' — '  Go 
and  ask  him  his  business.' — The  fellow  returned  grinning.  '  Why, 
madam,  he  says  as  how— he  says  he  is — ' — '  Well,  what  does  he  say, 
fool?'  —  'He  says  he  is  one  as  dies  for  your  ladyship.'  — '  Dies  for 
•  Published  in  Swift's  Works. 
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me}''  exclaimed  the  I^v,  the  more  tacensed  from  seeing  her  frieDd 
iDcHDed  lo  laug%  as  well  as  her  foDtman, — *  was  there  ever  sudi  a 
piece  of  insolence !  Turn  him  out  of  my  house  this  miiwite.  And 
hark  ye,  shat  the  door  in  his  face.'  The  cloini  obeyed;  but  going 
to  work  more  roughlv  than  John  Bull  will  ever  admit  of,  prodnoed  a 
scuffle  that  disturbed  the  ncighboura  and  called  in  the  constable.  At 
last  the  audacious  lover,  driven  to  explain  himself,  proved  nothing 
worse  than  an  honest  tradesman,  a  dyer,  whom  her  ladyship  often  em- 
ployed to  refresh  her  old  gowns." 

Can  tlie  following  (n)8e  of  wbipt  fsahion  and  satire  be  surpawed 
even  bj  the  pointed  and  light  pleaswitrie*  of  Walpole? 

"  Cavendish-tquare,  1727. 

"  My  Lady  Stafford*  set  out  towards  France  this  morning,  and  has 
canied  half  the  pleasures  of  my  life  along  with  her;  1  am  more  stupid 
than  I  can  describe,  and  am  as  full  of  moral  reflections  as  either  Cam- 
bray  or  Pascal.  I  think  of  nothing  hut  the  nothingness  of  the  good 
things  of  this  world,  the  transitoriness  of  its  Joys,  the  pungency  of  its 
sorrows,  and  many  discoveries  that  have  been  made  these  three  thou- 
sand years,  and  committed  to  print  ever  since  the  first  erecting  of 
presses.  1  advise  you,  as  the  best  thing  you  can  do  that  day,  let  it 
happen  as  it  will,  to  visit  Lady  Stafford  :  she  has  the  goodness  to 
carry  with  her  a  true-born  Englishwoman,  who  is  neither  good  nor 
bad,  nor  capable  of  being  either ;  Lady  Phil  Prat  by  name,  of  the 
Hamilton  family,  and  who  will  be  glad  of  your  acquaintance,  and  you 
can  never  be  sorry  for  hers.f 

"  Peace  or  war,  cross  or  pile,  makes  all  the  conversation ;  this  town 
never  was  fuller,  and,  God  be  praised,  some  people  briUe  in  it  who 
brilled  twenty  years  ago.  My  cousin  Buller  is  of  that  number,  who 
is  just  what  she  was  in  all  respects  when  she  inhaknted  Bond-street. 
The  sprouts  of  this  age  are  such  green  withered  things,  'tis  a  great 
comfort  to  us  grown  up  people  ;  I  except  my  own  danghter,  who  is  to 
be  the  ornanient  of  the  ensuing  courL  I  beg  yon  will  exact  from  Lady 
Stafford  a  particular  of  her  perfections,  which  would  sound  Buspeclmd 
from  my  hand  ;  at  the  same  time  I  must  do  justice  to  a  little  twig  be- 
longing to  my  sister  Gower.  Miss  Jenny  is  tike  the  Duchess  of 
Queensberry  both  in  face  and  spirit.  A  propo*  of  family  affairs:  T 
bad  almost  forgot  our  dear  and  amiable  cousin  Lady  Denbigh,  who 
has  blazed  out  all  this  winter ;  she  has  brought  with  her  from  Peris 
cart-loads  of  riband,  surprising  fashion,  and  of  a  complexioit  of  the. 
last  edition,  which  naturally  attracts  all  the  she  and  he  fools  in  \aa- 
don ;  and  accordingly  she  is  surrounded  with  a  littla  conrt  of  both, 
and  keeps  a  Sunday  assembly  to  shew  she  has  learned  to  play  at  cards 
on  that  day.  Lady  Frances  Fielding^  >s  really  the  prettiest  woman  in 
town,  and  has  sense  enough  to  make  one's  heart  ac^e  to  see  her  sur* 

*  Claude  Charlotte,  dau^Ur  of  Philibert,  Count  of  Grammont  (author  of  the 
celebrated  MeoiCHrs),  and  "  La  Belle  Hamilton,"  eldest  daughter  of  Sir  George 
Hamilton,  Bart,  was  toarried  to  Henry  Stafford  Howard,  Earl  of  StaKin),  at  St. 
GermaiD's-en-taye,  1694. 

t  Lady  Philippa  Hamilton,  daugliter  of  James  Earl  of  Abereom,  and  wile  of 
Dr.  Pratt,  Dean  of  Downs. 

X  Youitt^esl  daui^ter  of  Basil  fourth  Earl  of  Denbigh ;  married  to  Daniel 
seventh  Earl  of  Wincheliea ;  died  Sept.  IT,  1734. 
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lounded  with  such  fools  aa  her  relations  are.  The  nun  in  Eogland 
that  gives  the  grsaUat  pleasure,  and  the  j^eatest  pain,  is  a  youtji  of 
Toysl  Hood,  with  all  his  gnuidai other's  t^auty,  wit,  and  good  quali- 
ties. In  ^Mit,  he  is  Nell  Uwiu  in  person,  with  the  sex  altered,  and 
occasiatmstKh  fracas  amoagst  ^e  ladies  of  g^lantry  that  it  passes  de- 
scription. You'll  stare  to  hear  of  her  Grace  of  Cleveland  at  the  head 
of  them.*     if  1  was  poetical  I  would  tell  you — 

' '  "nie  god  of  lore,  enrBg'd  to  aee 
The  njrmph  despise  his  ftame, 
At  dice  and  cards  misspend  faer  nights, 
And  sli^t  a  nobtar  game ; 
"  For  the  neglect  of  offen  pait 
And  pride  in  days  of  yore. 
He  kindles  up  a  great  tut. 
That  bums  her  at  threescore. 
"A  poltib'd  wile  is  smoothly  spread 
Where  wbilome  wrinkles  lay ; 
And,  glowing  with  an  artful  red, 
Stie  ogles  at  the  pisy. 
"  Along  the  Mall  she  softly  sails, 
In  white  and  silver  drest ; 
Her  neck  eipos'd  to  Extern  gales. 
And  jencu  on  her  bieast. 
"  Her  children  banish'd,  age  forgot, 
L.OTd  Sidney  it  her  care ; 
And,  what  is  much  a  happier  lot, 
Uss  hopes  to  be  her  /tew. 

"This is  all  true  history,  though  it  is  dog^rel  rhyme:  in  good  ear- 
nest she  has  turned  Lady  D and  family  out  of  doors  to  make 

room  for  him,  and  Ihere  he  lies  like  leaf-gold  upon  a  pill  ;  there  never 
was  so  violent  and  so  indiscreet  a  passion.  I^dy  StaSbrd  says  no- 
thing was  ever  like  it,  since  Phndra  and  Uippolitus. — '  Lord  ha'  mercy 
upon  us  I    See  what  we  may  ell  come  to  !'  '*  M.  W.  M." 

Again— the  following  words  are  as  colours  takan  fi-om  the  pallet  of 
B  Sir  Joshua: 

"  CaTendish- square,  1727. 

"  I  cannot  deny,  bat  that  I  was  very  well  diverted  on  the  Corona- 
tion day.  [  saw  the  procession  much  at  my  ease,  in  a  houKe  which  1 
fitted  with  my  own  company,  and  then  got  into  WestminBtei-ball 
without  trouble,  where  it  was  very  entertaining  to  observe  the  variety 
of  airs  that  all  meant  the  same  thing.  The  busiDesi  of  every  walker 
there  was  to  conceal  vanity  and  gain  admiration.  For  these  purposes 
some  languished  and  others  strutted ;  but  a  visible  satisfaction  was 
diffbsed  over  every  countenance,  as  soon  as  the  coronet  was  clapped 
on  the  head.  But  she  that  drew  the  greatest  number  of  eyes,  was 
indisputably  Lady  Orkney.  She  exposed  behind  a  mixture  of  fat  and 
wrinkles;  and  before,  a  very  considerable  protuberance  which  pre- 
ceded her.  Add  to  this,  the  inimit&ble  roll  of  her  eyes,  and  her  grey 
bans,  which  by  good  fortune  stood  directly  upright,  and  'tis  impossible 

*  ^nne,  daughter  of  Sir  VV.  PuEtcney  orMiBlertiHi,  in  the  county  ofStalToni  i 
remarried  to  Philip  Southcote,  Esq.    Died  in  1746. 
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toSmi^n  fri^MQ  <i«b^rtfuV8p«tUdlfl.  1^  btd'smbdliriwd  all  ihii 
wH^icoondctttbls  BM^oifieuwe;  which  aad»  her  l0ttt«>  big  agaia  tw 
uMialt  mi  I  diouU  bam  tfaoo^  het'  on*  of  tibe  krgeot  ikm^  of 
God's  making  if  my  Lcbdy  Sl  J**n  hod  notduplajed  kU  ber  eharmsBL  - 
honoui;  of  the  day.  The  poor  Ducheu  of  M***ae  crgji  ahng  mA  a 
dozen  of  Hack  snakes  pU^/uig  roiaui  her  face,  and  mjf  Lady  P***nd 
(who  is  fitllen  away  since  her  dismiasioD  from  court)  represepted  very 
finely  an  Egyptian  mummy  embroidered  OTer  with  hieroglyphics." 

Lady  Mary  read,  and  of  course  loved,  the  writings  of  Fielding.  He 
was  related  to  ber.  She  had  in  her  service  a  Fanny  at  the  time  she 
read  Joseph  Andrews,  and  thus  she  writes  of  her : 

"to  the  countess  or  sdt£. 

"Venice,  Oct  1,N.S.  1748. 

"  Mt  deab  Child, — I  have  at  length  received  the  box,  with  th« 
books  enclosed,  for  which  I  give  you  many  thanks,  as  they  amused  me 
very  much.  I  gave  a  very  ridiculous  proof  of  it,  fitter  indeed  for  my 
grand-daughter  than  myself.  I  retomed  from  a  party  on  horseback ; 
and  after  having  rode  twenty  miles,  part  of  it  by  moonshine,  it  'was 
ten  at  night  when  I  found  the  box  arrived.  I  could  not  deny  myself 
the  pleasure  of  opening  it ;  and  falling  upon  Fielding's  works,  was 
fool  enough  to  sit  up  all  night  reading.  I  think  Joseph  Andrews  bet- 
ter than  his  Foundling.  I  believe  I  was  the  more  struck  with  it,  hav- 
ing at  present  a  Fanny  in  my  own  house,  not  only  by  the  name,  which 
happens  to  be  the  same,  but  the  extraordinary  beauty,  joined  wHh  an 
understanding  yet  more  extraordinary  at  her  age,  which  is  bnt  few 
mouths  past  sixteen  :  she  is  in  the  post  of  my  chambermaid.  I  k'ocf 
you  will  tax  my  discretion  for  taking  a  servant  thus  qualified  ;  hnt  my 
woman,  who  is  also  my  housekeeper,  was  always  teizing  me  with  her 
haWng  too  much  work,  and  complaining  of  ill  health,  which  determin- 
ed me  to  take  her  a  deputy ;  and  when  I  was  at  Louvere,  where  1 
drank  the  waters,  one  of  the  most  considerable  merchants  there  press-' 
ed  me  to  take  this  daughter  of  his:  her  mother  has  an  uncommon 
good  character,  and  the  girl  has  had  a  better  education  than  is  usual 
forthose  of  her  rank ;  she  writes  a  good  hand,  and  has  been  brought 
up  to  keep  accounts,  which  she  does  to  great  perfection  ;  and  had  her- 
self snch  a  »iolent  desire  to  serve  me,  that  I  was  persuaded  to  take 
her :  I  do  not  yet  repent  it  from  any  part  of  her  behaviour.  Bnt  there 
has  been  no  peace  in  the  family  ever  since  she  came  into  it ;  I  might 
say  the  parish,  all  the  womea  in  it  having  declared  open  war  vrith  her, 
and  the  men  endeavouring  all  treaties  of  a  different  sort;  my  own 
woman  puts  herself  at  the  head  of  the  first  party,  and  hei  spleen  is 
increased  by  having  no  reason  for  h.  The  young  creature  is  never 
stirring  from  mv  apartment,  always  at  her  needle,  and  never  com- 
plaining of  any  thing.  You  irill  laugh  at  this  tedions  account  of  my 
domestics  (if  you  have  patience  to  read  it  over),  but  I  hare  few  other 
subjects  to  talk  of.* 

Nothing  can  be  livelier  or  happier  than  the  following  agreeable  out- 
break at  Lady  J.  Wharton  lavishing  herself  away  upon  one  unworthy 
her. 

"  Lady  J.  Whartoa  is  to  be  married  to  Mr.  Holt,  which  I  aa  soiry 
for;— to  see  a  young  woman  that  I  really  think  oae  of  the  a  ' '    ' 
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gnk  apo>  snth  w  vilety  misplacAd— but  vhbM  out'  peofl*  uatoliad't ' 
—J  niimoae  we  «lnU  all  come  right  ■&  H«»TeB ;  u  in  a  oeaMcy  danCe^ 
thabtmii  an  ttraagttj  given  and  taken,  while  they  are  ia  motioD,  M 
laM-aU  meet  thor  partnen  when  the  jig  is  done." 

The  observations  on  Richardson  are  a  little  loo  harsh, — but  the  sob- 
bmg  over  his  works  is  a  compliment  which  no  criticism  could  dr^  up. 

"  This  Richardson  ia  a  strange  fellow.  I  heartily  despise  him,  and 
ea^rly  read  him,  nay,  sob  over  his  worLs,  in  a  most  scandalons  man- 
ner, nie  two  first  tomes  of  Clarissa  touched  me,  as  being  veiy  re- 
sembling to  my  maiden  days  ;  and  I  find  in  the  pictures  of  Sir  Tho- 
mas Grandison  and  his  lady,  what  I  have  heard  of  my  mother,  and 
seen  of  my  father.'' 

Tine  hanng  made  us  wiser  than  the  Wortky,  it  is  amusing  to  see 
g  ftt  and  confounding  authors  and  their  works. 


"  TO    THE    COUMTESa    0»    BCTE. 

"  Louvere,  June  Hi,  IJSi, 
"  My  PSAk  CaiLD, — I  have  promised  you  some  lemacks  on  all  the 
books  I  have  received.  I  believe  you  would  easily  forgive  my  not 
keeping  my  word  ;  however,  1  shall  go  on.  The  Rambler  is  certainly< 
a  strong  misonmer;  he  always  plods  in  the  beaten  road  of  his  prede- 
cessors, following  the  Spectator  (with  the  same  pace  a  pack-horse 
would  do  a  hunter)  in  the  style  that  is  proper  to  lengthen  a  paper. 
These  writers  may,  perhaps,  be  of  service  to  the  public,  which  is  say- 
ing a  great  deal  in  their  favour.  There  are  numbers  of  both  sexes 
w^  naver  read  anything  but  such  productions,  and  cannot  spare  tim^ 
from  doing  nothing,  to  go  through  a  sixpenny  pamphlet.  Such  gentle 
readers  may  be  improved  by  a  moral  hint,  which,  though  repeated  over 
and  over,  from  generation  to  generation,  they  never  heard  in  their 
lives.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  the  name  of  this  laborious  author. 
H.  Fielding  has  given  a  true  picture  of  himself  and  his  first  wife,  in 
the  characters  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Booth,  some  compliments  to  his  own 
figure  excepted ;  and,  I  am  persuaded,  several  of  the  incidents  be 
mentions  are  reed  mattei-s  of  fact.  I  wonder  he  does  not  perceive  Tom 
Jones  and  Mr.  Booth  are  sorry  scoundrels.  All  this  sort  of  books  have 
the  same  fault,  which  1  cannot  easily  pardon,  being  very  mischievous. 
They  place  a  merit  in  extravagant  passions,  and  encourage  young 
people  to  hope  for  impossible  events,  to  draw  them  out  of  the  misery 
they  choose  to  plunge  themselves  into,  expecting  legacies  from  un- 
known relations,  and  generous  benefactors  to  distressed  virtue,  as 
much  out  of  nature  as  fairy  treasures.  Fielding  has  really  a  fund  of 
true  humour,  and  was  to  be  pitied  at  his  first  entrance  into  the  world, 
having  no  choice,  as  he  said  himself,  but  to  be  a  hackney  writer,  or  a 
hackney  coachman.  His  genius  deserved  a  better  fate  i  but  I  cammt 
hetjp  blaming  that  continued  indiscretion,  to  give  it  the  softest  name, 
that  has  run  through  his  life,  and  I  am  afraid  still  remains.  I  guessed 
R.  Random  to  be  his,  though  without  his  name.  I  cannot  think  Fer- 
dinand Fathom  wrote  by  the  same  hand,  it  is  every  way  so  much 
below  it.  Sally  Fielding  has  mended  her  style  in  her  last  volume  of 
David  Simple,  which  conveys  a  useful  moral,  though  she  does  not 
•e«m  to  Wvc  intetided  it:  1  mean,  shows  the  ill  cMisequences  of  not 
prowltBg  againt  canal  losses,  which  happen  to  almost  e\-efybody. 
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Mr«>  Ogueil'*  character  i^  well  drawn,  and  a  frequenUy  to  be  met 
9iii^.  Tite  Alt  of  ToToientiDg,  Ute  Female  Quixotet  and  Sir  C.  Good- 
ville,  are  ail  sale  woik.  1  suppose  they  proceed  front  her  pen,  and  I 
hpartily  pity  her,  constrained  by  her  circumstances  to  seek  her  bread 
by  a  method,  I  do  not  doubt,  she  despises.  Tell  me  who  is  that 
accomfJished  countess  she  celebrates.  I  left  no  such  person  in  Lon- 
don ;  nor  can  I  imagine  nho  is  meant  by  the  English  Sappho  men- 
tioned in  Betsy  Thoughtless,  whoso  adventures,  and  those  of  J«inmy 
Jessamy,  g:ave  me  sonje  amusement.  I  was  better  entertaiDed  by  the 
valet,  who  very  fairly  represents  how  yon  are  bought  and  sold  by  your 
ints.  I  am  now  so  accustomed  to  another  manner  of  treatment, 
luld  be  difficnit  to  me  to  suffer  them :  his  adventures  have  the 
it  of  ending  in  a  surprising  manner.  The  general  naat 
of  invention  which  reigns  among  our  writers  inclineit  me  to  think  it  is 
not  the  natural  growth  of  our  island,  which  hag  not  sua  enough  to  warn 
the  imagination.  The  press  is  loaded  by  the  servile  flock  of  iinitaton. 
Lord  Bolingbrobe  woula  have  quoted  Horace  in  this  place.  Sinee  1 
was  born,  no  original  has  appeared  eicepting  Congreve,  and  FieUing, 
who  would,  I  believe,  have  approached  nearer  to  his  excel leneiBs,'iif 
not  forced,  by  necessity,  to  publish  without  correction,  and  tiavti 
many  productions  into  the  world,  he  would  have  thrown  into  the  Rrk, 
if  meat  could  have  been  got  without  money,  or  money  without  scrib- 
bling. The  greatest  virtue,  justice,  and  the  most  distingwishing  pra- 
K^atire  of  mankind,  writing,  when  duly  executed,  do  honour  to  bn- 
man  nature ;  but,  when  degenerated  into  trades,  are  the  most  con- 
temptible ways  of  getting  bread.  1  am  sorry  not  to  see  any-  moreof 
Peregrine  Pickle's  performances ;  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  his  nafbti" 

&a  ancestor  of  Lord  Moira  was  capable  of  making  a  nice  £slinc- 
tlon: 

"  I  cannot  believe  Sir  John's  advancement  is  owing  to  his  merit, 
tho'  be  certEunly  deserves  such  a  distinction ;  but  I  am  persuaded 
the  present  disposers  of  such  dignitys  are  neither  more  clear-sight- 
ed, or  more  diunterested  than  their  predecessors.  Even  since  I  knew 
the  world,  Irish  patents  have  been  nung  out  to  sale,  like  the  laced 
and  embroidered  coats  in  Monmouth -street,  and  bought  up  by  the 
same  Bort  of  people ;  I  mean  those  who  had  rather  wear  shabby 
finery  than  no  finery  at  all  ;'  though  I  don't  suppose  this  was  Sir 
John's  case.  "Hiat  ffood  creatwe,  (as  the  country  saying  is,)  has  not 
a  bit  of  piide  abont  him.  I  dare  swear  he  purchased  his  title  for 
the  same  reason  he  used  to  purchase  pictures  in  Italy ;  not  became 
he  wanted  to  buy,  but  because  somebody  or  other  wanted  to  sell. 
He  hardly  ever  opened  bis  mouth  but  to  say  '  What  you  please,  air  ;' 
— '  Your  humble  servant ;'  or  some  gentle  expression  to  the  same 
effect.  It  is  scarce  credible  that  with  this  unlimited  complaisance 
he  should  draw  a  blow  upon  himself;  yet  it  so  happened  that  one  of 
his  own  countrymen  was  brute  enough  to  strike  him.  An  it  was  done 
before  many  witnesses.  Lord  Mansel  beard  of  it ;  and  thinking  that 
if  poor  Sir  John  took  no  notice  of  it,  he  would  suffer  daily  insults 
of  the  same  kind,  out  of  pure  good  nature  resolved  to  spirit  him 
up,  at  least  to  some  shew  of  resentment,  intending  to  make  up  the 
matter  afterwards  in  as  honourable  a  manner  as  he  could  for  the 
poor  patient.    He  represented  to  him  very  warmly  that  no  gentle- 
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tDan  could  tate  a  box  on  the  ettr.    Bit  John  anatrered  wiA'gtttit 
f  almn^s,  '  I  know  thut,  but  this  was  not  a  box  on  the  ear,  it  WHt 
bnly  a  slap  o'  the  face.** 
,  The  following  ia  a  smart  sketch — perhaps  a  little  too  piquant ; 

"  Next  to  the  great  ball,  what  makes  the  most  noise  is  the  mairiage 
of  an  old  maid,  who  lives  in  this  atreet,  without  a  portion,  to  a  man  of 
7,lOOOLper  oHMttm,  and  they  saj  40,000/.  in  ready  money.  Her  equir 
paga  aad  Uveries  outshine  any  body's  ia  town.  He  baa  presented  her 
with  SfiOOL  in  jewels ;  and  oever  was  man  more  smitten  with  the«e 
charms  (hat  had  lain  inviBibte  for  these  forty  years  ;  butt  with  all  his 
glory,  nevtf  bride  had  fewer  enviets,  the  dear  beast  of  a  man  is  » 
tttby,  frightful,  odious,  and  detestable.  I  would  turn  away  such  a 
fioMiaan  for  fear  of  spoiling  my  dinner,  while  he  waited  at  table. 
Tttej  wax  married  on  Friday,  and  came  to  church  en  parade  on 
Sm^ay.  I  happened  to  ait  in  the  pew  with  them,  and  had  the 
'hvROHT  of  seeing  Mn.  Bride  fall  fast  asleep  in  the  middle  of  the 
■cmoo,  and  snore  very  comfortably ;  which  made  several  women 
io-tbeclninih  think  the  bridegroom  not  quite  so  ugly  as  they  did  be- 
tom  Envious  people  say  'twas  all  counterl'eited  to  please  him,  but 
I.beliarc  that  to  be  scandal ;  tor  I  dare  swear,  nothing  but  downright 
aecoaiity  could  make  her  misa  one  word  of  the  sermon.  He  pro- 
Gnso.to  have  married  her  for  her  devotion,  patience,  meekness,  and 
other  ChriMian  virtues  he  observed  in  her;  his  first  wife  (who  has 
left  no  children)  being  very  htndsoroe,  and  so  good-natured  as  to 
'liare  ventured  her  own  salvation  to  secure  his.  He  has  married  this 
lady  to  have  a  oompanion  in  that  paradise  where  his  first  has  given 

&a  title.     I  believe  1  have  given  you  too  much  of  this  couple ; 
they  are  not  to  be  comprehended  id  few  words. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Hewet,  remember  me  and  believe  that  nothing  can 
put  you  out  of  my  head." 

.  The  Doble  dukes  of  the  present  day,  and  the  learned  members  of 
the  faculty,  are  by  no  means  of  so  sportive  a  turn  as  they  were  in  the 
goodly  times  of  Mrs.  Hewet,  We  confess  we  should  like  to  have  to 
get  up  some  fine  morning  to  be  in  St.  James's  Park  in  time  to  see 
some  such  elegant  struggle  between  the  Duke  .of  Devoushire  and  Sir 
Henry  Halford  as  the  following : 

'*  There  is  another  story  that  I  had  from  a  hand  I  dare  depend 
i^D.  The  Duke  of  Grafton  and  Dr.  Garth  ran  a  foot-match  in  the 
Mali  of  200  yards,  and  the  latter,  to  his  immortal  glory,  beat." 

With  a  strong  turn  for  building  herself,  Lady  Ma^  makes  some 
■enaible  remarks  oa  its  folly  in  others. 

"  Building  is  the  general  weakness  of  old  people;  I  have  had  a 
twitchof  it  myself,  though  certainly  it  is  the  highest  absurdity,  and  as 
sure  a  proof  of  dotage  as  pink-coloured  ribands,  or  even  matrimony. 
Nay,  perhaps,  there  is  more  to  be  said  in  defence  of  the  last ;  I  mean 
in  a  childless  old  man ;  he  may  prefer  a  boy  born  in  his  own  house, 
though  he  knows  it  is  not  his  own,  to  disrespectful  or  worthless  ne- 
phews or  nieces.  But  there  is  no  excuse  for  beginning  an  edifice  he 
can  never  inhabit,  or  probably  see  finished,  'nie  Dnchess  of  Marl- 
borough used  to  ridicule  the  vanity  of  it,  by  saying  one  might  always 
live  upon  other  people's  follies  ;  yet  you  see  she  built  the  most  rtdicn- 
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1$0      A   CRITICAL  OOSaiP  WITH  LADT  M.  W.  MONTAGU. 

lous  house  I  ever  nw,  rinoe  it  really  is  not  babitnble,  from  the  exces- 
sive damps  ;  so  tiue  it  is^  the  things  that  ve  would  do,  those  do  we 
not,  and  the  things  we  would  not  do,  those  do  we  daily.  I  feel  in 
myseir  a  proof  of  this  aEaertion,  being  much  againit  my  will  at  Venice, 
though  I  own  it  is  the  only  great  town  where  I  can  properly  reside,  yet 
here  I  find  so  many  vexations,  that,  in  spite  of  ail  my  philosophy,  and 
(what  is  more  powerful,)  my  phlegm,  I  am  oftnei  out  of  humour  than 
among  my  plants  and  poultry  in  the  country.  I  cannot  help  being 
concerned  at  the  success  of  iniquitous  schemes,  and  grieve  for  op- 
pressed merit.  You,  who  see  these  things  every  day,  think  me  as  un- 
reasonable, in  making  them  matter  of  complaint,  as  if  I  seriously 
lamented  the  change  of  seasons.  You  should  consider  I  have  lived 
almost  a  hermit  ten  years,  and  the  world  is  as  new  to  me  as'  to  a 
conntry  girl  transported  from  Wales  to  Coventry.  I  know  I  ought  to 
think  my  lot  very  good,  that  can  boast  of  some  sincere  friends  among 
strangers,'' 

But  we  must  put  an  end  to  this  agreeable  conference, — though  we 
think,  that  if  we  could  for  ever  listen  to  such  vivid  gonip,  we  should 
never  grow  old.  We  had  intended  to  have  treated  of  the  romantic 
intimacy,  and  subsequent  determined  hatred,  that  existed  between 
Lady  Mary  and  Pope ;  but  our  limits  warn  ue  that  we  must  not 
indtdge  in  a  lengthy  discussion  of  the  subject.  She,  it  is  clear,  waa 
flattered  by  his  wit  and  his  mental  beauty.  In  him  real  passion  took 
root.  His  advances  she  appears  to  have  repulsed,  and  he  was  thus 
suddenly  driven  to  the  galling  contemplation  of  his  own  person,  and 
he  at  ODce  from  the  adoring  poet  became  the  "  Deformed  Trans- 
formed" into  hate  itself.  Byron  never  foi^ve  Ofi  allusion  to  his 
lameness.  The  separation  of  Mr.  Wortley  from  his  accomplished 
wife  still  remuDB  unexplained ;  but  it  is  clear  that  kindly  and  respect* 
ful  feelings  were  preserved  unblemished  between  them ;  and  there  ii 
a  delicate  tenderness  in  each  towards  the  other  in  the  veriest  triflest 
which  shows  how  feeble  a  thing  is  absence  over  sincere  affections. 
We  are  rather  surprised  that  no  letters  from  Lady  Mary  to  her 
grand-daughter  Ledy  Jane,  ^one  of  the  daughters  of  the  Countess  of 
Bute,)  have  not  struigled  into  print.  How  beautifully  must  she 
have  written  to  children,  and  particularly  to  such  a  child  as  Lady 
Jane  appears  to  hare  been  1     The  letters,  however,  we  fear  are  lost. 

If  we  might  be  permitted  to  adopt  a  new  manner  of  life,  and  to 
pitch  our  tent  in  whatever  part  of  his  Majesty's  dominions  we  pleased, 
— we  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  we  should  lose  no  time  in  di- 
recting Aot  people,  however  respectable  they  may  be,  who  inhabit 
Sbawberry  Hill,  to  get  out!  We  should  then  send  down  by  the 
Twickenham  carrier  complete  sets  of  the  works  of  Pope,  SwifY,  J<^ny 
Gay,  and  the  dear  Arbuthnot, — of  the  Letters  of  Horace  Walpole,  tf 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  Pepys*  Memoirs,  Evelyn's  Memoirs, 
Shakspeare,  and  some  other  works  of  trifling  interest, — ben^ng  they 
may  be  placed  in  that  little  library  with  the  stained  glass.  We  should 
then  Ourselves  go  down  ! — have  a  comfortable  annuity  from  gorem- 
ment,  and  a  moderate  handful  of  servants  from  the  nnghbourhood ; 
and  there  we  would  pass  away  our  life,  "  from  mom  to  noon, — from 
noon  to  dewy  eve, — a  summer's  day !"  This  plan  has  something  in 
it  so  modest  and  reasonable,  that  we  cannot  help  thinking  it  will  at- 
tract the  attentionof  the  existing  ministry,  and  in  the  end  be  realized  [ 
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A  LAUBNT  OVER  THK  BANNiarTBa. 

AMoliare  we  lost  thee !— has  ihe  moDarch  grim 

To  hi>  dull  conn  borne  off  the  child  of  whim  1 

And  art  thou  gone,  Oidboy  ?'  thon  brave  uid  good 

FrwtKtor*  of  the  C/tUdrvn  in  the  Wood  ? 

Thsa  has  the  WorltTt  great  Ec/ufl  died  away ; 

Out  of  his  time  th'  A^reatk^  could  not  stay : 

Tfae  Sfaifr  V  gone  off,  eilinguish'd  gt'tv  spark. 

And  MoBTOS  iDDunia  his  itgioa  leA  so  aarlc. 

How  oft,  oxultiDg,  have  we  viewM  \he  Moot* 

lot  Cbnitiaa.  esotifes  open  Freedom's  door ; 

We've  stared  to  hear  Ihe  VaUt't^  ready  fib, 

Aod  sbudder'd  when  the  Cobbler*  stiapp'd  his  nb. 

How,  when  Baibadoea'  merry  brils  did  ring, 

We've  smiled  losee  tbee  Tmdg^tud  hear  thee  sing; 

Hiy  fieR>°  and  Don/'^  were  of  right  true  blue. 

Thy  St«t<a"  warm'd  us  to  respect  a  Jan. 

T\)  Ftign  wefl"  thou  indeed  conldst  make  pretence, 

ny  bfilUant  eye  was  all  intelligence ; 

In  thee  we  loat  the  flow'r  of  Cily  youthi," 

And  now  no  Ltaitine'^  oor  sorrow  soo^ms. 

Wncare  not  whetbv  tHbes  be  paid  or  left. 

Since  of  our  Jerefi'  we  have  been  bereft ; 

We  dread  Spring  Rice's  yearly  fiscal  boro. 

But  grieve  Thy  &idget"  can  be  beard  qo  more. 

Great  Garrick's  pet, — an  ancient  fav'rite's  son, — 

l^;ion  the  aloge  thy  public  eourse  was  run, 

Tno',  in  thy  youth,  a  painter ;  and,  as  man, 

Hion  didst  draw  houses  in  a  Caravan". 

And  well  thoa  couldst  support  a  Stonn}',  but  Gout 

Life's  UttleJ'arthing  rtahlight*'  has  blown  out : 

Thoo  'rt  gone,  and  from  all  further  ills  ait  screen'd. 

For  thon  didst  follow  Comeience,  not  the  Fiend". 

Moam'd  in  public  and  private,  tbou  wouldst  not  come  back ; 

"  Be  fuiet  f  I  know  il"" — thou  'rt  happier,  Jack !  J. 


Colonel  Oidboy       in 

Lionel  and  Clarissa. 

Walter         .         .         . 

The  Children  in  the  Wood. 

Echo 

The  World. 

Dick    .         .         .         . 
Sam  Squib       .        . 

The  Apprentice. 
Put  OVn  o'clock. 

Sadi    .        .        .        . 

Sharp       .         .         . 

He  Lying  Valet. 
The  Deri!  to  Pay. 

JoDsin        .        .        . 

Trudge     .        .        . 

tnkle  and  Yarico. 

Ben     ...        . 

Love  for  Love. 

John  Doit       . 

Wild  Oats. 

Sbeva.        ... 

The  Jew. 

Colonel  Feigawell     . 

Bdd  Stroke  for  a  Wife. 

Young  Philpot     .        . 

The  CiliMo. 

Lenitive   .        .       . 

The  Priie. 

A«». 

The  Rivals. 

Bumntet'*  Budget  . 

Btabbo    .        .        . 

ne  Caravan. 

Storm 

Litila  Farthing  Rushlight 

A  popular  song  snng  by  Bannister 
TbeHefchantofVamce. 

LaucdotGobbo 

Sir  David  Duoder         . 

Ways  aod  Means. 
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THEATRICAL  ADVERTISEMENT,  EXTRAORDINARY. 
[As  we  might  reasonably  be  expected  W  account  for  the  po»- 
aeBsion  of  the  following  document,  we  b^  to  state  that  it  was 
put  into  our  hands  by  an  unknown  gentleman,  who  slipped  un- 
seen into  our  lanctum,  clothed  in  a  whity-brown  suit,  half-boots, 
and  blue  cotton  stockings.  The  gentleman  apologized  for  the 
negligence  of  his  attire,  by  stating  that  he  was  in  "  reduced  "  dr- 
cumstances.  Mis  employers,  he  said,  had  hit  upon  an  ingenious 
mode  of  reimbursing  themselves  for  the  losses  they  sustained  b^ 
trading  under  the  market  price, — which  was  simply  paying  their 
workmen  one  half  of  their  wages,  and  owing  them  the  other.  On 
our  inquiring  with  great  sympathy,  whether  he  was  not  desirous 
to  get  the  last-mentioned  moiety,  he  replied  with  real  feeling, 
that  he  wished  he  might.  He  then  begged  the  loan  of  a  small 
pinch  of  snuff,  sighed  deeply,  and  withdrew, — En.  B.  M,] 

Mbssrs.  Four,  Two,  and  One,  many  years  resident  on  the  Surrey 
side  of  the  river  Thames,  beg  most  respectfully  to  aDnounce  to  the 
play-going  public,  that  in  consequence  of  the  incressing  demand  for 
all  sorts  of  low-priced  theatrical  articles,  they  have  at  length  succeed- 
ed  in  securing  and  entering  upon  those  large,  commodious,  and  for- 
merly well-known  high-priced  premises  situate  in  Drury'lane  and  Co- 
vent-garden ;  and  having  by  this  arrangement  prevented  the  possibility 
of  competition,  they  are  determined  to  do  business  in  future  upon 
the  Surrey-side  system  only.  To  prove  the  sincerity  of  their  ioten- 
tions.  Four,  Two,  and  One  take  this  opportunity  of  making  known  to 
the  directors  of  theatrical  establishments,  that  they  have  a  number  of 
hints  ready  cut  and  dried,  upon  the  necessity  of  a  general  reduction  of 
the  salaries  of  the  principal  English  artittei,  which  will  be  found 
singularly  useful  to  managers  taking  a  Continental  trip  far  the  purpose 
of  securing  Forbiom  talent  for  the  London  market 

F.  T.  and  O.  also  recommend  their  celebrated  elastic,  self-acting, 
portable,  Anglo- Parisian  pen,  skilfully  contrived  to  fit  all  hands,  and 
which  enables  the  writer,  afler  six  lessons  upon  the  Hamiltonian  sys- 
tem, to  translate  any  French  piece  into  Surrey-tide  English ;  there- 
by superseding  the  necessity  of  employing  aad  paying  any  author 
or  adapter  who  thinks  it  worth  his  while  to  embarrass  himself  with 
the  study  of  reading,  writing,  or  any  other  abstruse  or  outlandish 
knowledge  whatsoever. 

F.  T.  and  O.  cannot  conclude  without  returning  their  most  sincere 
and  heartfelt  thanks  to  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  friends  of  the  drama 
generally,  by  whom  their  endeavours  have  been  so  eminently  patron- 
ized. In  particular,  they  should  consider  themselves  guilty  of  the 
grossest  ingratitude,  did  they  omit  this  occasion  of  acknowledging 
their  infinite  obligations  to  the  proprietors  of  the  Patent  establish- 
ments, who  (by  dieir  active  zeal,  and  inde&tigable  industry  in  the 
great  cause  of  general  reduction,)  have  placed  Four,  Two,  and  One,  in 
their  present  premises,  and  have  thereby  enforced  and  illustrated  thia 
incontrovertible  fact, — that  Sheridan,  Harris,  and  Colman  were  mere 
hum^ugsandimposters  compared  with  F.  T.  and  O. ;  and,  that  during 
tJieir  Itmg  and  high-priced  professional  career,  they  did  nothing  to 
obtain  or  preserve  the  protection  of  a  candid  and  enlightened  public. 
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THE  ABBESS  AKD  THE  DUCHESS. 

Bt   THOMAS    UAVNES   BAYLV. 

Wbo  it  kiMoking!  for  sdmiuioB 

At  tbe  coDTcnt's  out«  gue  7 
Is  it  postible  a  lady 

Can  be  nandering  so  late  ? 
Let  Be  see  her  thniugfa  the  lattice, 

And  her  natf  let  me  hear ; 
■  —Oh  I  vcui  most  obadieat,  madam ; 

Maj  1  aak  what  biinp  you  here  ? 

Ton  wiU  vary  much  apphud  me, 

Wlien  you  hear  lAM  I  have  dotM ;  - 
I  've  been  naughty, — 1  'm  a  peni- 

-tent,  and  mnt  to  be  a  nun. 
I  '*«  been  treated  most  UD&irly, 

TbMgh  'tis  Hid  I  UD  moat  fidr; 
I  am  rich,  ms'sm,  and  a  dnchesa, 

Aod  my  name  '■  La  ValUfere. 

Abbess. 
Get  aloDKi  you  naughty  nomau. 

Yon  if  ccotamioale  u*  all  i 
When  yon  louch'd  th«  gate,  I  wonder 

Hiat  the  eoDTenI  did  not  bll  1 
Stop  I  I  think  yon  Banticn'd  money,— 

That  is — penitence,  I  mean ; 
l«t  her  in, — I  'ra  loo  indulgent ; — 
Pray  how  are  tbe  king  and  queen  ? 

Lady  Abbcn,  you  ddight  me, — ■ 

Oh  t  bad  Louia  been  as  kind  I 
Alt  he  uMd  me'unctotedy. 

To  my  fonduesa  deaf  and  blind. 
Oh  1  methinks  that  now  I  view  him, 

With  his  feathen  in  his  hat  I— 
Hem  I — beg  pardon — I  'm  aware,  ma'am, 

IbU  I  musm't  speak  of  Una. 

Abba*. 

No — you  mustn't  even  thiak  ; 
(Put  your  feet  upon  the  fender, 

Aod  here 's  something  warm  to  drink : 
Is  it  strong  enough  ? — pray  alii  it ;) 

What  on  eartii  couUaake  you  go 
Fram  a  p«lace  to  a  convent? 

Come,— I  'm  cnrioni  to  know  ? 

Duchess. 
Can  you  wonder.  Lady  Abbets  ) — 
At  the  chai^  I  should  rejoice, — 
1  of  TCaitiet  wis  weary, 
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THE    ABBESS    AND   THE    DUCHESS. 

I  have  bad  a  troubled  ctmscience, 
And  court  maimei?  did  coDdemn, 

Ever  uDce  I  uw  King  Ixmis 
Making  eye»  at  Madame  M. 

Abbeu. 
Oh  I  I  think  I  comprehend  jrou : 

But  lake  csre  what  you  're  about ; 
Tboi^h  'tis  euy  to  get  tn  here, 

Tan't  «o  easy  to  get  out : 
You  II  for  heads  resign  your  jewels. 

And  your  robes  for  garments  plain ; 
Etc  you  cut  the  world,  remember 

lis  not  cut  and  come  again  t 


I  am  willing  in  a  cloister 

Hat  my  days  and  nights  should  pBM; 
— niu*  is  lery  nice  iodeed,  ma'am ; 

If  you  please,  another  glass)— 
Ai  for  courtiem,  1  'II  hereafter 

Lay  the  odioos  topic  by  ; 
Oh  I  their  crooked  ways  eoMigh  m 

For  to  turn  a  nun  awry ! 

Abbcu. 
Vray  proper ;  to  the  sisters 

Twould  be  mong  to  chatter  thus ; 
Now  and  then,  when  snug  and  coiey. 

Twill  do  very  well  for  w. 
It  is  strange  how  tittle-tattle 

All  about  the  conTCnt  ipraadt, 
Whoi  the  barber  from  the  nll^^B 

Comes  to  shave  the  sisters'  bendi. 


Do  you  really  mean  to  tell  me 

I  must  lose  my  laren  locks  ? 
Then  1 11  tie  'em  up  with  ribbon, 

And  1 11  keep  'em  in  my  boi : 
Ob !  bow  Louis  used  to  -pmitt  'em  I 

Hem  I— I  diink  1 II  go  to  bad.— 
Not  another  drop,  I  thuok  you, — 

It  would  get  into  my  bead. 

Abbef. 
Benedicite  1   my  daughter, 

You  II  be  toon  used  to  tlw  place; 
Though  at  meals  our  only  duchess. 

You  will  have  to  say  your  gtaoe  : 
And  when  none  can  iaterrupt  us. 

You  of  courtly  scenes  shall  tell. 
When  I  bring  a  drop  of  oomfort 

From  my  celliff  to  my  odl  I 
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EDWARD  SAVILLE. 

A   TRANSCRIPT.      BY  CHARLES   WHITEHEAD. 

The  doctor  tells  ni«  I  must  take  no  wine.  Pshaw  !  It  is  not  that 
which  mounts  into  my  brain;  and  sometimes — but  I  must  not  wan- 
der— wine  is  the  best  corrector  of  these  fancies.  One  bottle  more 
of  sober  claret,  and  I  shall  be  able  to  finish  before  midnight  the  brief 
sketch  of  mj  liie  which  1  promised  Travers  long  ago. 

It  were  worse  than  useless  to  set  down  any  particulars  of  mj  boy- 
hood. An  only  son  is  usually  a  spoiled  one,  and  that  which  is  so 
easy  and  delightful  a  task  to  most  parents  was  by  no  means  difficult 
or  uD{deasant  to  mine ;  and  yet,  to  do  myself  justice,  I  believe  I  was 
not  more  conceited,  insolent,  selfish,  and  rapacious  than  others  are 
during  those  days  of  innocence,  as  they  are  called, — those  days  of  in- 
nocence which  fona  the  germ  of  that  aiMe  and  disinterested  crea- 
ture, man. 

At  the  age  of  three-and- twenty  I  succeeded  to  my  father's  estate. 
It  was  to  divert  a  sense  of  loneliness  which  b^et  me,  that  I 
plunged  into — as  they  term  it,  but  the  phrase  is  a  wrong  one — that 
I  ventured  upon  the  course  of  folly  and  dlgsipation  into  which  so 
many  yomig  men  of  fortune  like  myself  hurry  themselves,  or  are  led, 
or  are  driven.  But  why  recount  these  scenes  of  pleasure — so  called, 
or  miscalled — whose  reaction  is  utter  weariness,  satiety,  and  disgust  ? 

I  was  at  the  theatre  one  night,  when  the  friend  who  accompanied 
me  directed  my  attention  to  a  very  lovely  girl,  who,  with  her  mother 
and  a  party  of  friends,  occupied  the  next  box.  She  was,  certainly, 
the  loveliest  creature  my  eyes  had  ever  lighted  upon ;  with  a  sylph- 
like  form,  (that  is  the  usual  phrase,  I  believe,)  wanting  perhaps  that 
cmoplete  roundness  of  limb  which  is  considered  essential  to  perfect 
beanty  in  a  woman — but  she  was  barely  sixteen— and  yet  suggest- 
ing, too,  the  idea  of  consummate  symmetry.  Her  &ce — but  who 
can  describe  beauty?  who  even  can  paint  it  7  Let  any  man  look  at 
the  finest  attempts  to  achieve  this  impossibilitT  by  the  old  masters, 
tad  then  let  him  compare  them  with  the  &ces  Qe  has  seen,  and  may 
see  every  day,  Heavena  I  what  inanities  I  Can  a  man  paint  a  sou 
vpoa  canvass  ?     And  yet  the  artist  talks  of  his  "  expression." 

I  watched  her  dosely  during  the  performance, — indeed,  I  had  no 
power  to  withdraw  my  gaze  from  her;  and  once  or  twice  her  eyes 
met  mine,  and  I  thought  I  could  perceive  she  was  not  altogether 
dtsfdeaaed  at  my  attention.  Her  confusion  betrayed  that  to  me,  and 
in  one  short  hour  I  was  a  lost  man. 

When  the  play  was  over,  I  framed  a  miserable  excuse,  which  I 
thought  at  the  time  a  most  ingenious  one,  to  my  friend  for  not  ac- 
companying him  home  to  supper,  as  I  had  promised;  and  hastening 
after  my  unknown  and  her  mother,  who  had  left  the  box,  was  just  in 
time  to  see  them  enter  a  coach.  I  contrived  to  keep  pace  with  it, 
and  saw  it  deposit  its  beautiful  freight  at  a  house  in  a  small  private 
street  near  Portman  Square. 

1  could  laugh — unaccustomed  as  I  am  even  to  frivate  laughing 
now-a-days — when  I  think,  as  I  do  sometimes,  on  tiiose  days  of  senti- 
ment. It  were  as  futile  to  attempt  to  renew  that  sentiment  after 
thirty,  as  to  strive  to  recal  those  da^t,  and  to  bid  them  stand  in  next 
jeai's  calendar.     The  green  wood  is  out  of  the  tree  by  that  time  ; 
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and  tlie  trunk  becomes  hard,  and  gnarled,  and  stubborn.  Now  is  the 
time  to  enjoy  life.  At  five-and-thirty  the  blood  and  the  brain  act  in 
concert,  and  the  heart  beats  not  one  pulse  the  quicker,  while  the;  do 
their  spiriting — not  gently  always. — To  return. 

I  went, home  that  night  altogether  an  altered  man,  and  rose  next 
morning  from  a  sleepless  bed,  absorbed  with  the  one  idea  which  had 
worked  so  miraculous  a  chauge  within  me.  All  that  day,  almost 
without  intermission,  did  I  pace  up  and  down  the  street  in  the  hope  of 
seeing  her;  but  in  vain.  Not  once  did  she  approach  the  window; 
and  1  did  not  deem  it  prudent  to  question  one  of  the  servants  who 
came  out  of  the  house  several  dmes  during  the  day.  I  betook  my- 
self, therefore,  towards  evening  to  a  green -grocer's  shop  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;  and  the  purchase  of  some  fruit  gave  me  a  privil^e  to  in- 
dulge in  a  little  chat  with  the  good  old  woman  who  conducted  the 
business.  I  affected  to  be  chiefly  solicitous  respecting  the  elderly 
lady,  whom  I  had  seen  by  chance,  and  believed  to  be  a  friend  of  my 
fatlier*  but  whose  name  I  could  not,  for  the  life  of  me,  remember. 
The  old  woman  smiled  at  my  shallow  artifice,  but  proceeded  to  inform 
me  that  the  elderly  lady  was  the  widow  of  an  officer  who  bad  been 
killed  in  the  Peninsular  War,  leaving  an  only  daughter,  at  that  period 
an  infanL  I  begged  pardon — the  name  7  did  she  know  the  daughter's 
name? 

"  Oh  yes !  it  was  Isabella  Denham." 

It  was  an  era  in  my  life,  the  first  sound  of  that  name.  I  thanked 
my  kind  informant,  and  withdrew. 

I  need  not  tell  how  unremittingly,  and  for  how  many  weeks,  I  paced 
up  and  down  that  street,  with  various  success ;  bow  regularly  I  at- 
tended the  church  she  frequented  ;  and  how  at  length  I  obtained  an 
introduction  to  the  lamily. 

I  found  Isabella  Denham  more  captivating  than  the  accumulated 
fancies  and  self-willed  convictions  of  months  had  pictured  her  to  me. 
It  is  no  unusual  result  in  such  cases  ;  but  whether  it  be  that  the  ob- 
ject transcends  the  imagination,  or  that  the  imagination  subserves  the 
object,  I  know  not.  It  was  so,  however ;  for  feeling  upon  these  oc- 
casions takes  the  place  of  reason,  which  is  an  impertinence. 

Let  me  be  just.  1  think,  had  I  loved  Isabella  Denham  less,  I  should 
equally  have  admired  her.  She  had  a  mind  and  a  heart ;  sbe  was 
accomplished ;  she  was  beautiful,  gentle,  and  good ;  and  she  loved 
me.  Ves.  she  loved  me.  I  believed  it  tben,  and  I  am  certain  of  it 
now.  How  I  loved  her,  she  never  knew :  that  was  for  Time  to  show, 
and  he  has  shown  it 

I  offered  her  my  hand  in  due  time,  and  was  accepted.  How  I 
despised  the  sneers  and  banter  of  some  of  my  friends  who  could 
not  conceive  the  idea  of  a  marriage  with  fortune  on  one  side,  and 
none  on  the  other,  and  yet  were  endeavouring  at  the  same  time 
to  effect  an  engagement  of  a  similar  nature  in  their  own  &vour  I 
How  I  disregarded  the  gratuitous  advice  of  sundry  of  my  c^cious  re- 
latives, who  thought  that  all  love  bad  died  when  their  own  gave  up 
the  ghost,  and  who  sometimes  prophesied  truly  because  they  were 
always  prognosticating  evil  I 

We  were  at  length  married ;  and  the  close  of  the  fourth  year  saw 
no  diminution  of  our  h^piaeaa.  We  were  domestic  enough  with- 
out seclusion,  and  went  into  as  much  company  as  sufficed  to  make 
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US  feel  that  home  was  the  happiest  place  after  all  One  circum- 
Btance  had  contributed  to  augment  my  felicity,— the  birth  of  a  son, 
which  took  place  about  a  year  after  our  marriage. 

I  know  not  what  some  people  mean,  who  tell  you  that  when  a 
man  becomes  married,  love  Bubeidea  into  affection,  and  friendship 
takes  the  place  of  passion.  It  wob  not  so  with  me.  I  loved  the 
wife  as  much  as  I  had  adored  the  mistress.  To  make  her  happy 
was  myself  to  be  so ;  and  to  have  made  her  bo,  I  would  have  laid 
down  my  life.  Some,  indeed,  hinted  that  1  indulged  her  too  much — 
tbst  I  let  her  have  her  own  way  in  everything.  And  why  not? 
Did  I  marry  to  make  my  wife  uie  creature,  or  the  slave,  of  some 
system  of  management,  rule  of  action,  or  principle  of  conduct? 
phrases  which  I  abhor.  No — no;  be  ^ey  as  wise  as  they  will,  I 
was  right.  I  am  convinced  of  it.  T^at  was  not  the  cause.  We 
were  happy. 

It  was  by  the  merest  chance  that  I  one  day  encountered  Hastings 
in  the  street — my  friend  Hastings.  We  had  been  companions  at 
EtcHi,  and  at  college  our  intimacy  had  grown  into  friendship.  Were 
I  now  asked  for  what  particular  quality  of  mind  or  heart  I  had  chosen 
Hastings  for  a  friend,  I  should  find  some  difficulty  in  answering  the 
questkm.  He  was  what  is  termed  "  a  good-natured  fellow  ;"  there 
was  nothing  gross  or  offensive  in  his  gaiety,  and  he  was  always  the 
same.  His  feelings  never  led  hitn  to  make  a  fool  of  himself,  which  is 
much  to  say  of  a  young  man.  They  might  be  called  good  plated 
feelings,  which  answered  the  purpose  well  enough,  and  sometimes 
passed  for  more  costly  articles.  It  is  much,  afler  all,  to  possess  a 
friend  between  whom  and  yourself  you  can  draw  comparisons  favour- 
able to  the  latter,  and  who  is  perfectly  content  that  you  should  do  so. 

He  dined  with  me  on  the  next  day.  His  powers  of  conversation 
wvre  certainly  much  improved  since  we  had  last  talked  together.  He 
could  turn  the  most  superficial  reading  to  admirable  account ;  and  bo 
minute  was  his  obBcrvation,  and  so  faithfully  and  graphically  could  he 
describe  manners,  and  the  surface  motives  of  men,  that  it  almost  ap- 
peared like  a  profound  knowledge  of  mankind.  Isabella  waB  pleased 
with  his  society ;  and  after  she  had  retired  to  the  drawing-room,  my 
friend  expatiated  somewhat  at  large  upon  her  beauty  and  elegance, 
and,  above  all,  upon  the  good  sense  which  characterised  her.  I  need 
hardly  say  that  I  also  was  delighted  with  him,  and  when  we  Bhook" 
bands  for  the  night,  I  could  have  hugged  the  man  for  his  glowing 
eulc^.  I  almost  loved  every  one  who  ftdmired  her,  I  was  too  weak 
— too  weak. 

He  visited  us  oflen,  for  hie  time  was  alb^ther  his  own.  He  was 
living  upon  expectancy,  and  accordingly  had  more  leisure  than  mo- 
ney. At  various  periods  I  pressed  him  to  make  my  purse  his  own, 
and  be  did  so.  I  had,  indeed,  mn-e  money  at  my  disposal  than  I 
cared  fur,  or  knew  what  to  do  with  ;  and  at  that  time  I  thought,  when 
I  served  a  friend,  that  I  had  found  the  best  employment  of  it  It  is 
strange, — and  yet  perhaps  it  is  not  by  any  means  strange, — how  men 
otter  in  this  particular  as  they  grow  older.  The  heart-strings  and  the 
purse-strings  are  not  so  easily  drawn  then. 

Well,  I  was  his  banker,  and  felt  myself  sufficiently  repaid  by  his 
society.  About  this  time,  also,  I  was  greatly  occupied  in  business  of 
a  somewhat  troublesome  nature,  to  conclude  which  it  was  necessary 
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-that  I  should  visit  my  estate.  My  probable  term  of  absence  was  to 
be  about  six  weeks.  The  fashionable  season  was  in  its  meridian,  and 
I  could  not  be  cruel  enough  to  ask  Isabella  to  accompany  me.  She 
had  latterly  taken  more  pleasure  in  parties,  and  balls,  and  concerts 
than  heretofore.  Perhaps  I  had  kept  her  too  close  ;  we  were  too  do- 
mestic. After  all,  it  was  not  the  way  of  the  world.  I  thought  so, 
and  Hastings  agreed  with  me ; — I  would  see  it  reformed  altogether 
when  I  returned. 

In  the  mean  while  I  be^ed  Hastings  to  look  in  now  and  then,  and 
•ee  that  she  waa  not  lonely  and  out  of  spirits.  It  was  natural  to  ex- 
pect that  my  first  absence  from  her  would  cause  ber  to  feel  so.  He 
promised  to  do  as  I  requested,  and  I  set  off  into  the  country,  where  I 
was  detained  more  than  two  months ;  and  at  length,  finding  myself 
released  from  an  irksome  attendance  on  very  unpleasant  business,  I 
took  post-horses,  and  with  all  the  ardour  of  a  lover  returned  to 
London. 

I  returned  to  London. — 

I  remember  the  minutest  particulars  of  that  scene  so  well !  Not  a 
little  of  it  has  escaped  my  memory — not  a  word,  not  a  syllable  I  It 
will  never  depart  from  my  mind — Irom  my  soul  I 

When  the  porter  opened  the  door,  I  hastened  through  the  hall,  and 
sprang  up  stairs  into  the  drawing-room.  She  was  not  there ;  but  my 
little  boy,  hearing  my  well-known  footstep,  came  from  the  adjoining 
room  and  ran  towards  me.  I  caught  him  in  my  arms,  and  gave  him 
a  thousand  kisses. 

"  Well,  my  dear  little  fellow,  and  where  is  mamma  ?" 

■■  Not  here—  not  here,"  said  the  boy,  looking  around ;  "  but  I  'm  so 
glad  you  've  come  back  I" 

Isabella  was  gone  out,  doubtless.  I  rang  the  bell.  I  did  not  ob- 
serve Mrs.  Martin,  the  housekeeper,  enter  the  room, — I  was  still  ca- 
ressing the  child. 

"Ha!  Mrs.  Martin — But  what's  the  matter?  You  look  ill. — 
Where  is  Mrs.  Saviile?" 

The  woman  spoke  not,  but  trembled  violently,  and  turned  very  pale. 
I  motioned  her  to  take  a  seat     She  did  so. 

"  My  dear  madam,  you  alarm  me,"  said  I.  •■  Is  anything  wrong — 
your  mistress " 

Tears  were  streaming  down  the  woman's  facie,  as  she  arose  sud- 
denly, and  with  ber  hands  clasped  before  her  she  came  towards  me. 

"  Oh,  sir !  bear  it  like  a  man,"  she  cried,  weeping  bitterly ; — "  do 
bear  it  like  a  man,  sir  1  That  I  should  live  to  tell  you  this  ! — I,  who 
have  carried  you  in  these  arms,  and  have  prayed  a  thousand  times  for 
your  happiness  when  I  should  be  dead  and  goDe  !" 

She  paused.  Perhaps  my  &ce  revealed  the  sickness  of  heart  which 
at  that  moment  overcame  me.  I  could  not  rise  from  my  seat ;  I 
could  not  lift  the  child  from  my  knee,  as  he  lay  upon  my  bosom  with 
his  head  pressed  agtunst  my  heart. 

"  Merciful  Heaven  t — Isabella  is  ill — she  is  dying  ! — at  once,  «t  once 
tell  me——" 

"  Mo,  no,"  said  the  woman  bitterly,  "  she  is  not  ill  or  d^i^.  Mr. 
Saviile,  I  durst  not  tell  you  my  suspicions  before  you  left  town — I 
durst  not,  sir.  For  mercy's  sake  compose  yourself  I  My  mistress  left 
tliis  house  last  Tuesday  night  with  Mr.  lusttngs." 
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That  horrible  shriek  itill  ringi  in  my  ears.  I  remember  thnuting 
the  child  from  me,  and  clasping  my  head  with  my  hands;  aod  then  I 
was  smitten  down — struck  to  the  eartlt— worse  than  dead — (rii,  how 
much  worse  than  dead  I" 

It  was  a  long,  long,  hideous  dreun  that  succeeded,  full  of  woe,  and 
lamentadons,  and  weeping,  and  curses,  and  despair.  But  I  awoke  at 
last  from  that  dream.  Where  was  17  It  was  a  very  narrow,  but 
lofty  room ;  the  walls  were  whitewashed,  and  there  was  one  aoiaU 
window  about  twelve  feet  from  the  floor.  I  was  seated  on  a.  low 
truckle-faed  ;  and  as  I  turned  my  eyes  from  the  light  of  the  window, 
thej  fell  upon  my  hands,  which  were  laid  before  me.  Around  my 
wrists  there  were  deep  voarks,  at  though  they  had  been  tied  tt^ther 
with  cords ;  and  when  I  mored,  a  shvp  pain  went  round  me,  like  a 
girdle.  But  the  rope  had  been  looseued,  and  was  no  Icmger  about  me. 
A  man  entered  the  room, 

"  How  do  you  feel  yourself  now  7"  said  he,  laying  his  hand  upon 
my  shoulder. 

I  looked  up.  Methought  I  recognised  file  voice,  and  the  face  was 
almost  &miliar  to  me,  and  repulsively  so. 

"  1  am  well — very  weU,"  I  answered.     "  Where  am  I  ?" 

The  man  said  nothing,  but  silently  left  the  room,  presently  return- 
ing with  a  geot]«nan,  of  whom,  as  of  the  man,  1  had  an  indistinct  re- 


"  You  will  be  better  soon,  sir,"  said  this  person  kindly,  as  he  felt 
my  pulse :  and  he  turned  towards  the  man,  and  spoke  to  him  in  an 
nnder-tone.  "  Let  him  be  kept  very  quift,"  was  all  I  heard,  end  he 
retired  shortly  after. 

Yes  : — I  had  been  mad — raving  mad — for  two  years,  and  was  now 
slowly  Btru^ling  back  into  consciousness.  Feeble  glimmerings  of  the 
past  came  upon  me  at  first,  and  then  farther  half- revelations  were 
extended  to  me ;  until  at  length  Ae  eause,  dimly  and  remotely,  but 
gradaally  nearer  and  more  near,  stood  before  me  like  a  curse.  It  is 
well  for  me  that  I  did  not  then  relapse  into  madness ;  but  I  wrestled 
with  it,  I  overcame  it,  and  in  a  month  was  taken  away  in  my  own 
physician's  carriage,  and  brought  bock  home.  Home  7 — that  had 
been  destroyed. 

My  friend.  Dr.  Herbert,  was,  and  is,  the  best  fellow  breathing.  He 
devoted  for  some  weeks  nearly  the  whole  of  his  time  to  me.  He  en- 
deavoured to  draw  my  mind  away  irom  the  one  subject,  which  might, 
he  thought,  if  entertained,  once  more  overthrow  my  reason.  He  was 
mistaken.  The  very  endeavour  to  discard  that  memory,  as  often  as  it 
recurred,  would  soon  have  distracted  me.  I  encoun^ed  it,  therefore, 
and  was  strengthened  by  it ;— my  raind  throve  upon  it, — it  was  a  com- 
fort to  me. 

The  many  slight  indications  of  an  attachment — of  a  passion — be- 
tween Aer  and  this  man  Hastiugs, — and  they  must  have  been  but 
slight  indications, — were  presented  to  me  now  grossly  and  palpably. 
I  could  see  them  all, — they  etung  me  ; — and  I  would  curse  my  fool's 
nature  that  was  blind,  or  would  not  see  and  provide  against  the  con- 
sequence. And  why  did  I  curse  my  easy  nature?  Could  I  have 
borne  to  live  a  wretched  turnkey,  a  miserable  listener  at  key-holes,  a 
dealer  out  of  "  punishment,  the  drudgery  of  devils  7"  Did  I  marry 
to  suq>ect  virtue,  or  to  control  vice  ?     Neither ;  and  I  was  glad  that, 
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when  they  did  wrong  tne,  they  pennitted  me  to  know  iL  These 
thoughts  never  affected  my  brain , — there  was  no  fear  of  that.  I 
thought  no  longer  from  the  brain  ; — these  thoughts  were  in  my  heart, 
and  never  moved  thence. 

One  evening,  as  1  was  ascending  the  stairs,  I  overheard  the  cliild 
inquiring  of  one  of  the  servants  "  who  that  white-haired  gentleman 
was,  and  why  he  lived  in  the  house  ?"  I  had  hitherto  refused  to  see 
the  child ;  hut  I  now  rai^  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  housekeeper,  who 
constantly  waited  upon  me,  to  bring  him  to  me. 

He  was  much  grown  since  1  had  last  seen  him,  and  was  a  fine  boy. 
He  did  not  know  me,  and  was  at  first  fearful  of  approaching  me ;  but  I 
induced  him  to  sit  upon  my  knee,  and,  putting  his  hair  irom  the  fore- 
head, asked  him  if  he  would  not  give  me  a  kiss.  As  he  lifted  his  face, 
and  looked  up  at  me — that  look  I  his  very  mother  was  gazing  through 
those  eyes  I  A  sudden  taintness  possessed  me.  I  lifted  the  child 
gently  from  my  koee,  and  motioned  the  housekeeper  to  take  him  Irom 
my  sight.     I  did  not  see  him  again. 

But  there  waa  comfort  still :  —Hastings  was  in  London, — I  was  cer- 
tain of  it. 

And  80  he  was.  One  night,  about  a  fortnight  after  my  return  to 
town  from  Paris,  where  I  was  told  he  had  been  seen,  and  where  I  had 
sought  him  in  vain,  I  was  proceeding  home,  baffled  in  my  endeavours 
to  discover  him  in  some  of  bis  old  haunts,  which  I  had  ascertained  after 
many  and  fruitless  inquiries.  I  was  walking  rapidly  down  a  miserable 
street  in  the  vicinity  of  Clare  Market,  when  a  squalid  wretch,  issumg 
froma  publio-houseiCame  in  coDiact  with  me.  I  think  no  human  being 
in  the  world  would  have  recognised  him  but  myself.  Hideously  changed 
as  he  was,  I  knew  him  instantly.  The  half-shriek  that  burst  from  him 
as  he  recoiled  from  me  showed  that  he  had  recognised  me  also.  The 
struggle  was  a  short  one, — I  had  omitted  to  put  my  pistols  in  ray 
pocket  on  tliat  evening.  With  what  a  savage  triumph,  when  I  had 
dashed  him  on  the  pavement,  did  I  stamp  upon  the  prostrate  carcass 
of  the  groaning  wretch  I  But  my  joy  was  brief;  for  I  was  euddesily 
seized  by  three  or  four  men,  who  held  me  firmly  by  the  arms.  I  could 
not  get  at  him.  Heedless  of  my  ravings,  they  assisted  the  miscreaut 
to  rise,  who,  casting  one  glance  of  terror  towards  me,  darted  down  an 
alley,  and  was  lost  to  me  for  ever.     He  had  escaped  me. 

How  I  reached  home  1  know  noL  Herbert,  who  visited  me  next 
morning,  forbade  me  to  rise  from  my  bed.  He  said  my  brain  was 
unsettled, 'and  I  believe  it  was.     But  I  was  well  again  in  a  month. 

The  one  idea  pervaded  my  whole  being  whea  I  arose  from  my  bed. 
My  rencontre  with  Hastings  had  whetted  my  appetite  for  revenge  so 
keenly,  that  no  reason,  no  thought,  no  feeling  could  control  me.     He 


I  went  forth  one  evening,  and  with  much  difficulty  discovered  the 
public-house  from  which  1  had  seen  him  emerge  on  that  night.  FVom 
the  landlord  1  obtained  every  particular  I  required  to  know.  Hastings 
had,  it  seemed,  changed  his  name  ; — it  was  now  Harris.  He  resided 
in  one  small  room  on  the  first  floor  of  a  house  in  a  filthy  court  hard 
by  ;  that  is,  if  be  had  not  left  the  neighbourhood,  for  the  man  had  not 
seen  him  for  a  month  past. 
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It  WM  well.  I  drank  two  gtuKi  of  brandy,  for  it  wu  a  cold  night, 
and  proceeded  towards  my  destinstion.  I  found  it  easily.  There  was 
a  light  in  the  window,  and,  from  the  reflection  of  a  man's  figure  oa 
the  wall,  I  judged  he  was  at  home.  The  house-door  was  open,  anil  I 
catered  the  narrow  passage.  At  that  moment  I  trembled,  and  for  an 
instant  could  not  proceed.  No:  it  was  not  that  which  made  me 
tremble ;  I  knew,  and  was  prepared  for,  what  I  had  to  do.  It  was 
the  other, — it  was  lltat  face  which  I  feared  J  could  not  bear  to  behold. 

This  was,  as  I  have  said,  the  weakness  of  a  moment  1  mounted 
the  stairs,  and  burst  into  the  room  suddenly.  A  man  and  a  woman 
were  seated  at  a  small  fire,  who  arose  abruptly  on  my  entrance.  It 
was  not  Harris  and — his  wife. 

"  Where  is  the  man— Hastings  ?"  I  exclaimed,  addressing  the  old 
couple. 

As  I  uttered  these  words,  a  loud  shriek  proceeded  from  a  bed  be- 
hind me,  and  a  female  dropt  upon  the  floor.  I  knew  that  voice, — I 
knew  it  well ; — but  it  did  not  move  me. 

"  Mrs.  Harris  is  ill,"  said  the  old  woman ;  "  permit  us  to  pass  you, 
sir :— it  is  one  of  the  fits  to  which  she  is  subject." 

I  allowed  the  woman  to  step  by  me,  who,  raising  the  lifeless  form 
beside  her,  drew  it  into  an  adjoining  room. 

"  What  do  you  want,  sir  ?  what  is  your  business  here  ?"  inquired 
tfaeaian. 

1  placed  one  band  into  my  coat-pocket  and  grasped  a  pistol,  and 
with  the  oUier  seized  the  man  by  the  collar. 

"  Where  is  Harris  ?"  said  I.  "  You  had  best  tell  me ;  you  are  a 
dead  maa  else.  He  is  bid  somewhere — fae  is  below,  in  the  house- 
where  is  be  ?" 

"  He  is  there,"  gasped  the  man  ;  and  he  pointed  towards  the  bed, 
iq>on  which  a  body  was  lying,  covered  with  a  linen  cloth. 

I  sank  upon  a  chair.  Hastings  had  indeed  escaped  me,  and  for 
ever.  1  was  left  alone,  for  the  man  had  hurried  from  the  room.  I 
cannot  describe  the  agony  of  feeling  which  I  underwent  during  the 
next  half-hour.  I  took  the  light,  and,  walking  to  the  bed,  drew  the 
linen  doth  from  the  face  of  the  corpse. 

How  awful !  how  mysterious  is  the  power  of  death  I  The  man  who 
had  insulted,  who  had  wronged,  who  had  betrayed  me, — whose  ingrati- 
tude—of  all  crimes  the  vilest  and  the  basest — had  inverted  my  very 
soul, — this  man  lay  before  me  cold,  serene,  tranquil,  miserable,  cal- 
lously insensible, — and  yet  I  had  no  power  to  curse  him.  There  was 
no  serenity,  no  tranquillity  upon  the  face,  when  I  gazed  upon  it  more 
dosdy.  The  brow  was  corrugated,  the  cheeks  collapsed,  and  the 
eyelid  sunken ;  and  there  was  the  soul's  torture,  as  it  left  a  tor- 
tured body  impressed  upon  the  face.  Enough  to  have  mitigated  a 
more  implacable  hatred  than  mine  I 

I  left  the  room,  and  walked  down  stairs.  As  I  proceeded  along  the 
passage,  the  man  whom  I  had  before  seen  came  out  of  a  lower  room, 
and  opened  the  door  for  me.  I  was  about  to  depart,  when  he  caught 
me  gently  but  firmly  by  the  arm. 

"  Oh,  sir  !"  said  he  earnestly,  "  do  not  leave  the  house  without  see- 
ing Hrs.  Harris.  She  has  relapsed  into  another  fit ;  but  when  she 
comes  to  herself,  it  will  be  a  comfort  to  her  to  see  a  friend  of  her  hus- 
band.    You  knew  him,  sir,  when  living  i  and  for  bis  sake,  perhaps — " 
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die  man  pBUMtl  for  a  montent,  and  contmued, — "  you  have  a  bene- 
volent heart,  sir, — I  am  sure  you  have, — and  if  you  knew  all,  even 
though  he  may  have  wronged  you " 

It  was  an  unseasonable  time  for  an  appeal  of  this  nature.  The  pas- 
sions that  had  been  forced  bacic  upon  my  heart  had  yet  scarce  begun 
to  subside,  but  I  spoke  calmly. 

"  You  will  tell  her  Mr.  Seville  has  been  here ;"  and  I  was  going. 

"  Mr.  Saville  !"  repeated  the  man.  "  Oh,  sir,  we  have  heard  that 
name  mentioned  frequently  of  late.  You  will  come  again,  or  send, 
perhaps; — wilt  you  not,  sirP" 

"  She  will  know  where  to  find  me,  should  she  wish  to  see  me,  which 
I  think  is  hardly  probable;"  and  with  a  cold  "  good-oight"  I  left 
him. 

1  called  upon  Herbert  on  my  way  home,  and  told  him  all  that  had 
taken  place.     He  was  surprised  and  shocked. 

"  Saville,"  said  he,  after  a  long  pause,  during  which  he  had  been 
absorbed  in  reflection,  "  this  cursed  afbir  is  destroying  you.  I  am  a 
plain  man.  You  may  shake  your  head,  and  tell  me  coolly  and  calmly 
that  you  have  ceased  to  feel  the  injuir  which  all  the  while  is  preying 
upon  you.  It  is  that  calmneu  which  I  fear  most ;  it  will  lall  you, 
or  worse  than  that, — you  understand  me.  You  must  pursue  this  matter 

no  farther.    The  man  is  dead,  and  your  wife Well,"  he  resumed, 

"  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  was  wrong  to  call  her  by  that  name.  May  I 
speak  plainly?" 

"  You  may." 

"  She  is  evidently  in  a  state  of  want — of  desCitutioo.  This  must 
not  be.  Yoa  must  allow  her — settle  upon  her — enough  to  rescue  her 
from  poverty  and  its  temptations.  She  must  not  starve  ; — I  see  you 
could  not  bear  that.  And  you  must  forget  her.  It  will  not  do  to  see 
a  young  man  like  yourself  sacrificed,  self-sacrificed,  to  the  villany  of 
a  scoundrel.  I  will  say  no  more,  Saville.  Vice  has  too  much  homage 
paid  to  her  when  an  honourable  man  is  made  her  victim." 

Herbert  was  right — he  was  always  so.  No,  no;— she  must  not 
starve.  That  were  indeed  a  miserable  triumph  to  me.  I  went  to  my 
solicitor  on  the  next  morning,  and  a  deed  was  made  out,  settling  a 
competence  upon  her,  and  I  sent  with  it  as  much  money  as  she  could 
require  for  immediate  exigencies.  And  I  was  resolved  that  I  would 
forget  her.  The  worst  was  past,  and  time  and  occupation  would  do 
much,  and  I  would  think  this  misery  dowD.  But  the  worst  was  not 
yet  past. 

I  was  informed,  one  morning,  that  a  woman  in  the  hall  desired  to 
speak  with  me.  Concluding  that  she  was  one  of  the  many  persons 
who  are  accustomed  to  wait  upon  the  wealthy  with  petitions,  I  ordered 
the  servant  to  admit  her.  A  woman  meanly  dressed,  and  whose  coun- 
tenance was  concealed,  moved  towards  me,  and  sinking  upon  her 
knees,  witli  her  palms  pressed  t«%ether  and  raised  towards  me,  looked 
up  into  my  &ce.  Madness  in  me,  and  misery  and  famine  in  her,  must 
have  wrought  more  strongly,  if  that  were  possible,  than  they  had  done, 
could  I  have  failed  to  recognise  that  face  instantly.  Her  lips  moved, 
—she  would  have  spoken,  but  she  had  no  power  to  speak, — end  with  a 
deep  and  heavy  groan  she  fell  upon  the  floor  before  me.  I  rang  the 
bell  violently.     A  servant  entered  the  room. 

"  Send  Ian.  Martin  Ut  me  instantly.     Mrs.  Martin,"  said  I,  sa  the' 
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i  into  the  room,  "  let  Dr.  Herbert  be  soit  for  inmie- 
diatety.     You  muat  take  core  of  her.     See  that  she  wants  nothing." 

"  Gracious  God  I  it  is  my  mistress  I"  said  the  noman,  as  she  raised 
her  head  upon  her  knee.  "  Yon  wiil  let  her  remain  in  the  house,  Mr, 
Saville  ? — in  one  of  the  ujqter  rooms  ?" 

"  In  her  ovn  room,  Mrs.  Martin. — I  commit  her  to  you.  When  she 
recovers,  we  can  make  other  arrangements." 

It  is  out  of  the  power  of  fortune  or  of  fate  to  excite  such  feelings 
within  me  now  as  pressed  upon  my  beart  for  tcHne  days  after  thia 
scene.  I  thank  God  for  it.  Human  strength  or  wealmess  could  not 
again  endure  so  dreadtiil  a  conflict  of  brute  passion  and  of  human 
feeling.  That  piteous  face  raised  to  mine  would  not  depart  from  me. 
That  she  should  kneel, — that  she  should  have  been  degraded  abjectly 
to  crou^  before  me  tor  forgiveness,  for  pardon,  for  the  vilest  pity, — 
and  that  I  should  know  and  feel  that  the  base  Expiation  was  the 
poorest  recompense — oh  I  I  cannot  pursue  this  farther. 

Some  days  after  this, — it  was  on  a  Sunday  forenoon, — Mrs.  Martin 
entered  the  room.    She  took  a  seat  opposite  to  me. 

«  I  am  come  to  speak  with  yon,  Mr.  Saville,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  madam,  proceed." 

"  Mrs.  Saville,  my  mistress,  sir,  is  dyii^.*' 

1  spoke  not  for  some  minutes,  although  I  was  not  ^together  unpre- 
pared for  a  communication  of  this  nature. 

"  You  will  take  ^e  child  to  her,  madam ;  she  will  wish  to  see  him," 

"  Oh,  sir,  she  has  seen  him  every  day  since  she  came  here,  and  he 
is  with  her  now.  You  will  not  be  offended,  sir,  if  I  tell  you  that  she 
has  seen  him  many  dmes  within  the  last  two  years.  Yes,  sir,  when 
you  were " 

"  Had,  madam  I — speak  plainly  I— I  wot  mad." 

"  She  came,  sir,  to  me,  and  fell  at  my  feet,  imploring  to  see  the 
child,  and  I  could  not  refuse  her.  I  could  not  bear  that  my  mistress 
should  kneel  to  me,  and  not  be  permitted  to  behold  her  own  son ;"  and 
here  the  woman  wept  bitterly. 

"  It  is  very  well,"  said  I,  idler  a  pause ;  "  1  do  not  blame  you.  It 
is  better,  perhaps,  that  it  should  have  been  so." 

"  Could  I  prevail  upon  you,  sir  ?"  she  continued,  wiping  her  eyes ; 
"  might  I  be  so  bold  as  to  hope " 

I  antidpated  the  woman's  thoughts. 

"  She  has  expressed  no  wish  that  I  should  see  her,  Mrs.  Martin." 

"  She  does  not  mention  your  name  even  to  me,"  said  she ;  "  but 
■be  must  not  die  without  seeing  you  ; — she  must  not,  Mr,  Saville." 

My  nature  at  times  was  changed  from  what  it  had  been  since  I  was 
released  from  the  mad-house.  I  cast  a  glance  at  the  woman,  which 
fbe  understood  and  feared. 

"  Mention  not  this  subject  again,  madam,  and  leave  me.  I  would 
be  alone." 

I  was  disturbed  by  what  the  housekeeper  had  told  me.  She  was 
dying.  It  was  well.  I  wished  her  to  die,  I  felt  that  imtil  she  was 
dead,  my  heart  could  not  be  brought  to  forgive  her. 

I  walked  out,  and  bent  my  steps  towards  the  lodging  which  Has- 
tings had  formerly  occupied.  I  found  the  woman  of  the  house  at  home, 
ao^  with  a  calmness  which  I  have  since  marvelled  at,  [  drew  from 
her  all  the  particulars  of  their  sojourn  at  her  house*    They  had  been 
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living  with  her  about  ten  months  before  the  death  of  Hoatings,  who, 
she  understood,  had  been  entirely  deserted  by  his  relations,  but  why 
she  knew  not.  About  a  month  previous  to  the  decease  of  Hastings, 
he  came  home  one  night,  saying  that  he  bad  been  waylaid  by  a  ruf- 
fian and  much  injured,  and  he  had  never  risen  from  his  bed  again. 

1  ventured  to  ask  "if  Mr.  Harris  and  his  wife  lived  happily  to- 
gether ?" 

The  woman  shook  her  head.  "  There  was  a  strange  mystery  about 
them,"  said  she,  "  which  I  never  could  rightly  make  out.  She  was 
ever  gentle  and  obedient ;  but  still  there  was  something  unlike  a  wife, 
I  used  to  think,  whenever  she  addressed  him.  And  be,  sir, — poor 
man  I  we  should  not  speak  ill  of  the  dead, — but  when  he  came  home 
— from  the  gaming-house,  we  often  thought — how  he  used  to  strike 
and  beat  her,  telling  her  to  go  to  her  Mr.  Saville  I  He  was  jealous  of 
you,  sir,  1  suppose,  but  I  am  certain  without  cause ;  for  she  was  an 
angel,  sir,  if  ever  angel  was  bora  upon  this  earth. — But  you  are  ill,  sir. 
What  is  the  matter  P" 

"  Nothing,  nothing,"  said  I,  rising  suddenly ;  "  I  am  better  now ;" 
and  pressing  my  purse  upon  the  woman,  I  rushed  from  the  house. 

God  of  justice  I  how  dreadiui  is  thy  vengeancet  and  how  thou  <rfl- 
tirnev  makest  the  sinner  work  out  bis  own  punishment  I  1  thought  not 
of  the  wife  at  first, — I  thought  of  Isabella  Denham.  My  heart  dwelt 
upon  her  once  more  as  I  had  first  beheld  her  at  the  theatre, — the 
young,  the  lovely,  the  innocent  being  of  former  days.  I  remembered 
when  but  to  see  herfor  a  moment  at  the  window  was  happiness  un- 
speakable,— when  even  the  pressure  of  her  hand  in  mine  was  a  bless- 
ing and  a  delight  to  me.  And  to  think  that  this  creature,  who  had 
lain  in  my  bosom,  who  had  been  tended,  watched,  almost  served, 
with  a  degree  of  love  aldn  to  idolatry, — who  had  never  seen  one 
glance  of  unkindness  irom  me,  who  had  heard  no  tone  from  my  lips 
save  of  affection — too  often  of  foolish  weakness  ;— to  think  that  this 
creature  should  have  become  the  slave,  the  drudge, — the  spumed  and 
foeMen  drudge  of  a  brutal  miscreant, — the  thought  was  too  horrible  1 

I  bad  scarcely  entered  my  own  house  when  Mrs.  Martin  sought  me. 

"  For  mercy's  sake,  sir .'"  she  said  in  agitation,  "  come  and  take 
your  last  leave  of  my  mistress.  She  is  dying,  and  has  prayed  to  see 
you  once  more." 

I  followed  her  in  silence.  I  met  Herbert  at  the  door  of  the  room. 
"  I  am  glad  you  are  come,"  said  he.    He  was  in  tears. 

"  I  am  too  weak,  Herbert ;  am  I  not  ?'" 

He  pressed  my  hand, — "  No,  no," — and  he  lefl  me. 

I  entered  the  room,  and  sat  down  by  her  side.  She  spoke  not  for 
some  minutes. 

"  I  wished  to  see  you  once  more,  Mr.  Saville,"  she  said  at  length  in 
a  low  tone,  and  without  raising  her  eyes  to  my  face,  "  to  implore,  not 
your  pardon,  for  that  I  dare  not  expect ;  but  that  you  will  not  corse 
my  memory  when  I  am  gone.  You  would  not,  Edward," — and  she 
tremblingly  touched  my  hand  as  it  lay  upon  the  bed, — "  if  you  knew 
all,  or  if  I  could  tell  you  all." 

I  answered  something,  but  I  know  not  what. 

"  I  have  been  guilty,"  she  resumed,  "  but  I  did  not  meditate  guitt. 
Heaven  is  my  witness  that  I  speak  the  truth.  I  was  betrayed  ; — and 
the  rest  was  fear,  mid  frenzy,  and  despair  I" 

n,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


A  FRAGUBNT  OF  ROMANCE.  165 

I  could  conceive  that  now — I  could  believe  it : — 1  did  believe  it, — 
snd  I  was  human.  I  took  both  her  hands  in  mine :  "  Look  at  me, 
Isabella  I  look  in  my  face  I" 

She  did  so,  but  with  hesitation,  and  as  she  did  so  she  started. — 
"  Nay,  we  are  both  altered  ;  but  other  miseries  might  have  done  this. 
I  forgive  you  from  my  heart  and  from  my  soul.  As  we  first  met,  bo 
shall  we  now  part  All  shall  be  forgotten, — all  is  forgiven.  God  bless 
you  I" 

Those  words  had  killed  her.  Her  eyes  dwelt  upon  me  for  one  mo- 
meat  with  their  first  sweetness  in  them ; — a  sigh,— and  earth  alone 
remained! 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  ROMANCE. 

WARRANTED    CBN U INS. 

[A  young  lady  who  r^oices  in  the  appellation  of  Czarina 
Amabelle  St.  Cloud  has  addressed  a  lengthened  epistle  to  us,  in 
which  she  feelingly  deplores  the  gradual  decline  and  downfall  of 
ttie  Minerva  Press.  She-has  favoured  us  with  a  catalc^ue  of 
her  unpublished  works,  and  a  spirit-stirnng  extract  fi-om  her 
last  manuscript  romance,  which  is  indeed  a  masterpiece  in  a  de- 
partment of  literature  now  unhappily  but  too  much  neglected. 
We  willingly  subjoin  both.  For  a  young  lady  under  twenty 
years  of  age.  Miss  St.  Cloud  is  the  most  voluminous  writer  we 
ever  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  with. — Ed.] 

CATALOCUB  OF  HISS   BT.  CLOUd's   imFCBIilSBBD  WORKS. 

A  Nympbolept  Lover,  or,  the  Whispering  Fungus. 
L^caothropy,  the  Wolfish  Exquisite. 
llie  Vampyre's  Elixir,  or,  the  Undying  Wanderer. 
The  Spectre  Steam-boat's  Monster  Supercargo. 
The  Pawned  Shadow;  a  Vision  of  Invisibility. 
Theldtot  Oracle  and  the  Infant  Wizard. 
Ventriloquism  ;  the  Life  of  a  Fratricidal  Freemason. 
Dyke-impia,  the  Watery  Doublegoer. 
Basiliska,  the  Snake-eyed  Skeleton  of  Ennigkillen. 
Tbe  Last  Woman ;  or,  the  Parentless  Pigmies. 
Amiiletus's  Enchanted  Chessmen ;  from  the  German. 
Second  Sight;  or,  the  Crimson  Behemoth. 
Frozen  Echoes  ;  or,  Wraithology :  a  Shetland  story. 
The  Evil  Ear;  a  legend  of  love. 
Venomgorgia,  tbe  Arsenic-eater  ;  a  pastoral  romance. 
The  Politics  of  the  Gnomes ;  a  satiric  allegory. 
Pestilia,  the  Plague  Perie  ;  or,~  the  Eternal  Earthquake. 
Tbe  Vog  Fairy  ;  or,  a  fire  in  Heet-ditch, 
The  Hydra  of  Hyde  Park  ;  or,  High-life  Eclogues. 
Aristocratic  Atrocities  ;  or,  the  Banker's  Widow. 
The  Fatal  Furbelow  ;  or,  the  Tempted  Templar. 
The  Murderous  Marchioness    of  Mesopotamia.     With  coloured 
plates. 
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Bosdicea  at  Jaugtmaut ;  interapa-sed  with  Ddlft  Cruscan  Poetry. 
Romanzritter  and  MomwiBreden  ;  a  tradition  of  ancient  NorwegUk 


"  Let  the  tear  of  sensibility  be  wiped  for  the  simple  Clotilde,  who, 
fresh  as  an  opening  zoophyte,  awoke  her  aged  nurse,  Fidgita,  to  pre- 
pare her  for  the  ev^iiiig  masque;  and  still  the  unconscious  being 
warbled, 

"  While  loeekly  blendt  the  aiura  dew, 
And  starry  dawu  inreats  the  grove, 
■When  listening  doves  in  fancy  coo, 

U'er  bintest  dreams  by  meiDory  wove ; 
Then  shall  the  blameless  brigand  bless 

The  suit  of  his  Bohemian  fair. 
Or  read  in  erery  golden  tress 
The  token  flowers  of  India's  ait  i 
Singing  tink  a.  tink,  fal  lira  la, 
Fal  lira  la,  sing  tink  a  tink  I" 
"  Gramercy  I"  quoth    the   garrulous   crone,   who  had   numbered 
ninety  summers ;  "  will  my  foster  babe  mock  with  troubadour  odes, 
and  ballads,  and  the  like,  one  whose  every  artery  Iiath  hardened  into 
a  tendon?     Hear  me,  wench,  and  tremble  I"     In  an  unearthly  and 
sepulchral  tone,  she  gutturally  muttered  the  ancient  Runic  prophecy — 
"Two  chiklren,  each  of  spell-bound  mother, 
Shall  meet,  and  one  shall  lore  the  other ; 
But  mother  young,  and  mother  old. 
Each  the  blessing  shall  withhold. 
When  bj  parent's  tooth  is  child's  flesh  riven, 
When  by  child's  band,  parent  hurl'd  fiora  heaven, 
Tien  shall  the  serfs  with  joy  be  tipsy. 
For  Chen  shall  the  robber  espouse  the  gipsy." 

Hie  mysterious  Fidgita  disappeared.  Clotilde  pondered  o'er  the 
prediction.  She  was,  indeed,  the  natural  daughter  of  a  wealthy  ba- 
ron, by  some  beauteous  wanderer.  The  lawless  but  exemplary 
idol  of  her  heart  had  rescued  herself  and  nurse  from  these  Tartar 
hordes,  and  restored  her  to  her  father,  in  whose  halls  she  had  been 
received  by  the  Hebrew  Dnchess  Ketura  Boaz,  and  wooed,  somewhat 
against  the  will  of  that  mattire  enchantress,  by  the  Daniah  Lord 
Wooden  Murkenhole,  whose  cause  Fidgita  had  warmly  espoused. 
Clotilde  still  stood,  clammily  clasping  her  clay-cold  hands,  as  her 
sportive  Grace  tripped  into  the  corridor. 

"Is  the  Lady  Gunterzwartz  turned  puritan?"  she  asked  with  her 
wonted  wit. 

"  Not  at  all,"  was  the  dignified  reply ;  for  the  high  patrician  blood 
which  had  descended  from  the  old  Romans  to  our  &ir  pt^ist  ill 
brooked  the  familiarity  of  the  Israelitish  dame. 

"  Lady  Clotilde,"  resumed  the  Duchess  Ketura,  playing  with  the 
handle  of  the  dagger  which  marked  her  caste,  and  which,  like  other 
Creoles  of  that  region  and  period,  she  wore  stiick  in  her  plaid  bonnet, 
"  I  must  tell  your  ladyship " 

"  Nothing  about  that  Wooden  Murkenhole  !"  interrupted  Clotilde. 
"  Were  he  a  sable  pagan  Esquimaux  bowing  to  the  abominations  of 
Isis,  I  could  not  regard  him  with  more  repugnance." 

"  Ha !"  laughed  her  Grace  of  Boaz,  "  'tis  only  when  Guzman  sails 
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Ina  gondola  beneath  the  8pre4iding  cocoa-trees,  and  ■trikes  hu  gan- 
jam  to  the  praise  of  tlij  chanog,  that  thou  art  pleased,  flirting  Tory  | 
Truly,  friend  Clotildei  I  little  dreamed,  an'  please  you,  when,  flying 
fimn  the  invading  Nonnans,  I  left  the  luxurious  woods  of  Dover,  and 
the  contingent  roountains  of  Cheshire,  that  I  should  find  thee,  my 
own — ^no  matter  I  so  onlike  in  taste  to  thy  hapless— hosh  1" 

"  Oh,  Albion  I"  sighed  Clotilde,  "  decidedly  thou  must  be  the  queen 
of  cities.  Thy  gallant  outlaws  and  highwaymen  will  with  joy  the  bride 
of  Guzman  greet ;  for,  rather  than  wive  the  Rosicrucian  Murken- 
hole,  I  will  throw  myself  off  Mount  Damthopovit,  or  into  the  monas- 
tery of  St.  Kussaablastre." 

"  My  lovely  pupil,"  said  Ketura,  "  had  far  better  accompany  me  to 
the  muDchen-hall,  where  the  kooken-vrow  is  already  serving  up  the 
duntarage." 

-  Clotilde  ft^owed  her  friend.  What,  then,  was  her  amaze  at  find- 
ing the  phorontroD  filled  with  armed  men,  headed  by  tlie  rejected 
and  vindictive  Wooden  I  To  seize  his  victim  ;  to  place  her  in  the  fatal 
trot-io^eur  ;  to  drive  across  the  extensive  crags  of  Smashaltobitz ;  to 
consign  her  to  the  dungeons  of  Glumanough, — was  the  work  of  a  mo- 
ment. It  was  not  loDg,  however,  ere  Fidgita  apprised  the  Chevalier 
Guzman  of  his  lady's  peril :  that  nobleman,  we  may  welt  imagine,  lost 
no  time  in  attempting  to  succour. 

We  must  now  return  to  the  chateau.  Between  those  fated  women 
stood  the  unfoi^ving  one. 

"  Mothers  both  I"  he  uttered,  pointing  jocosely.  "  Mother,  traitress 
to  your  son,  we  part  no  more.  Mother,  rival  to  your  daughter,  Jewess 
or  Gingaree,  you  have  lost  your  Clotilde.  Vainly,  like  your  sires,  may 
you  wander  crying  Chloe  !  Chloe  I  till  she  too  is  old  Clo — tiU — '' 

But  we  draw  the  curtain  o'er  his  savage  joy.  Poison  and  poignard 
had  been  pacific  penances  to  those  he  dealt  the  Duchess,  ere,  with  de- 
lirious haste,  he  ascended  with  his  wretched  parent  in  the  aerial  car. 
The  Lady  Ketura,  meanwhile,  fied  to  her  skiff,  which,  but  for  the  in- 
cantations of  the  wizard  Gorius,  she  could  not  have  steered,  her  wrists 
-being  yet  stiff  from  the  thumb-screws  applied  to  extort  her  unutter- 
^le  secret.  Thus  for  weeks  did  they  buffet,— one  with  ether,  the 
other  with  the  waves, — without  touching  even  earth,  much  less  any 
more  palatable  food.  Their  squalid  tatters  spread  pestilence  around, 
and  the  rage  of  hunger  gnawed  tbem  both. 

It  was  now  that  the  volcano  began  to  spout  its  tragic  lines  of  liquid 
fire:  a  iurious  tempest  added  shipwreck  to  the  scene.  A  flaming 
brand  from  the  imq»tioo  lighted  on  the  sail, — the  conflagration  spread, 
— a  spiral  blaze  darted  on  high, — the  roar  of  combustion  announced 
that  it  had  ^ited  the  infernal  gas,  and  the  accursed  aeronaut  was 
precipitated  on  the  shore.  Ketura  now  remembered  how  she  bad 
loved,  and  crawled  to  kiss  the  dear  perfidious  Murkenhole.  Bats, 
toads,  lemurs,  owls,  snails,  spiders,  and  other  reptilous  vermin,  sUmily 
beset  her  loathsome  way,  gibbering  with  too  intelligible  triumph ;  but, 
leaning  her  back  gainst  a  rock,  and  firmly  placing  her  foot  before, 
she  shouted,  "  Come  one,  come  all  I  this  rock  shall  fly  from  its  firm 
base  as  soon  as  Ketura  I" 

He  of  the  charmed  life  had  fallen  unharmed,  and,  hearing  this  he- 
roic defiance,  rushed  to  consummate  his  hellish  vengeance.  But  the 
Duchess  of  Boaz  anticipated  his  asking  eye.     Madly  she  dashed  her 
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veined  temples  against  the  jagged  rook— ell  waa  black  darkneaa. 
Wooden  hurried  forward, — slipped, — fell.  Was  it  the  ocean  foam  which 
rendered  his  path  precanous?  He  scooped  up  some,  in  the  hollow  of 
bis  hand,  to  quench  his  burniDg  thirst,  and  lend  him  voice  for  one 
more  tow  of  hate  I  Holy  nature  I  his  slide  was  formed  of  Ketura'a 
brain  I — 'twas  that  hig  lip  had  touched.  Still,  as  life  ebbed  from  her 
gangrenous  coagulated  wounds,  her  lacerated  arras,  like  crushed  vi- 
pen,  wound  their  torn  muscles  round  lus  felon  knee.  With  a  glare 
of  fury  he  beheld  the  demon  lauding  o'er  his  prej,  but,  as  the  master 
of  these  forieit  souls,  spumed  l^e  ^eady  putrescent  masses  of  still 
conscious  mortality  into  the  turgid  sable  oif  that  yawning  gulf:  their 
life-rending  shriek  awaked  the  distant  bandits,  who  had  been  deaf 
to  the  pbenomena  of  nature.     What  sight  awaits  them  ? 

Now  all  the  gods  to  speed !  it  is  Uie  Steam  Beacon  of  the  Rail- 
road, which  begins  to  flare  in  token  c^  their  chieftain's  victory: 
and  io  1  he  cornea,  bearing  in  one  hand  two  papers ; — the  first,  a  fiee 
pardon  for  himself  and  gallant  band  ;  the  second,  a  restitntion  of  his 
Italian  estates,  as  the  rightful  Count  Cigaro.  In  his  other  hand  be 
leads  the  rescued  Clotilde,  followed  by  her  venerable  ftther  Sir  Gno- 
terzwartz ;  and  if  a  momentary  cloud  o'ershadowed  their  spirits  at  the 
memory  of  the  dead,  it  was  dissipated  on  the  morrow  at  the  altar  of 
Hymen,  where  the  Druidic  high-priest,  assisted  by  his  patriarchs, 
conferred  the  blushing  hand  of  Clotilde  on  the  joy-o'erflowed  eye  flf 
her  devoted  Guzman ;  announcing  to  the  assembled  senate  this  moral 
lesson, — that  necromancy  dislocates  every  vital  tie ;  but  that  when- 
e'er irregular  valour  substitutes,  in  fevour  of  injured  beauty,  the  bou-  ' 
doir  of  bliss  for  the  dungeon  of  despair,  there  is  in  such  exchangA 
no  robbery." 

To  this  we  can  only  add,  that  Miss  St.  Cloud  and  a  young   - 
ceotleman  we  know  might  write  a  delightful  book    betweea 
them ;  and  that  the  sooner  tbey  form  a  literary  partnenhip, 
the  better. 


Oh  ttting  "  Tie  TMng  Veteran,"  Jobh  Binhistkr,  toddling  tf  Gotoer^trttt, 
i^Ur  he  hcd  attained  hU  teeentktk  biriMm/. 

WRITTEN    BY    S:it   OEORCE   ROSE,    AND   COUUUHICATED    BY   J.    P.  BtKLST,    BSQ. 

With  seventy  jears  upon  bis  back, 
Still  is  my  honest  frieod  "  Young  Jack," 
Nor  spirits  chsck'd  nor  &acy  ilsck. 

But  fresh  u  ai^  daisj. 
Though  Time  hu  kaock'd  hii  itionpi  sbovt. 
He  cannot  bowl  his  temper  out ; 
And  all  the  Bannuter  is  iloul. 

Although  the  steps  be  craiy. 
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HANDY  ANDY.-No.  11. 

Andy  waUied  out  of  the  room  with  an  air  of  supreme  triumph,  hav- 
ing laid  the  lettera  oa  the  table,  and  left  the  squire  staring  after  him 
in  perfect  amazement. 

"  Well,  by  the  bolj'  Paul  I  that 's  the  most  extraordinary  genius  I 
ever  came  acroas,"  was  the  soliloquy  the  master  uttered  as  the  ser- 
vant closed  the  door  afler  him ;  ana  the  squire  broke  the  seal  of  the 
letter  that  Andy's  blundering  had  so  long  delayed.  It  was  from  his 
law-agent,  on  the  subject  of  an  expected  election  in  the  county  which 
would  occur  in  case  of  the  demise  of  the  then-sitting  member ;  —  it 
nw  thu: 

"Dublin,  Thursday. 

"  Mt  sbar  sairiBK. — I  am  making  all  possible  exertions  to  have 
every  and  the  earliest  information  on  the  subject  of  the  election.  I 
■ay  the  election, — because,  though  the  seat  for  the  county  is  not  yet 
vacant,  it  is  impossible  but  that  it  must  soon  be  so.  Any  other  man 
than  tbe  present  member  must  have  died  long  ago  ;  but  Sir  Timothy 
Trimmer  has  been  so  undecided  all  his  life  that  he  cannot  at  present 
make  up  his  mind  to  die;  and  it  is  only  by  Death  himself  giving  the 
catting  vote  that  the  question  can  be  decided.  The  writ  for  the  va- 
cant countT  is  eipected  to  arrive  by  every  nuiil,  and  in  ilie  mean  time 
lam  on  the  ^ert  for  information.  You  know  we  are  sure  of  the 
barony  of  Ballysloughguttbery,  and  tbe  boys  of  KillanniBul  will  mad- 
der any  one  that  dares  to  give  a  vote  against  you;  We  are  sure  of 
Knodcdoughty  also,  and  the  very  pigs  in  Glanamuck  would,  return 
you;  but  1  must  put  you  on  your  guard  in  one  point^where  you  least 
ezpei^d  to  be  betrayed.  You  told  me  you  were  sure  of  Neck.or-no- 
tbufg-Hall ;  but  I  can  teil  yoii  you  're  out  there  ;  for  the  master  of  the 
■feieaaid  is  working  heaven  and  earth  to  send  us  all  to  h^— II.  -He 
bacfa.the  other  interest ;  for  he  is  so  over  head  and  ears'  in  debt,  that 
be  is  hx^ing  out  for  a  pension,  and  hopes  to  get  oneliy  giving- his'in- 
terest  to  the  Honourable  Sackville  Scatterbrain,  who  sits  for  the  bo^ 
ran^  of  Old  Gooseberry  at  present,  but  whose  friends  think 'his  ta- 
leiMs  are  worthy  of  a  county.  If  Sack  wins,  Neck-or-nothing  gets  a 
pension, — that  'bpoz.  I  bad  it  from  the  best  authority.  I  lodge  at 
a  milliner's  here : — no  matter ;  more  when  I  see  you.  But  don't 
be  afraid ;  we  II  bag  Sack,-  and  distance  Neck-or-no thing.  But,  se- 
riously speaking,  it's  a  d — d  good- joke  that  O'Grady  should  use  you 
in  this  manner,  who  have  been  so  kind  to  him  in  money  matters ; 
but,  as  the  old  song  says, '  Poverty  parts  good  c:ompany ;'  and  he  is 
M>  cursed  poor  that  he  can't  afford  to  know  you  any  longer,  now 
that  you  have  lent  him  all  the  money  you  had,  and  the  pension  in 
pro^ieetu  is  too  much  for  his  feelings.  I  '11  be  down  with  you  sgain 
aa  soon  as  I  can,  for  I  hate  the  diabolical  town  as  I  do  poison.  They 
have  altered  Stephen's  Green — ruined  it,  1  should  say.  They  have 
taken  away  the  big  ditch  that  was  round  it,  where  I  used  to  hunt 
water-rats  when  a  boy.  They  are  destroying  the  place  with  their 
d-'-d  immovemeots.  All  the  dogs  are  well,  I  hope,  and  my  fiivourite 
bitch.  Remember  me  to  Mrs.  Kgan,  Whom  all  admire. 
My  dear  squire, 
Your's  per  quire, 
"To  Eduxird  Egart,  E»q.  Merryvaie."  Muhtough  Murphy." 
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Murtough  Murphy  was  a  great  character,  ae  may  be  guessed  from 
his  letter.  He  was  a  country  attorney  of  good  practice; — goixl,b^ 
cause  he  could  not  help  it, — for  he  was  a  clever,  ready-witted  fel- 
low, np  to  all  sorta  of  trap,  and  ooe  in  whose  hands  a  cause  was 
very  safe  ;  therefore  he  had  plenty  of  clients  without  his  seeking 
them.  For,  if  Murtough's  practice  had  depended  ou  his  looking  for 
it,  he  might  have  made  broth  of  his  own  parchment ;  for  though, 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  good  attorney,  he  was  so  full  of  &d 
and  fond  of  amusement,  that  it  was  only  by  dint  of  the  business  be- 
ing thrust  upon  him  he  was  so  extensive  a  practitioner.  He  loved 
g  good  bottle,  a  good  hunt,  a  good  joke,  and  s  good  song,  as  well  as 
any  fellow  in  Ireland ;  and  even  when  he  was  obliged  in  the  way 
of  business  to  press  a  gentleman  hard, —  to  hunt  his  man  to  the 
death, — he  did  it  so  good-humouredly  that  his  very  victim  could 
not  be  angry  with  him.  As  for  those  he  served,  he  was  their  prime 
favourite ;  there  was  nothing  they  could  want  to  be  done  in  the 
parchment  line  that  Murtough  would  not  find  out  some  way  of  do- 
mg ;  and  he  was  so  pleasant  a  fellow,  that  he  shared  in  the  hospitality 
of  all  the  best  tables  in  the  county.  He  kept  good  horses,  was  oa 
every  race-ground  within  twenty  miles  and  a  steeple-chase  was 
no  steeple-chase  without  him.  Then  he  betted  freely,  and,  whu  's 
more,  woo  his  bets  very  generally;  but  no  one  found  fault  with 
him  for  that,  and  he  took  your  money  with  such  a  good  grace,  and 
mostly  gave  you  a  bon-mot  in  exchange  for  it, — so  that,  next  to  win- 
ning the  money  yourself,  you  were  glad  it  was  won  by  Murtough 
Murphy. 

The  squire  read  his  letter  two  or  three  times,  and  made  his  com- 
ments as  he  proceeded.  "  'Working  heaven  and  earth  to  send  us  to~— ' 
So,  that's  the  work  O'Grady 's  at — that's  old  friendship  —  d — d 
unfair;  and  after  all  the  money  I  lent  him  too; — he'd  better  take 
care — I II  be  down  on  him  if  he  plays  foul , — not  that  i  'd  like  that 
much  either ; — but — Let's  see  who  's  this  is  coming  down  to  oppose 
me? — Sack  Scatterbrain — the  biggest  foot  from  this  to  himself; — the 
fellow  can't  ride  a  bit, — a  pretty  member  for  a  sporting  coun^  I  '  I 
lodge  at  a  milliner's' — divil  doubt  you,  Murtough;  I  II  ei^age  you 
do. — Bad  luck  to  him  I — he  'd  rather  be  fooling  away  his  time  m  a 
back-parlour,  behind  a  bonnet-shop,  than  minding  UK  interests  of 
the  county.  'Pension' — ha! — wants  it  sure  enough; — take  cace, 
O'Grady,  or  by  the  powers  I  'II  be  at  you. — You  may  baulk  all  the 
baili^i  and  defy  any  other  man  to  serve  you  with  a  writ;  but,  by 
jbgo  I  if  I  take  the  matter  in  hand,  I  'U  be  bound  I  '11  get  it  done. 
'Stephen's  Green  —  big  ditch  —  where  I  used  to  hunt  water-rats. ' — 
Divil  sweep  you,  Murphy  !  you  'd  rather  be  hunting  water-rats  any 
day  than  minding  your  business. — He 's  a  clever  fellow  for  all  that. 
'  Favourite  bitch — Mrs.  Emb.'  Ay  1 — there  's  the  end  of  it — with  his 
Mt  o'  po'thry  too !    The  divil  1" 

The  squire  threw  down  the  letter,  and  then  his  eye  caught  the  * 
other  two  that  Andy  had  purloined. 

"  More  of  that  stupid  blackguard's  work ! — robbing  the  mail— no 
less  1 — that  fellow  will  be  hanged  some  time  or  other.  'Egad,  maybe 
they  'U  hang  him  for  this  I  What 's  best  to  be  done  ? — Maybe  it  will 
be  the  safest  way  to  see  who  they  are  for,  and  send  them  to  die 
parties,  and  request  they  will  say  nothing :  that 's  it." 
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The  ujiure  here  took  up  the  letters  that  Isy  before  him,  to  read 
their  inperacriptioiu ;  and  the  first  he  turned  over  wu  directed  to 
Giutavus  Granby  O'Grady,  Esq.  Neck-or-nothing  Hall,  Knoclcbo- 
iherura.  This  was  what  is  called  a  curious  coincidence.  Just  as  be 
had  been  reading  all  about  O'Grady's  intended  treachery  to  htm, 
here  was  a  letter  to  Chat  individual,  and  with  the  Dublin  post-mark 
too,  and  a  very  grand  seal. 

The  Bouire  eKamined  the  arms,  and,  though  not  versed  in  the  mys- 
teries of  heraldry,  he  thought  he  remembered  enough  of  most  of  the 
arms  he  had  seen  to  say  that  this  armorial  bearing  was  a  strange 
one  to  him.  He  turned  the  letter  over  aud  over  again,  and  looked 
at  it  back  and  front,  with  an  expression  in  his  &ce  that  said,  as  plain 
as  countenance  could  speak,  "  I  'd  give  a  trifle  to  know  what  is  inside 
of  this."  He  looked  at  the  seal  again :  "  Here 's  a — goose,  I  think  it  - 
is,  sitting  m  a  bo#l,  with  cross-bars  on  it,  and  a  spoon  in  its  mouth  : 
like  the  fellow  that  owns  it,  maybe.  A  goose  witB  a  silver  spoon  in 
his  mouth  I  Well,  here 's  the  f^le-end  of  a  bouse,  sad  a  bird  sitting 
on  the  top  of  it.  Could  it  be  Sparrow  ?  There 's  k  fellow  called 
Sparrow  uiat  's  under-secretary  at  the  Castle.  D — n  it  I  I  wish  I 
knew  what  it  'b  about" 

lite  squire  threw  down  the  letter  as  he  said  "  d — n  it,"  but  took  it 
up  again  in  a  few  seconds,  and,  catching  it  edgewise  between  his 
Ibre-fingcr  and  thumb,  gave  a  gentle  pressure  that  made  the  letter 
gape  at  its  extremities ;  and  the  squire,  exercising  that  sidelong 
glance  whidi  is  peculiar  to  postmasters,  waiting-maids,  and  magpies 
who  inspect  marrow-bones,  peeped  into  the  interior  of  the  epistle, 
aayiag  to  himself  as  he  did  so,  "  All 's  fair  in  war,  and  why  not  in 
decdoneering  ?"  His  fece,  which  was  screwed  up  to  the  scruti- 
nizing pucker,  gradually  lengthened  as  he  caught  some  words  that 
were  on  the  last  turn-over  of  the  sheet,  and  so  could  be  read  tho- 
nnighly,  and  his  brow  darkened  into  the  deepest  frown  as  he  scanned 
these  lines :  "  As  you  very  properly  and  pungently  remark,  poor 
Egan  is  a  bladder — a  mere  bladdtr,"  "Am  I  a  bladdherf  bv 
Jasus  .'"  said  the  squire,  tearing  the  letter  into  pieces  and  throwing  it 
into  the  fire.  "  And  so,  MutKer  O'Grady,  you  say  I  *m  a  bladdher  I" 
and  the  blood  of  the  Egans  rose  as  the  head  of  that  pugnacious  fa- 
mily strided  up  and  down  the  room :  "  I  '11  bladdher  you,  my  buck, — 
I H  settle  your  hash  I" 

Here  be  took  up  the  poker,  and  made  a  very  angry  lunge  at  the 
fire,  that  did  not  want  stirring,  and  there  he  beheld  the  letter  blazing 
merrily  away.  He  dropped  the  poker  as  if  he  had  caught  it  by  the 
hot  end,  as  he  exclaimed,  "  What  the  d — I  shall  I  do  ?  I  've  burnt 
the  letter  !"  This  threw  the  squire  into  a  fit  of  what  he  was  wont  to 
call  his  "considering  cap ;"  and  he  sat  with  his  feet  on  the  fender 
fi>r  some  minutes,  occasionally  muttering  to  himself  what  he  began 
with, — "What  the  d— 1  shall  I  do?  It's  alt  owing  to  that  infernal 
Andy — I'll  mm-der  that  fellow  some  time  or  other.  If  he  hadn't 
brought  it,  I  shouldn't  have  seen  it — to  be  sure,  if  I  hadn't  looked ; 
but  then  the  temptation — a  saint  couldn't  have  withstood  it.  Con- 
foimd  it!  what  a  stupid  trick  to  bum  it.  Another  here,  too — must 
bom  that  as  well,  and  say  nothing  about  either  of  them ;"  and 
be  took  up  the  second  letter,  and,  merely  looking  at  the  address, 
threw  it  uto  the  fire.    He  then  rang  the  bell,  and  desired  Andy 
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to  be  sent  to  him.  A*  soon  as  th»t  iogsniouB  individual  made 
his  appearance,  the  squire  desiicd  bin  with  peculiar  empbuia  to 
shut  the  door,  and  then  opened  upon  him  with, 

"  You  unfortunate  rascal  t" 

"  Yis,  your  honour." 

"Do  you  know  that  you  mightbe  hanged  for  what  you  did  to-day  ?" 

"What  did  I  do,  sir?" 

"  You  robbed  the  post-office." 

«  How  did  I  rob  it,  sir  ?" 

"  You  took  two  letters  you  had  do  right  to." 

"  It 's  no  robbery  for  a  man  to  get  the  worth  of  his  money." 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  you  stupid  villain  !  I  'm  not  joking  : 
you  absolutely  might  be  hanged  for  robbing  the  poBt-office>" 

"  Sure  I  didn't  know  there  was  any  harm  in  what  I  dooe ;  and  for 
that  matther,  sure,  if  they  're  sitch  wondherful  value,  can't  I  go  bwk 
again  wid  'em  ?" 

"  No,  you  thief.  I  hope  you  have  not  said  a  word  to  any  one 
about  it." 

"  Not  the  sign  of  a  word  passed  my  lips  ^lout  iL" 

"  You  're  sure  ?" 

"  Sartin," 

"Take  care,  then,  that  you  never  open  your  mouth  to  mortal 
about  it,  or  you'll  be  hanged,  as  sure  as  your  name  is  Andy  Rooney." 

"  Oh,  at  that  rate  I  never  will.  But  maybe  your  htwour  thii^s  I 
ou^ht  to  be  hanged?" 

"  No, — because  you  did  not  intend  to  do  a  wrong  thii^ ;  but,  only 
I  have  pity  on  you,  I  could  hang  you  to-morrow  for  what  you  We 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

"  I  've  burnt  the  letters,  so  no  one  can  know  anything  about  the 
business  unless  you  tell  on  yourself:  so  remember, — not  a  word." 

"  Faith,  111  be  as  dumb  as  the  dumb  baste." 

"  Go,  now ;  and,  once  for  all,  remember  you  'II  be  hanged  so  sure 
as  you  ever  mention  one  word  about  this  affair." 

Andy  made  a  bow  and  a  scrape,  and  left  the  squire,  who  hoped 
the  secret  was  safe.  He  then  took  a  ruminating  walk  round  the 
pleasure-grounds,  revolving  plans  of  retaliation  upon  his  false  ^end 
O'Grady  ;  and  having  determined  to  put  the  most  severe  and  sudden 
measure  of  the  law  in  force  against  bim  for  the  monies  in  which  be 
was  indebted  to  him,  he  only  awaited  the  arrival  of  Murtough  Mur- 
phy from  Dublin  to  execute  his  vengeance.  Having  settled  this  in 
his  own  mind,  he  became  more  contented,  and  said,  with  a  self-satis- 
fied nod  of  the  head,  "  We'll  see  who  's  the  biaddhtr." 

In  a  few  days  Murtough  Murphy  returned  from  Difbtin,  and  to 
Merryvale  he  immediately  proceeded.  The  squire  opened  to  him 
directly  his  intention  of  commencing  hostile  law  proceedings  againat 
O'Grady,  and  asked  what  most  summary  meaaures  could  be  put  in 
practice  against  htm. 

"Oh!'  various,  various,  my  dear  squire,"  said  Murphy;  "but  I 
don't  see  any  great  use  in  domg  so  yet, — he  has  not  openly  avowed 
himself." 

"  But  does  be  not  intend  to  coalesce  with  the  other  party?" 

"  I  believe  so ; — that  is,  if  he 's  to  get  the  pension." 


n,c.t,.iSM,G00glc 


HANDT  ANI>T.  l7S 

**  Well,  and  thu  's  u  good  u  done,  jou  know ;  for  if  the;  wont 
bim,  the  peniion  i»  easilr  muuged." 

"  I  'm  not  10  sure  of  thiL" 

"  Why,  the;  're  as  plenty  ss  Uackberriee." 

"  Very  true  ;  but,  you  see,  Lord  Gobbleitown  iwallows  &11  the  pen- 
■ions  for  bis  own  family  ;  and  there  are  a  great  many  compltuntj  in 
the  market  against  him  for  plucking  that  blackberry-bush  very  bare 
indeed  ;  and  unlesi  Sack  Scatterbrain  hasswingemg  intereBt,  the  pen- 
■ion  may  not  be  such  an  easy  thing." 

"But  still  O'Grady  hu  shown  himself  not  my  friend." 

"My  dear  aqnire,  don't  be  so  hot;  he  has  not  aktnm  bimaelf 
yet ^" 

"  Well,  but  he  means  it." 

"  My  dear  squire,  you  oughtn't  to  jump  a  conctuiicMi  like  a  twelve- 
feet  drain  or  a  five-bar  gate." 

"  Well,  he 's  a  blackguard." 

**  Ne  denying  it ;  and  therefore  keep  him  on  your  side,  if  you  can, 
or  he  'II  be  a  troublesome  customer  on  the  other." 

"  I  'II  keep  no  terma  wt^  him ; — ^I  '11  slap  at  him  directly.  What 
can  you  do  that  'b  wickedest! — latitat,  capias — fee-fiiw-fum,  or  what- 
ever you  call  it  ?" 

"  Hollo  I  squire,  you  're  overrunning  your  game :  maybe,  after  alU 
he  tnMVjoin  the  Soitterbrains,  and " 

"  I  tell  yoa  it 's  no  matter  ;  he  intended  doing  it,  and  that 's  all  the 
same.     I  '11  slap  at  him,— I  'II  blister  him  1" 

Murtough  Murphy  wondered  at  this  blind  fiiry  of  the  squire,  who, 
being  a  gtwd-huroonred  and  good-natured  fellow  In  general,  puzzled 
the  attorney  the  more  hy  big  present  manifest  maligiiity  against 
O'Grady.  But  he  had  not  seen  the  turn-over  of  the  letter;  be  had 
not  seen  "  biadditr," — the  real  and  secret  cause  of  the  "  war  to  the 
knife  "  spirit  which  waa  kindled  in  the  squire's  breast. 

"  Of  course  you  on  do  what  you  please ;  but,  if  you  'd  take  a 


"  I  tell  you  I  '11  blister  him." 

"  He  certainly  bled  you  very  freely." 

"  1 11  blister  him,  I  tell  you,  and  that  smart.  Lose  no  time,  Mur> 
phy,  my  boy :  let  loose  the  dogs  of  law  on  him,  and  harass  him  till 
ne'd  wish  the  d— 1  had  him." 

"  Just  M  you  like ;  but  •■  — " 

"  1 11  have  it  my  own  way,  I  tell  you ;  so  «ay  no  more." 

*■  1 11  commeDce  against  him  at  once  then,  as  you  wish  it ;  but  it 's 
no  nse^  tot  you  know  very  well  that  it  will  be  impossible  to  serve  him." 

"  Let  me  alone  for  that :  I  'II  be  bound  I  '11  find  fellows  to  get  the 
iniide  of  him." 

"  Why,  htB  hotue  is  barricaded  like  a  jail,  and  he  has  dogs  enough 
to  bait  all  the  bulls  in  the  country." 

"  No  matter;  just  send  me  the  blister  for  him,  and  I  'II  engage  111 
stick  it  on  him." 

*■  Very  well,  squire ;  you  shall  have  the  blister  as  soon  as  it  can  be 
got  reaciy.  Ill  tell  you  whenever  you  may  send  over  to  me  for  it, 
and  your  meBsenger  shall  have  it  hot  and  warm  for  him.  Good-b'ye, 
squire." 

"  Good-b'ye,  Murphy  !— lose  no  time." 
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"In  the  twinkling  of  a  bed-post  Are  you  going  to  Tom  Duriyi 
ateeple-cbase  ?" 

"  I  'm  not  Bure."  • 

"  I  've  a  bet  oo  it.  Did  you  tee  the  Widow  Flanagan  lately  7  You 
didn'  i  Tbey  uy  Tent  '■  pudiing  it  stroDg  there.  The  widow  haa 
PKmey,  you  know,  and  Tom  does  it  all  for  the  love  o'  God;  for  you 
know,  squire,  there  are  two  things  God  hates, — a  coward  and  a  poor 
man.  Now,  Tom  'b  no  coward  ;  and,  that  he  may  be  sure  of  the  love 
o'  God  on  the  other  score,  he 's  making  up  to  the  widow ;  and,  as  he's 
a  alaghing  fellow,  she  'b  nothing  loth,  end,  for  fear  of  any  me  cutting 
him  out,  Tom  keeps  as  sharp  a  loot-out  after  her  aa  she  doe*  after 
him.  He's  fierce  on  it,  and  looks  pistols  at  any  one  that  attempts 
putting  his  eometAo'  on  the  widow,  while  she  looks  "  as  soon  as  you 
piase,"  as  plain  as  an  optical  lecture  can  enlighten  the  heart  of  man : 
in  short,  Tom  's  all  ram's  horns,  and  the  widow  all  sheep's  eyes. 
Good-b'ye,  squire  I"  And  Murtough  put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  can- 
tered down  (£e  avenue,  tinging. 

Andy  was  sent  over  to  Murtough  Murphy's  for  the  law  process  at 
the  appointed  time ;  and,  as  he  had  to  pass  through  the  viHage,  Mrs. 
Egan  desired  him  to  call  at  the  apothecary's  for  some  medicine 
that  was  prescribed  for  one  of  the  children. 

"  What  11 1  ax  for,  ma'am  ?" 

"  I  'd  be  sorry  to  trust  to  you,  Andy,  for  remembering.  Here 's 
the  prescription;  take  great  care  of  it,  and  Mr.  MiGrane  will  grra 
you  something  to  bring  back;  and  mind,  if  it's  a  powder,  don't  let 
It  get  wet  as  you  did  the  sugar  the  other  day." 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  And  if  it 's  a  bottle,  don't  break  it  aa  you  did  the  lasL" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  And  make  haste." 

"  Yis,  ma'am :"  and  off  went  Andy. 

Id  going  through  the  village  he  forgot  to  leave  the  pretcriptioD 
at  the  apothecary's,  and  pushed  on  for  the  attorney's :  there  he 
saw  Murtough  Murphy,  who  handed  him  the  law  process,  enclosed 
in  a  cover,  with  a  note  to  the  squire. 

'■  Have  you  been  doing  anything  very  clever  lately,  Andy  ?"  siud 
Murtough. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  said  Andy. 

"  Did  you  shoot  any  one  with  soda-water  since  I  saw  you  last?" 

Andy  grinned. 

"  Did  you  kill  any  more  iiogt  lately,  Andy?" 

"  Faiz,  you  're  too  hard  on  me,  sir :  sure  I  never  killed  but  one  Aog, 
and  that  was  an  accident " 

"  An  accident! — D — nyour  impudence,  you  thief!  Do  you  think, 
if  you  killed  one  of  the  pack  on  purpose,  we  wouldn't  cut  the  very 
heart  out  o'  you  with  our  nunting-whipa  ?" 

"  Faith,  I  wouldn't  doubt  you,  sir :  but,  sure,  how  could  I  h^ 
that  divil  of  a  mare  runnin'  away  wid  me,  and  thiamplin'  the  dogs  ?" 
'  "  Why  didn't  you  hold  her,  you  thief?" 

■'  Mould  her,  indeed! — you  just  might  as  well  expect  to  stop  fire 
among  flax  as  that  one." 

<■  Well,  be  off  with  yon  nov,  Andy,  and  take  care  of  what  I  g«v«  - 
you  for  the  squire." 
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"  Obt  never  fiasr,  sir,"  «aid  Aadj,  m  he  turoed  bii  hone'i  head 
botneiranl.  He  >tc^pe<l  at  the  apotheou-j's  ia  the  v3)age  to  execute 
hia  commiwion  for  ^  "  misthu."  Od  teUing  the  mm  ^  Galen  that 
he  wanted  some  [Ajaic  "  for  one  o'  the  childre  up  at  the  bis  hoiue," 
the  dia|>ei>aer  of  the  healing  art  asked  totof  physic  he  wanted. 

"  Faith,  I  dunna  what  f^ysic" 

**  Wbat 's  the  natt«  with  the  child?" 

"  He 's  sk^  air." 

*■  I  aiqipose  ao,  indeed,  or  jou  wouldn't  be  sent  for  medicine.— 
Von  're  alwaja  maldng  some  blunder.  You  come  here,  and  don't  know 
what  deacriptkm  of  medicnie  is  wanted." 

"  Don't  I  ?"  laid  Andy  with  a  great  air. 

*'  Mot  you  don't,  joa  omadbaunl"  said  the  ^Mtbecarr. 

Andj  Aunbled  in  hia  pockets,  and  could  not  lay  hold  of  the  paper 
his  mista'eaa  entrusted  him  with  until  be  had  emptied  diem  thoroughly 
of  their  contents  aptm  the  counter  of  the  shop;  and  then  taking  the 
prescription  from  the  collection,  he  said,  "  So  you  tetl  me  I  don't 
know  the  description  of  the  physic  I  'm  to  get.  Now,  you  see  yoo  're 
out  I  for  liat '»  the  dueriptititt."  And  he  slapped  the  oounter  impress- 
ively with  his  hand,  as  he  threw  down  the  recipe  before  the  apo- 
Ihecaij. 

While  the  medicine  was  in  the  course  of  preparation  tor  Andy, 
he  commenced  restoring  to  his  pockets  the  various  parcels  he  had 
taken  from  them  in  hunting  for  the  redpe.  Now,  it  happened  that 
he  had  laid  them  down  dose  beside  some  artides  that  were  com- 
pounded, and  sealed  up  for  going  out,  on  the  apothecary's  counter  ;  and 
as  the  law  process  which  Andy  bad  received  from  Murtougji  Murphy 
chanced  to  resemble  in  form  another  endosure  that  lay  beside  it, 
containing  a  blister,  Andy,  under  the  influence  of  his  peculiar  genius, 
popped  the  blister  into  his  pocket  instead  of  the  packet  which  had 
been  confided  to  him  by  the  attorney,  and  having  obtained  the  ne- 
cessary medicine  from  M'Grane,  rode  home  with  great  self-compla- 
cency that  he  had  not  forgot  to  do  a  single  thing  that  had  been  en- 
trusted  to  biro:  "I'm  all  right  this  time,"  said  Andy  to  himself. 

Scarcely  had  he  left  the  apothecary's  shop  when  another  messen- 
ger alighted  at  its  door,  and  asked  "  If  Squire  O'tirady's  things  tou 
ready?" 

"  There  they  are,"  said  the  innocent  M'Grane,  pointing  to  the  bot- 
tles, boxes,  and  bUtter,  be  had  made  up  and  set  aside,  tittle  dream- 
ing that  the  blister  had  been  exchanged  for  a  law  process ;  and  Squire 
O'Grady's  own  messenger  popped  into  his  pocket  the  legal  instrument, 
tInC'  it  was  as  much  as  any  seven  men's  lives  were  worth  to  bring 
within  gun-shot  of  Neck-or-nothing  Hall. 

Hone  he  went,  and  the  sound  of  the  old  gate  creaking  on  its  hinges 
at  the  entiance  to  tbesvenue  smke  the  deep-mouthed  dogs  around 
the  house,  who  rushed  inluriate  to  the  spot  to  devour  the  unholy 
inbwlar  on  the  peace  and  privacy  of  the  patrician  O'Grady ;  but  they 
recognised  ^e  cJd  grey  hack  and  his  rider,  and  quietly  wagged  their 
tails  and  trotted  back,  and  licked  their  lips  at  the  thoughts  of  the' 
badiff  they  had  hoped  to  eat.  The  door  of  Neck-or-nothing  Mall 
was  carefully  unbarred  and  unchained,  and  the  nurse-tender  was 
haaded  ^  parcel  from  the  apothecary's,  and  re-ascended  to  the  sick- 
room with  slippered  foot  as  quietly  as  she  could ;  for  the  renowned 
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O'GBady  WBS)  according  to  her  occxHUit,  ''  as  Qcou  us  twa  stidcs ;" 
aad  she  protested,  furthemiorei  "  that  her  heart:  wu  grey  with  him." 

Mrs.  O'Urady  wiu  near  the  bed  of  the  sick  qibd  as  the  nune-teDder   . 
entered. 

"  Here  '>  the  tbiaga  fer  jfout  honour  now,"  xud  she  in  her  most 
soothing  tone. 

"  I  wish  the  d — I  hsd  you  and  tbem  I"  wid  O'Gradv. 

"  Gusty,  dear  !"  iaid  bia  wife.  She  might  have  said  Btonny  inatead 
of  guBty. 

"Oh!  they'll  do  you  good,  your  honour,"  said  the  awse-tendcr, 
curtsying,  and  uncorking  bottles,  and  opening  a  pill-box. 

"  Curse  them  all !"  said  the  squire.  "  A  pretty  thing  to  have  a 
gentleman's  body  made  a  perfect  sink  for  these  blackguard  doctors 
and  apothecaries  to  pour  their  dirty  stuff  into — faugh  I" 

"  Now,  eir,  dear,  tliere  'a  a  little  blisther  just  to  go  on  your  chest — 
if  you  plaze " 

"  A  what .'" 

"  A  warm  plasther,  dear." 

"  A  blister  you  said,  you  old  divil/" 

"  Well,  sure,  it  'e  something  to  relieve  you." 

The  squire  gave  a  deep  growl,  and  his  wife  put  in  the  usual  appetd 
of  "  Gusty,  dear !" 

"Hold  your  tongue,  will  you?  how  would  yow  like  it?  1  wish 
you  had  it  on  your " 

"  'Deed-au-deed,  dear, — "  said  the  nurse-tender. 

"  By  the  'ternal  war !  if  you  say  another  word,  I  'II  throw  the  jug 
at  you !" 

"  And  there's  a  nice  dhrop  o'  gruel  I  have  on  the  fire  for  yon," 
said  the  nurse,  pretending  not  to  mind  the  rising  anger  of  the  squire, 
as  she  stirred  the  gruel  with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  she 
marked  herself  with  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  said  in  a  mumblmg 
manner,  "  God  presarve  us  !  he  's  the  most  cantankerous  Christian  1 
ever  kem  across !" 

"  Show  me  that  infernal  thing !"  said  the  squire. 

"  What  thing,  dear?" 

"  You  know  well  enough,  you  oM  hag ! — that  blackguard  blister  1" 

"  Here  it  is,  dear.  Now,  just  open  the  brust  o'  your  shirt,  and  let 
me  put  it  an  you." 

"  Give  it  into  my  hand  here,  and  let  me  see  it." 

'•  Sartinly,  sir ; — but  I  think,  if  you  'd  let  me  just " 

"  Give  it  to  me,  I  t^l  you  !"  said  the  squire,  in  a  tone  so  fierce  that 
the  nurse  paused  in  her  unfolding  of  the  packet,  and  handed  it  with 
fear  and  trembling  to  the  already  indignant  O'Grady.  But  it  is  only 
imagination  can  figure  the  outrageous  fury  of  the  squire,  when,  on 
opening  the  envelope  with  his  own  hand,  he  beheld  the  law  process 
before  biro.  There,  in  the  heart  of  his  castle,  with  his  bars,  and  bolts, 
and  bull-dogs,  and  bluDderhusses  round  him,  he  was  served — abso- 
lutely served, — and  he  bad  no  doubt  the  nurse-tender  was  bribed  to 
betray  him. 

A  roar  and  a  jump  up  in  bed,  first  startled  his  wife  into  terror,  and 
put  the  nurse  on  the  defensive. 

"  You  infernal  old  strap !"  shouted  he,  as  he  clutched  up  a  hand- 
ful of  bottles  on  the  table  near  him  and  flung  them  at  the  nurse,  who 
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ma  near  the  fire  at  the  time ;  and  she  whipped  the  pot  of  gruel  fi-om 
the  grate^  and  converted  it  hito  a  meani  ot  defence  agamet  the  phial- 
pdting  Btarm. 

Mrs.  (yGradr  rolled  herself  up  in  the  bed-<:urtaiiiB,  while  the 
nvrac  icreechBd  "mnrtberl"  and  at  last,  when  O'Omdj  saw  that 
bottles  were  of  no  avail,  he  scrambled  out  of  bed,  shouting,"  Where  'b 
mj  blunderbusa  ?"  and  the  nurse-tender,  while  he  endeavoured  to  get 
it  down  from  the  raclc,  where  it  wa«  suspended  over  the  mantel' 
piece,  bolted  out  of  the  door,  which  she  locked  od  the  outside,  and 
ran  to  the  aaost  retoote  corner  of  the  house  for  shelter. 

In  the  mean  time,  how  fared  it  at  Merry  vale?  Andj  returned  with 
his  paricel  for  the  squire,  and  his  note  from  Murtough  Murphy,  which 
ran  tbosi 

*■  My  dear  sQtriHB. — I  send  you  the  bluUr  for  O'Grady,  as  you 
inri«t  on  it ;  but  I  think  you  won't  find  it  easy  to  serve  bim  with  it. 
"  Your  obedient  and  ohUged, 

"  MuRTOUOH   MuRPHV." 

"  To  Edward  Egan,  Etq.  Merryvale." 

The  squire  opened  the  cover,  and  when  he  saw  a  real  instead  of  a 
figurative  blister,  grew  crimson  with  rage.  He  could  not  speak  for 
some  minutes,  hie  intlignation  was  so  excessive.  "  So  I"  said  he,  at 
last,  "  Mr.  Murtough  Murphy — you  think  to  cut  your  jokes  with  me, 
do  you  ?  By  all  that 's  sacred  !  I  'II  cut  such  a  joke  on  you  with  the 
biggest  horsewhip  I  can  find,  that  you  '11  remember  iL  '  Dear  aquire, 
J  tend  you  the  bitter.'  Bad  luck  to  your  impidence  !  Wait  till  awhile 
ago— that 's  all.  By  this  and  that,  you  'II  get  such  a  blistering  from 
ipe  Uiat  oU  the  spermaceti  in  M'Grane's  shop  won't  cure  you," 


TO  A  LYRIC  AND  ARTIST. 

(  V/kkh  tpe  recalled  from  q  Corrapondent,  and  could  not  poitibli/  in 
affTi^riitte  place  than  tha.) 

N«  wDodsr  that  Painters  are  "drawing  long  fitces," 
And  Poels  write  badly,  the  while  they  ducover 

Hdw  truly  the  Muses,  bow  fondly  die  Graces, 
Bec^ve  the  addresses  of  one  little  Lovek. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH  OF  RICHARDSON, 

THE  SHOWMAN. 
Witt  a  Peep  at  Bartholomew  Fair. 

BK  TUX  AUTHOa  07  ntUIKR's  KATIOHAL  PORTRAIT  OALXAKT. 

Seventeen^  Edition,  4to. 

In  a  periodical  like  the  present,  a  contributor,  if  be  redly  hme 
anything  in  him,  ought  to  Kt  off  at  acore.    Such  is  my  determination. 

Works  of  the  Mtxt  can  only  be  produced  by  the  exhibition  of  ibree 
lare  quolitiei,  namely.  Wit,  Huraoor,  and  entertuniog  Fiction.  The 
first  haa  been  compared  to  a  razor,  vbicb  "  cuts  the  most  when  ex- 
quisitely keen;"  tlw  second  I  will  venture  to  liken  to  a  taUe-knifev 
which  alashes  away  at  all  on  the  board,  and  the  best  when  broadly 
•hining  and  tolerably  ihsrp  in  the  edge ;  and  the  last  is  familiar 
eaough  to  everybody,  under  the  term  of  "  throwing  the  hatchet."  Bat 
whatever  the  ittstrument,  be  it  razor,  or  knife,  or  axe,  it  is  quite  es- 
sential that  it  should  never  lose  its  temper. 

Mais  Taudace  eit  commune,  et  le  bon  sens  est  rare ; 
An  lieu  d'Gtra  piquant,  souvenl  on  est  bitarre : 
whidi,  being  freely  translated,  means, 

In  life  there  *s  to  much  impudence. 
And  very  little  commou  sense. 
That  writers  trying  to  be  witly, 
Are  only  foolish  ;  more 's  the  pity  I 

"  The  Showman," — for  so  was  this  eminent  individual  designated, 
by  the  world  at  large,  and  so  upon  memorable  occasions  he  called 
himself, — was,  it  will  be  felt,  a  title  of  high  distinction.  When  we 
look  around  us,  and  see  how  many  men  are  playing  showmen,  and 
how  miserahly  they  succeed,  we  shall  at  once  be  convinced  that  no- 
tiitng  but  very  superior  merit  could  have  won  for  Richardson  the  glory 
of  the  definite  "  the."  Ne  was  not  showing  off  himself,  but  others: 
he  was  not  showing  off  his  own  follies,  but  the  follies  of  society.  Thus, 
instead  of  being  a  laughing-stock,  he  laughed  in  hU  own  sleeve ;  and 
by  keeping  a  fool,  instead  of  making  a  fool  of  himself,  he  eschewed 
poverty,  and  ultimately  died  in  the  odour  and  sanctity  of  wealth. 

Richardson  originated  at  Great  Marlow,  in  the  county  of  Bucks; 
the  very  name  of  the  place  seeming  to  intimate  that  he  was  bom  to 
achieve  greatness.  Whether  he  was  lineally  descended  from  the  au- 
dior  of  Clarissa  Harlowe  is,  and  will  long  continue  to  be,  a  disputed 
fact  There  was  a  family  resemblance  between  them  j  both  were 
country  g«itlemen,  and  both  wore  top-boots. 

For  breeding,  Mr.  Richardson  was  indebted  to  the  parish  work- 
house,— fair  promise  of  his  future  industry.  In  those  days  the  poor 
laws  had  not  been  amended  ;  and  children,  being  victualled  satisiacto- 
rily,  generally  throve  accordingly.  Under  correcUon  be  it  spoken, 
workhouses  in  country  towns  were  then  far  from  being  houses  of 
correction.     So  our  hero  grew  up. 

When  big  enou^,  he  acquitted  himself  with  repuUtion  in  the  em- 
ploymeDt  of  out  o'  door  Activity  ;  for  he  never  resembled  the  lazy  fel- 
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loir  reduced  bj  idleneas  to  want,  wtm  gaid  in  excuse,  "  When  they 
bid  me  go  to  the  uit  to  leant  wisdoBi,  I  em  alauwt  fdwsfa  going  to 
toy  uncle's." 

Frotn  Marlow,  after  due  probation,  young  Richardson,  it  ii  atated, 
■ought  bia  fortunes  in  the  metropolii,  and  entered  into  the  service  of 
Mr.  Rhodes,  a  huge  cow-keeper — a  colossus  in  the  milky  way.  Here 
it  is  pnbatrie  he  acquircda  taste  for  pastorals,  uid  that  extraordinary 
proficiency  in  the  Welsh  language  which  rendered  his  dialwue  in 
after-tiines  so  strikingly  rich  and  Celto-Doric.  Some  etymologists 
theace  mfer  that  it  was  Pkk'ti  but  we  don  't  believe  it. 

W«  never  read  the  life  of  an  actor  or  actress  without  being  told, 
aboiM  the  period  of  Richardson's  career  at  which  we  have  now  arrived, 
tliat  the  "  ruling  passion"  took  such  strong  possession  of  them,  that 
they  must  break  ail  bounds,  run  away,  and  join  some  stnriling  com- 
[nny>  to  "  imp  their  wings,"  or  some  flight  of  that  sort.  So  it  hap- 
pened with  our  hero :  he  cut  the  cows,  and  hastened  to  adhere  to  Mrs. 
Penley,  then  performing  with  unprecedented  success  in  a  club.«oo(n 
at  ghadwell,  a  small  town  in  the  vicinity  of  Wapfm^.  The  houses 
were  crowded  -,  receipts  to  the  full  amount  of  -five  diillings  nighdy 
crowned  their  efibrte ,  and  the  corps,  consisting  of  two  genUeinan  ami 
two  ladies,  divided  the  five  among  four,  playing  as  it  were  all  fours  in 
a  fives  court.  Encouraged  by  this  success,  Richardson  resolved  to 
extend  his  fame,  and  accordingly  visited  many  ports  of  the  prwinces, 
starring  it  from  the  Shadwell  b«»rds.  Mighty  as  must  have  been  his 
deserts,  he  met  with  no  Bath  manager,  no  Tate  WilkinBon,  no  Mac- 
ready  or  Kemble,  to  appreciate  his  histrionic  talents.  One  night, 
having  accidentally  witnessed  a  representation  of  the  School  for  Scan- 
dal, he  fancied  he  could  play  the  little  broker;  so  he  returned  to 
London,  and  took  a  small  shop  in  that  line  of  business.  About  the 
year  ninety-six,  he  was  enabled  to  rent  the  Harlequin,  a  public-house 
near  the  stage-door  of  old  Drury,  and  much  frequented  by  dramatic 
wights.  It  was  of  one  of  these  that  Richardson  used  to  tell  his  most 
elaborate  pun.  Being  asked  if  he  did  anything  in  the  dramatic  Une, 
he  answered,  "  I  do  more  or  less  in  it  in  every  way :  I  do  what  I  can  in 
the  fint  syllable,  dnan,  and  in  the  first  two  syllables,  drama  ;  in  the 
last  two  syllables,  aoie,  I  am  to  be  seen  every  night;  and  in  the  last, 
tick — m'  eye  I  I  wish  you  knew  my  exer^ons." 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  the  Harlequin  coutd  last  long  with- 
out a  change  ;  for  not  only  was  the  sign  contrariwise  thereto,  but  the 
place  itself  was  a  change-house:  Our  landlord  therefore  let  it;  and 
crying  "Damned  be  he  that  lets  me!"  bought  a  caravao,  engaged  a 
company  from  among  his  customers,  and  opened  bis  first  booth  at 
BarUiotomew  Fair.  But  the  name  of  this  famed  annual  assemblage — 
now,  alas  I  in  a  deep  decline — is  enough  to  tempt  a  scribbler  for  hire 
to  branch  off  into  an  episode.     And  here  it  is. 

Proclaimed  on  the  Srd  of  September,  to  last  during  three  lawful 
days,  exclusive  of  the  day  of  proclamation,  "  Bartholomew  Paire,"  as 
appears  from  a  pamphlet  under  that  title,  printed  for  Richard  Harper, 
at  the  Bible  and  Harpe,  in  Smithfield,  a.  d.  1641,  began  on  the  24th 
of  August,  (dd  style.  About  the  year  1102,  in  the  reign  of  Henry 
the  First,  Habere,  a  minstrel  of  thekmg,  founded  the  priory,  hospital, 
and  church  of  St.  Bartholomew,  in  Smithfield,  as  requested  by  the 
saint  himself  in  a  dream,  and,  it  is  presumed,  upon  a  bed  where  the 
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Reamer  tenU  gaen  wlut  it  wm  to  be  flea'd  alive.  Rahere  was  the 
fine  prior,  Bsd  in  hU  time  there  was  a  grand  rov  with  Boniface,  Arch- 
biahop  of  Canterbury,  on  a  viBiution,  when  sundry  skulls  of  canons, 
tnonkB,  ud  friara  were  cracked,  which  pr(d)ably  suggested  that  tlie 
lite  wo«dd  be  veiy  eligible  for  an  annual  fair.  Henry  the  Second 
accordingly  granted  that  privilege  to  the  clothiers  of  England  and  the 
drapers  o£ London;  and  his  charter  to  the  mayor  and  aldermen  is 
extant  to  this  day.  Theretotbre  called  "  The  Elms,"  from  the 
noble  trees  which  adorned  it,  Smithfield  became  in  turn  a  place  ftu* 
■plendtd  jouets,  toumaments,  pageants,  and  feats  of  chivalry ;  a  market 
&r  cattle  and  hay  ;  a  scene  of  cruel  executions ;  and  one  where,  as  old 
Stow  acquaints  us,  loose  serving-men  and  quarrelsome  persons  re- 
sorted and  made  uproars,  thus  becoming  the  rendezvous  of  bullies  and 
bravoM,  till  it  eanted  the  appropriate  name  of  "  Ruffians'  Hall."  King  ' 
Solomon,  aiiai  Jacobus  Primus,  caused  it  to  be  paved  two  hundred 
and  twenty  years  agone,  which  we  have  on  the  authority  of  Master 
Arthw  Strange.ways,  whose  statement  leads  us  to  infer  that  the  Lord 
Mayor  of  1614  had  never  opened  a  railroad,  like  Lord  Mayor  Kelly 
in  1886.  Then  and  there  our  ancient  civic  magnates  were  wont  to 
disport  themselves  with  witnessing  "  wrastlii^s,"  shooting  the  broad 
arrow  and  flights  for  games,  and  huDting  real  wild  rabbits  by  the 
city  boys,  with  great  noise  and  laughter. 

Posterior  to  the  priors,  and  superior  to  the  sub-priors  of  St.  fiartbo- 
temew,  the  canons  have  been  succeeded  by  common  guns ;  and  the 
fiiars  by  fried  pigs,  the  most  renowned  viand  of  the  festival;*  the 
monks  lUve  ^ven  place  to  monkeys,  and  the  recluses  to  showmen. 
Such  are  the  mute  abilities  of  Fadier  Time.  "  The  severatl  enormi- 
tyes  and  misdemeanours,  which  are  there  seene  and  acted,"  are  they 
not  upon  record  ?  "  Hither  resort  (says  Master  Harper,  1641)  people 
t^  all  sorts,  high  and  low,  rich  and  poore,  from  cities,  townes,  and 
countrye ;  of  all  sects.  Papists,  Atheists,  Anabaptists,  and  Brownists ; 
and  of  all  conditions,  knaves  and  footes,  cuckolds  and  cuckoldmakers, 
pimpes  and  panders,  rogues  and  rascalls,  the  little  loud-one  and  the 
witty  wanton.  The  feire  is  full  of  gold  and  silver  drawers:  just  as 
Lent  is  to  the  fishmonger,  so  is  Bartholomew  Paire  to  the  pick-pocket. 
It  is  his  high  harvest,  which  is  never  bad  but  when  his  cart  goes  up 
Holbome.  Some  of  your  cut-purses  are  in  fee  with  cheating  coster- 
mongers.  They  have  many  dainty  baits  to  draw  a  hit ;  fine  fowlers 
they  are,  for  every  finger  of  theirs  is  a  lime-twigge  with  which  they 
catch  dotterels.  They  are  excellenUy  well  read  in  physiognomy,  for 
they  will  know  how  strong  you  are  in  the  purse  by  looking  in  your 
&ce  ;  and,  for  the  more  certainty  thereof,  they  will  follow  you  close, 
and  never  leave  you  till  you  draw  your  purse,  or  they  for  you,  though 
they  kisse  Newgate  for  it" 

Hone,  in  his  Ev»y-day  Book(Part  X.),  furnished  an  excellent  view 
of  this  fair,  full  of  curious  dramatic  and  other  matter.  He  describes 
the  shows  of  1896,  among  which,  ^iropot,  Richardson's  theatre  figures 
prominently.  The  outaide,  he  tells  us,  was  above  thirtyfeet  in  height, 
and  occupied  one  platform  one  hundred  feet  in  width.  The  platform 
was  very  elevated,  the  back  of  it  hned  with  green  baize,  and  festooned 

■  Besides  tbe  fried  pt|p  were  oUicr  most  lanious  delicacies,  whid)  to  this 
day  SIC  not  quite  obsolete.    They  were  called  louerga. — Ed. 
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with  deepty-fringed  crimson  curtainB,  except  at  two  places  where  the 
inoney-tiUkers  sat,  in  room^  projections  fitted  up  like  Goduc  ■fanncr 
worb,  with  columns  and  pinnacles.  There  were  fiftsen  bimdnd 
variegated  illumination -lamps,  in  chandeliers,  lustres,  wrextha,  and 
festoons.  A  band  of  ten  musicians  in  scarlet  dresses,  stnBlar  to 
those  worn  by  his  Majesty's  BeefeMers,  contimiaUy  piftyed  on  vanois 
instruments  ;  while  the  perfbnneri  paraded  in  their  gayert  "  prc^r- 
ties  "  before  ibe  gazing  multitude.  Audiences  rapidly  aiceaded  on 
each  performance  beiog  over ;  and,  paying  their  money  to  the  receivsrs 
in  their  Gothic  seats,  had  tickets  in  return,  which,  being  taken  at  the 
doors,  admitted  them  to  descend  into  the  "  theatre."  The  pecform- 
anccs  were  the  Wandering  Outlaw,  a  melodrama,  with  the  death  of 
the  villain  and  appearance  of  the  accusing  spirit ; — a  coraic  hwleqwi- 
ade.  Harlequin  Faustus; — and  concluding  with  a  sfdendid  pamnma, 
painted  by  the  first  artists. — Boxes,  two  shillings ;  pit,  one  ahiUijtg ; 
andeallery,  sixpence. 

The  theatre  held  nearly  a  thousand  pei^le,  continually  eoap^ing 
and  filling,  and  the  perfonnances  were  got  over  in  about  a  quarterof 
an  hour  I  And,  thoogh  anttctpating  a  little  of  our  personal  narrative, 
we  may  as  well  mention  here,  that  occasionally,  when  the  outside  plat- 
fbrm  was  crowded  with  impatient  spectators  waiting  for  their  turn  to 
be  admitted,  though  the  performances  had  not  lasted  more  than  five 
minutes,  Mr.  Richardson  would  send  in  to  inquire  if  Join  Owr-y  traa 
there,  which  was  the  well-known  signal  to  finish  off-hand,  strUte  the 
gQog,  turn  out  the  one  audience,  and  turn  in  their  successors,  to  see 
as  much  of  the  Outlaw,  the  Devi],  or  Dr.  Fauitus,  as  time  permitted. 

Ben  Jonson's  play  of  Bartholomew  Fair  in  1614  explains  many  of 
its  ancient  humours,  and  particularly  the  eating  of  Bartholmnew  pig, 
already  noticed,  and  not  to  be  repeated,  as  we  desira  to  pen  s<nne- 
thing  more  to  the  purpose  in  Smithfield  than  a  dry  aotiquBrian  essay, 
though  it  relate  to  hares  playing  on  the  tahor,  or  tigers  taught  to 
pluck  chickens.     In  the  latter  way  a  ballad  of  1655  may  sidce. 

In  55,  may  I  never  thrive 

If  I  tell  ya  any  mora  than  is  ttusy^ 
To  London  the  came,  bearing  of  the  hme 

Of  a  fair  they  call  Baitholomen. 

In  houses  of  boaids  men  walk  upoDcordi, 

As  easy  m  tqnirrels  aack  filbnds; 
But  the  CBt-paraes  the;  do  bits,  and  rub  away. 

But  thou  ve  suppose  to  be  ill  birds. 

For  a  peony  you  may  ««  a  fine  puppet  play. 

And  for  twopenca  a  rare  piece  of  ait; 
And  a  potmy.  a  caos,  I  dare  swear  a  man 

May  put  lix  of  'em  into  a  quaiL 

Their  zights  be  so  rich,  is  able  to  bewitch 

The  heart  of  a  very  fine  imi>.s  ; 
Here 't  Patieat  Gricel  hem,  and  Fair  HoaaUMii^  (hers. 

And  the  history  of  Sumnna. 

t-comer  end,  mark  wi 
a  very  fine  dirty  plac< 
Wheie  there 's  more  arrows  aod  bows,  the  Lord  abova  knows, 
Than  was  handled  at  Chevy  Cbase. 
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Hwn  M  Boatlifleld  Ban,  botwiit  lbs  graattd  Rod  the  itaia, 
TbeN  '•  a  (dafe  tb^  cmU  Skoemaker's-Kow, 

Where  that  you  ma;  bay  ihoes  every  day. 
Or  go  barefoot  all  the  year,  I  tro. 

In  n\5  the  largest  booth  ever  erected  waa  in  the  centre  of  Smith- 
field,  "for'lhe  King's  PUyers;"  end,  in  later  times,  we  read  of  Gar- 
rick  going  to  tee  the  pieces  it  Yates'  and  Shuter's  booth.  Hogarth 
in  his  youth  paiated  scenes  for  a  &niouB  woman  who  kept  a  droll  in 
the  fair;  and  the  old  lady  refused  to  pav  because  Dab^  metal  was 
tued  instead  of  real  gilding  with  leaf-golcL  Fidcock  and  Polito  ex- 
hibited their  finest  animals ;  Aatley  his  Uvop  of  horse,  succeeded  by 
Saimdera.  Puppet-ahowa,  or  motions,  as  they  were  called,  were  also 
always  popular  here ;  and  giants,  dwarfs,  and  whatever  was  singular 
in  nature,  or  could  be  made  to  seem  so  by  art,  have  from  time  im- 
meoiorial  been  the  wonders  and  fiivouritea  of  Bartholomew  Fair. 

Having  now  brought  "  ^  Showman"  to  the  management 'of  what 
he  might  hare  designated  the  National  Theatre,  with  the  long-esta- 
bliabed  Jonases,  Penleys,  Jobsons,  et  hoe  gema  omjte  as  his  rivals, — 
the  commencement  of  a  career  of  half  a  century's  duration, — may  we 
not  patise  to  point  towards  him  the  finger  of  admiration  ?  What  are 
the  lessees  of  Dniry  Lane  or  Covent  Garden  when  compared  to  him  ? 
What  have  they  done,  or  what  are  they  likely  to  do,  for  the  legiti- 
mate drama,  when  compared  to  him  p  He  was  a  manager  who  paid 
his  performers  weekly  on  the  nail ;  meaning  by  "  the  nail "  the  drum- 
head. On  the  Saturday  evening,  assemblmg  them  all,  willing  and 
buoyant,  around  him,  he  spread  the  sum  total  of  their  salaries  upon 
the  drum, — not  double  base,  like  the  frauds  of  modem  managers, — and 
then  there  was  a  roll-call  of  the  most  agreeable  description.  Some- 
tinie«  the  merry  vagabonds  would  shove  one  another  up  against  their 
paymaster ;  but  the  worst  of  his  resentment  was  to  detect  the  larker, 
if  he  could,  and  pay  him  last;  or,  if  sorely  annoyed,  forget  to  invite 
him  to  the  fallowing  supper :  punishments  severe,  it  must  be  acknow- 
ledged; but  still  the  sufferers  had  their  money  to  comfort  themselves 
withal,  and  were  not  obliged  to  wait,  like  the  waits  in  the  streets  at 
midnight,  till  afier  Christmas  for  the  chance  of  their  hard-earned 
wages.  And  he  was  grateful,  too.  When  marked  success  attended 
any  perforn>er  or  perfonnance,  a  marked  requital  was  sure  to  follow. 
The  Spotted  Boy  waa  a  fortune  to  him,  though  not  all  so  black  as 
Jim  Crow ;  and  his  affection  grew  with  his  growth.  His  portrait 
adorned  the  Tusculum  of  the  Showman ;  and,  after  his  death,  he 
cotild  not  withdraw  the  green  silk  curtain  from  it  without  shedding 
tears.  Had  that  boy  lived  to  be  a  man,  there  is  no  doubt  but 
Richardson  would  have  made  him  independent  of  all  the  dark  spedcs 
on  life's  horizon.  As  it  was,  he  was  treated  as  by  a  father  like  a 
spotless  boy,  and  buried  in  the  catacombs  of  the  race  of  Richardson. 

Next  to  the  Spotted  Boy,  the  performer  whom  Richardson  most 
boasted  of  having  belonged  to  his  company  was  Edmund  Kean.  He, 
with  Mrs.  Carey,  qwui  mamma,  and  Henry,  quati  brother,  were 
engaged  by  our  spirited  manager ;  and  Kean,  over  his  cups,  used  to 
brag  of  having,  by  tumbtit^  in  front  of  the  booth,  tumbled  hundreds 
of  bumpkins  in  to  the  specUcles  wilJiin.  He  did  'Tom  Thumb  as  tiny 
Booth  does  now  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre ;  and  at  a  later  period, 
viz,  1806,  is  stated  to  have  played  Nerval,  and  Motley  in  the  Castle 
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Spectre,  fcir  him  at  Battenea  fair.  Another  alary  adda,  that  he  was 
called  on  to  recite  his  Tom-TTinmbery  before  George  the  Third  at 
Windsor ;  but  we  wilt  not  Touch  fbr  the  truth  of  the  newspaper  anec- 
dote. 

From  the  metropoUtan  glory  of  Bartholomew  Fair,  the  transition  to 
the  principal  fairs  of  the  kingdom  was  obTious.  Mr.  Richardson 
went  the  whole  hog,  and,  in  so  doing,  bad  nearly  gone  to  the  dc^. 
At  that  revolutionary  period,  neither  the  fairs  nor  the  aHurs  of  the 
country  were  in  a  wholesome  condition.  Politics  are  ever  adverse  to 
amusements.  Vain  was  the  attempt  to  beguile  the  snobbery  of  their 
pence;  and  our  poor  caravan,  liJce  one  in  the  deserts  of  the  Btony 
Araby,  toiled  on  their  weary  march  with  full  hearts  and  empty  ato- 
macbis.  At  length  it  is  told,  at  Cambridge  Fair, — well  might  it  be 
called  irr  its  leas  euphonous  name  of  Stirbitch,  so  badly  did  the 
speculation  pay, — that  Richardson  and  his  clown,  Tom  Juries,  of 
ftcetious  memoi^,  were  compelled  to  take  a  sort  of  French  leave  for 
London,  leaving  much  of  their  materiel  in  pawn.  Undamped  by  ad- 
versity, they  took  a  fiddler  with  them;  and  the  merry  trio  so  ena- 
moured the  dwellers  and  wayfarers  upon  the  road,  that  they  not  only 
e:(tracted  plentiful  supplies  for  themselves,  but  were  enabled  to  pro- 
vide sufficiently  for  the  bodily  wants  of  the  main  body  of  the  com- 
pany, who  followed  at  a  judicious  and  respectable  distance. 

The  pressure  from  without  was,  however,  luckily  but  of  temporary 
endurance ;  and  Richardson  was  soon  well  to  do  again  in  the  world. 
Fair  succeeded  fair,  and  he  succeeded  with  all.  His  enterprise  was 
great,  and  his  gains  commensurate.  He  rose  by  degrees,  and  at 
length  became  the  most  renowned  of  dramatic  caterers  for  those 
classes  who  are  prone  to  enjoy  the  unadulterated  drama.  Why,  his 
tnere  outside  by-play  was  worth  fifty  times  more  than  the  inside  of 
large  bouses,  to  witness  such  trash  as  has  lately  usurped  the  stage, 
and  pushed  Tragedy  from  her  throne,  and  Comedy  from  her  stool.  Of 
these  memorabilia  we  can  call  to  mind  only  a  few  instances ;  but  they 
■peak  volumes  for  the  powers  of  entertaining  possessed  by  our  hero- 
It  was  at  Peckham  one  day, — and  a  day  of  rain  and  mud, — when 
Richardson,  stepping  from  the  steps  of  his  booth,  as  Moncey,  the  king 
of  the  beggars,  was  shovelling  past  on  Ats  boards,  hi^pened  to  slip 
and  &U.  We  shall  not  readily  forget  the  good-humour  with  which 
he  looked,  not  up,  but  level,  upon  his  companiiw,  and  sweetly  said, 
"  'Faith  I  ftiend,  it  seems  that  neither  you  nor  I  can  keep  our  feet." 

At  Brook  Oreen,  as  the  fair  and  happy  were  crushing  up  to  the 
pay-door,  a  pretty  servant-girl  was  among  the  numher.  "  I  should 
like  to  jUre  that  girl,"  said  a  dandy  to  bis  comrade.  "  I  rather  guess 
you  would  like  to  Imeer  her,"  whirred  Mr.  R.  in  his  ear.  But  she 
was  a  good  lass,  and  not  at  all  like  the  French  gentleman's  maid,  to 
whom  ner  master  uttered  tliese  humiliating  words  i  "  Bah  I  you  arre 
a  verry  bad  girl,  and  I  shall  make  you  no  better." 

Mr.  B.  misUked  drunkenness  in  his  tro<^,  "  A  fellow,"  he  ex- 
daimed  to  one  he  was  rating  for  this  vice, — "a  fellow  who  gets  tipsy 
every  night  will  never  be  a  riting  mm*  in  any  profesuon." 

Id  a  remote  village  some  accident  bad  destroyed  a  grotto  neces- 
sary to  the  representation  of  the  piece  entitled  "  The  Nymphs  of  the 
Grotto."    Wbat  was  to  be  done  ?    There  was  no  madunist  within  a 
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hundred  miles !     "  Is  there  not  an*  imdertaitr  ?"  ezclaJined  Mr.  R. : 
*'  he  coutd  surely  execute  a  little  shell-worV  I" 

In  an  adjoining  booth  at  Camberwell  was  exhibited  a  very  old 
man,  whom  the  placards  declared  to  have  reached  a  huttdr^  aid  five 
yeart  <^age.  '*  Here  is  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  show  of,"  observed 
It.  "  A  vonder,  indeed  !  Why.  if  my  grandfather  had  not  died,  be 
would  have  been  a  hundTed  and  tuxntj/  .'" 

But  why  should  we  dwell  on  his  facetin  7  Only  to  point  the  poig^ 
nant  grief  which  tells  us  we  shall  never  hear  them  more, — shall  never 
look  upon  his  like  again !  Yes :  let  others  mourn  their  Frichardi, 
their  Garricks,  their  Kembles,  and  their  Keans; — our  A«m*  is  A>r 
thee,  John  Richardson,  the  undisputed  head  of  thy  profeasion,  the 
master-spirit  of  them  all,  the  glory  of  the  mighty  multitude, 
"  Where  tbou  wert  fairest  of  the  Fair." 

And  how  hberal  thou  wert !  Thou  wert  not  a  manager  Jo  debar 
from  their  just  privileges  thy  dramatic  brethren,  or  Insult  the  lite- 
rary characters  who  honourably  patronised  thy  honourable  endea- 
vours. Thy  "  Walk  up !"  was  open  end  generous.  -When  Jack  Reeve 
and  a  party  from  the  Adelpbi  visited  the  splendid  booth  at  Bartho- 
lomew Fair,  the  veteran  recognised  his  brethren  of  the  buskin,  and 
immediately  returned  to  them  the  money  tliey  had  paid  on  entrance 
disdaining  to  pocket  the  hard-earned  fruits  ^f  the  stage.  "  You,  or 
any  other  actor  of  talent,"  said  the  old  man,  "  ore  quite  welcome  to 
visit  my  theatre  free  of  expense."  "  No,  no,"  replied  Reeve,  "  keep 
it,  or  Tnoticiog  a  dissenting  shake  of  the  bead}  give  it  to  the  poor. ' 
"  If  I  nave  made  a  mistake,"  retorted  John,  "  and,  have  not  done  ao 
aheady,  give  it  to  thetn  yourself;  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it, 
and  I  am  not  going  to  turn  parish  overseer." 

At  length,  alas  1  his  days — his  fair  days — were  numbered,  and,  as 
the  song  says,  "  the  good  old  man  must  die."  As  his  ^rst,  so  was 
bis  last  exhibition  at  Smithfield ;  but  Smithfield,  like  the  other  na- 
tional theatres,  shorn  of  its  splendour,  degenerate,  and  degraded.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  last  of  the  fairs:  others  had  been  abolished  and  put 
down  ;  and  this,  the  topmost  of  them  all,  was  sinking  under  the  march 
of  intellect,  the  diffusion  of  knowledge,  and  the  confusion  of  reform. 
Fairs  in  Britain  were  ended,  and  it  was  not  worth  Richardson's  while 
to  live  any  longer.  He  retired,  tired  and  dejected,  to  bis  "  Wood- 
land Cottage"  in  Horsemonger-lane ;  and  on  the  morning  of  the  14th 
of  November  was  expected  by  the  Angel  of  Death.  His  finale  was 
serene:  his  life  had  been  strange  and  varied,  but  industrious  and 
frugal.  The  last  time  we  saw  him, — and  it  was  to  engage  him  on  his 
last  loyal  and  public  patriotic  work,  namely,  to  erect  the  scaffolding  for 
the  inauguration  of  the  etatue  of  George  III.  in  Cockspur-street, — he 
approached  us  with  a  fine  cabbage  under  bis  arm,  which  he  had  been 
purchasing  for  dinner.  His  manners,  too,  were  equally  simple  and 
unaffected ; — he  was  the  Cincinnatus  of  his  order.  He  told  us  of 
the  satisfaction  he  had  given  to  George  JV.  by  transporting  the 
girafe  in  a  beautiful  caravan  to  Windsor  Park.  The  caravan  was 
Richardson's  world ;  and  he  might  well  have  applied  to  that  vehicle 
the  eastern  apologue,  "  the  place  which  changes  its  occupants  so 
often  is  not  a  palace,  but  a  '  caravan'- serai."  But  we  are  giving  way 
to  lorroir,  though  "  away  with  melancholy"  is  our  motto.     A  wide- 
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nioullied  miuician — we  forget  irliether  clarionet  or  trombone— applied 
to  Richardson  at  Eaater  for  an  engagement  at  Greenwich  fair :  *'  You 
wont  do  any  thing  till  CIiristTnas,"  said  he  :  "  you  must  wsit,  as  you 
are  orAy  fit  for  a  Wait :  you  are  one  to  play  from  ear  to  ear." 

It  is  said  that  Richardson  died  rich ;  and  indeed  the  sale  of  hie 
effecta  by  auction  showed  that  if  other  persons  were  men  of  pn^ierty, 
he  was  a  man  of  properties.  Three  hundred  and  thirty-four  lota  of 
inulljtiidinous  composition  were  submitted  to  the  hammer ;  and  it 
was  truly  a  jubilee  to  see  how  the  Jews  did  outbid  each  other.  There 
were  Naiban,  and  Hart,  and  Clarke,  and  Levy,  besides  an  bferior 
and  dirtier  lot,  who  got  velvets,  and  silks,  and  satins,  for  the  old  song, 
*■  Old  do*  I"  Though  their  late  owner,  in  the  heyday  of  his  prime, 
observed,  "I  have  to  show  my  dresses  by  daylight,  and  they  must  be 
first-rate  ;  anything  will  do  for  the  large  theatres  in  the  night-time, 
eilhar  green-baize,  or  tin,  or  dog-skins  for  ermine ;"  yet  their  pricea 
were  by  no  means  considerable.  Two  Lear's  dresses,  two  Dutch 
and  one  Jew's  ditto,  uAd  for  thirty-five  shiUings ;  one  spangled  Har- 
lequin's dress,  one  clown's,  one  magician's,  and  pantaloon's,  came  to 
one  pound  eleven  shillings  aitd  sixpence  ;  five  priests'  and  a  cardinal's 
dress,  aad  the  next  lot,  six  robbers'  dresses  and  a  cardinal's  dress, 
went  very  low ;  and  six  satyrs'  dresses  were  absolutely  given  away. 
A  large  scene  waggon  brought  fourteen  pounds,  and  a  ditto  scene 
carriage  only  eight  pounds.  Then  there  were  sundries  of  curious 
character  in  the  catalogue : 
'  Ten  common  wAigs,  trick-bottle,  and  trick-box  (prtrinbly  what 
Stanley  called  the  thimble-rig). 

A  trick-sword,  a  coffin  and  pall ;  tomb  of  CapvkUe. 

The  old  oak  chest,  with  skeleton  and  two  inscriptions  (a  very  supe- 
rior property). 

A  spangled  woman's  dress,  white  gown,  &c.  complete. 

Two  handsome  spangled  women's  dresses  with  caps,  complete. 

Five  chintz  women's  dresses,  two  bow  [^qy.  beauPJ  strings  and 
scarf,  eight  fans,  four  baskets,  and  fifteen  toils. 

A  man's  ghost  dress,  complete. 

A  handsome  woman's  velvet  dress,  and  Roman  father's  ditto. 

Three  magicians'  dresaes,  and  five  musicians'  ditto. 

Niiw  spangled  flys. 

A  handsome  dernon's  dresa,  spangled  and  ornamented  with  gilt 
[guilt]  mask,  and  mace. 

Four  demons'  dretset,  with  madt,  complete  !  ■ 

BxeeutKmert  dresa  and  cap, complete ;  six  block  gowns,  and  Jbur 
faOi. 

A  superfine  admiral's  coat  and  hat,  trimmed  with  gold  lace, 
breeches,  and  waistcoat. 

Ditto  (no  breeches). 

Lion,  bear,  monkey,  and  cat's  dresses,  with  two  masks. 

Two  handsome  tumdaeript  dresses. 

Such  and  so  varioua  were  the  articles  in  this  unique  three  days' 
■ale ;  and  in  the  last  some  pieces  of  good  old  china  were  knocked 
down.  Three  weeks  previously  their  owner  was  deposited  in  the 
cold  church-yard  of  Great  Marlow,  in  the  grave,  we  are  assured,  of 
the  Spotted  Boy.  The  funeral  was,  at  hit  request,  conducted  with- 
out Shotci  and  his  ne^diews  and  nieces— for  he  le^  no  family  — 
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iaherit  his  worldly  wesldi,  under  the  executorship  of  Mr.  CroM,  the 
proprietor  of  the  Surrey  Zoologicsl  Garden  and  its  giraffery. 

Many  actors  who  have  risen  to  celebrity  began  their  course  with 
him  ;  Kean,  first  as  an  outside  and  inside  tumbling  boy,  and  after- 
wards as  a  leading  tragedian,  with  a  salary  of  five  shillings  a  day  ; 
Oxberry,  Mitchell,  Walbourn,  and  Sanders,  A.  Slader,  Thwaites, 
Vaughan,  S.  Faucett,  &c.  were  introduced  to  the  public  under  his 
auspices.  Who  now  shall  open  the  gates  of  the  temple  to  dramatic 
feme?  The  Janitor  is  gone  for  ever.  A  hearse  is  the  last  omnibus, 
after  all,  A  hearse  is  the  end  of  the  showman's  camans,  and  the 
■extoD  is  the  last  toll-collector  he  encount^s  in  thii  world.  Jidui 
KichardsoD, 

Fa RB WELL  ! 


PADDY  BLAKE'S  ECHO. 

L   N£W    VBRSIOM    FBOH   THZ  ORIQIHAL    [RMR. 

"  Ecco  ridente,"  Ice, 


There 's  a  spot  by  that  lake,  sirs, 

Where  echoes  were  born, 
Where  one  Paddy  Blake,  sirs, 

Was  walking  one  mom 
With  a  great  curiosity  big  in  his  mind  I 
Says  he,  "Mrs.  Blake 

Doesn't  trate  me  of  late 
In  the  fiubion  she  did 

When  I  first  call'd  her  Kate: 
She's  crusty  and  surly, — 

My  cabin  'a  the  dhiaout. 
My  pigs  and  my  poultry 
Are  all  cheek  by  jowl ; 
But  what  is  the  cause,  from  the  ^cho  111  find." 
(Spoken.) 
So  up  he  goes  bovidfy  to  the  Acho,  and  aays,  "  The  lop  o'  the 
moi'nin'    t'ye,    Misther    or   Missus  ^cho,  for  divil  a  know  I  know 
whether  ye  wear  petticoats  or  breeches." 
"  Neither,"  says  the  .i4cho  in  Irish. 

"  Now,  that  being  the  case,"  says  Paddy,  tumin'  sharp  'pon  the 
.^cho,  d'ye  see,  "ye  can  tell  me  the  stark-n^ed  truth." 

""Troth,  an'  ye  may  say  that,  with  yir  own  purty  mouth,"  saya 
the  Acho. 

"  Well,  thin,"  says  Paddy  agin,  "  what  the  divil's  come  over  Mrs. 
Blake  of  late  ?" 

"  Potehetn  !"  says  the  ^cho. 

"Oh!   (ihouting)  by  the  pow'rs  of  Moll.  Kelly,"  says  Paddy,  "I 
thought  as  mich ; — 

"  It  wasn't  fer  nothin'  the  taypot  was  hid. 
Though  I  gueit'd  what  was  in  it,  by  smelling  the  Ud!" 
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There 's  another  suspicion 

Comes  over  my  mind, 
That  with  all  his  contrition 

And  pray'ra,  aad  that  kiod, 
Ould  Father  Mahon^  'b  a  vrag  in  his  way. 
When  a  ttation,  he  says, 

Will  be  held  at  my  house, 
/■DUBt  go  my  ways. 

Or  be  mute  as  a  mouse. 
For  him  turkey  and  bacon 

Is  pull'd  from  the  shelf; 
Not  so  much  as  a  cake  gn 

The  coals  for  myself: 
But  trhat  all  this  manet,  why,  the  ^cho  will  Bay. 

Up  he  goes  agin  to  the  ^cho,  and  says,  "  Tell  me,  aff  ye  plase, 
what  is 't  brings  ould  Father  Mahony  so  ererlasUngly  to  my  country 
aaat  in  the  tx^  of  Bally  Keeran  P" 
"  Mrs.  Blake  T  says  the  ^cho. 

"  Oh  [  hannimandh iaoul !"  says  Paddy,  "  I  thought  as  mich — the 
thief  o'  the  world — I  thought  as  mich.     Oh  !  tundher-a-oouns  .' 
"  I  '11  go  home  an'  bate  her,  until  my  heart 's  sore, 
Then  give  her  the  key  of  the  street  evermore .'" 

W. 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF  CHILDHOOD. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  HEADLOHG  MALL. 


I  PASSED  many  of  my  earliest  days  in  a  country  town,  on  whose 
.immediate  outskirts  stood  an  ancient  mansion,  bearing  the  name  of 
the  Abbey  House.  This  mansion  has  long  since  vanished  from  the 
bee  of  the  earth  ;  but  many  of  my  pleasantest  youthful  recollections 
are  asaociated  with  it,  and  in  my  mind's  eye  1  still  see  it  as  it  stood, 
with  its  amiable,  simple-mannered,  old  English  inhabitants. 

The  house  derived  its  name  from  standing  near,  though  not  ac- 
tually on,  the  site  of  one  of  those  rich  old  abbies,  whose  demesnes  the 
pure  devotion  of  Henir  the  Eighth  transferred  from  their  former 
occupants  (who  foolishly  imagined  they  had  a  right  to  them,  though 
they  lacked  the  might  which  is  its  essence,)  to  the  members  of  his 
convenient  parliamentary  chorus,  who  helped  him  to  run  down  his 
Scotch  octave  of  wives.  Of  the  abbey  itself  a  very  small  portion  re- 
mained :  a  gateway,  and  a  piece  of  a  wall  which  formed  part  of  the 
enclosure  of  an  orchard,  wherein  a  curious  series  of  fiBh-ponds,  con- 
nected by  sluices,  was  fed  from  a  contiguous  stream  with  a  perpetual 
circulation  of  fre^  water, — a  sort  of  piscatorial  panopticon,  where  all 
approved  varieties  of  fresh-water  fish  had  been  classified,  each  in  its 
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OWD  pond,  and  kept  in  good  order,  clean  and  fat,  for  the  mortificwtton 
of  the  flesh  of  the  monastic  brotherhood  on  fast^aj^s. 

llie  road  which  led  to  the  Abbe;  House  terminated  as  a  carriage- 
road  with  the  house  itself  Beyond  it,  a  footpath  over  meadowi  con- 
ducted across  a  ferry,  to  a  village  about  a  mile  distaot.  A  large  cluinp 
of  old  walnulrtreefl  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  to  a  pair  of 
massy  iron  gates,  which  gave  entrance  to  a  circular  gravel  road,  en* 
compassing  a  large  smooth  lawn,  with  a  sun-dial  in  the  centre,  aod 
bordered  on  both  sides  with  tall  thick  evergreens  and  flowering  shruba^ 
interspersed  in  the  seasons  with  hollyhocks,  sun-flowers,  and  other 
gigttntic  blossoms,  such  as  are  splendid  in  distance.  Within,  immedi- 
ately apposite  the  gates,  a  broad  flight  of  stone  steps  led  to  a  ponder- 
ous portal,  and  to  a  large  antique  hall,  laid  with  a  chequered  pavoneat 
of  bkck  and  white  marble.  On  the  left  side  of  the  entrance  was  the 
porter's  chair,  consisting  of  a  cushioned  seat,  occupying  the  depth  of 
a  capacious  recess  resembling  a  niche  for  a  fuU-sized  statue,  a  welk 
stufied  body  of  black  leather  glittering  with  gold-headed  naib.  Oa 
the  right  of  this  hall  was  the  great  staircase  ;  on  the  left,  a  passage  X» 
a  wing  appropriated  to  the  domestics. 

Facing  the  portal,  a  door  opened  into  an  inner  hall,  in  the  centre  of 
which  was  a  billiard- table.  On  the  right  of  this  hall  was  a  library  ; 
on  the  left  a  parlour,  which  was  the  common  sitting-room  ;  and  iacing 
the  middle  door  was  a  glazed  door,  opening  on  the  broad  flight  of 
ttoae  steps  which  led  into  the  gardens. 

The  gardens  were  in  the  old  style  :  a  large  square  lawn  occupied  aa 
ample  space  in  the  centre,  separated  by  broad  walks  ftoat  belts  of  trees 
and  ibnibs  on  each  side ;  and  in  front  were  two  advancing  grovet*. 
with  a  long  wide  vbta  between  them,  looking  to  the  open  country, 
from  which  the  grounds  were  separated  by  a  terraced  wall  over  a 
deep  sunkm  dyke.  One  of  the  groves  we  c^Ied  the  green  grove,  and 
the  Other  the  dark  grove.  The  first  had  a  pleasant  glade,  with  sloping 
banks  covered  with  flowery  turf;  the  other  was  a  mass  of  trees  too 
closely  canopied  with  foliage  for  grass  to  grow  beneath  them. 

The  &mily  consisted  of  a  gentleman  and  his  wife,  with  two  daugh- 
ters and  a  son.  The  eldest  daughter  was  on  the  confines  of  woman- 
hood, the  youngest  was  little  more  than  a  child  ;  the  son  was  between 
them.  I  do  not  know  his  exact  age,  but  1  was  seven  or  eight,  and  he 
was  two  or  three  years  more. 

The  family  lived,  from  taste,  in  a  very  retired  manner;  but  to  the 
few  whom  they  received  they  were  eminently  hospitable.  I  was  per- 
ha^H  the  foremost  among  these  few  ;  for  Charles,  who  was  my  school- 
fellow, was  never  happy  in  our  holidays  unless  1  was  with  him.  A 
frequent  guest  was  an  elderly  male  relation,  much  respected  by  the 
family, — but  no  bvourite  of  Charles,  over  whom  he  was  disposed  to 
assume  greater  authority  than  Charles  was  willing  ^  acknowledge. 

The  mother  and  daughter  had  alt  the  solid  (jualities  which  were 
considered  female  virtues  in  the  dark  ages.  Our  enlightened  age  baa> 
wisely  no  doubt,  discarded  many  of  them,  and  substituted  show  fvt 
solidity.  The  dark  ages  preferred  the  natural  blossom,  and  the  fruit 
that  follows  it;  the  enlightened  age  prefers  the  artiflcial  double-blo*- 
som,  which  &lta  and  leaves  nothing.  But  the  double  blossom  is  briU 
liant  while  it  lasts ;  and  whuv  there  is  so  much  light,  tliere  ought  to 
be  something  to  glitter  in  iL 
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'  These  htdies  bad  the  faculty  of  staying  at  home ;  and  tbu  was  a 
prindpal  among  the  antique  iacolties  Uiat  upheld  the  rural  msnsioiu  of 
tfa*  middling  gentry.  Ask  Brighton,  Chehenham,  et  ^  gtmu  ^mne, 
iHnt  has  become  of  that  faculty.  And  ask  the  ploughshare  what  has 
become  of  the  rural  mansions. 

Ibey  neTer,  I  think,  went  out  of  their  own  grounds  but  to  church, 
or  to  uke  their  regular  daily  airing  in  the  old  family-carriage.  The 
young  lady  «ras  an  adept  in  preserving :  she  had  one  room,  in  a 
corner  of  the  hall,  between  tite  front  and  the  great  staircase,  entirely 
sorrounded  with  shelves  in  compartments,  stowed  with  classified 
Bweetmeats,  jellies,  and  preserved  fruits,  the  work  of  her  own  sweet 
handa.  These  were  distinguished  ornaments  of  the  supper-table  ;  for 
the  family  dined  early,  and  maintained  the  old  fashion  of  supper.  A 
child  would  not  easily  forget  the  bountiful  and  beautiful  array  of 
fhiits,  natural  and  preserved,  and  the  ample  variety  of  preparations  of 
milk,  cream,  and  custard,  by  which  they  were  accompanied.  The 
BUpper-t^le  bad  matter  for  all  tastes.     I  remember  what  was  most 

The  young  lady  performed  on  the  harpsichord.  Over  what  a  gulph 
of  time  this  name  alone  looks  back  I  What  a  stride  from  that  harpai- 
efaord  to  one  of  Broadwood's  last  grand-pianos !  And  yet  with  what 
pleamre,  as  J  stood  by  the  comer  of  the  instrument,  I  listened  to  K, 
or  rather  to  her !  I  would  give  much  to  know  that  the  worldly  lot  oT 
this  gentle  and  amiable  creature  had  been  a  happy  one.  She  ofVen  gently 
remoosbated  with  me  for  putting  her  harpsichord  out  of  tune  by  playing 
(fae  bells  upon  it ;  but  I  was  never  in  a  serious  scrape  with  her  except 
once.  I  had  insisted  on  taking  from  the  nursery-maid  the  handle  of 
tbe  little  girl's  garden -carriage,  with  which  I  set  off  at  full  speed ;  and 
had  not  run  many  yards  before  1  overturned  the  carriage,  and  rolled 
&al  the  little  girl  The  child  cried  like  Alice  Fell,  and  would  not  be 
pacified.  Luckily  she  ran  to  her  sister,  who  let  me  off  with  an  admo- 
nitiiMi,  and  the  exaction  of  a  promise  never  to  meddle  again  with  the 
child's  carriage. 

Charles  was  fond  of  romances.  The  "  Mysteries  of  Cdulpho,'^  and  all 
the  ghost  and  goblin  stories  of  the  day,  were  his  familiar  reading.  I 
cared  little  about  them  at  that  time  ;  but  he  amused  me  by  narrating 
their  grimmest  passages.  He  was  very  anxious  that  the  Abbey  House 
should  be  haunted ;  but  it  had  no  strange  sights  or  sounds,  and  no 
[Jausible  tradition  to  hang  a  ghost  on.  1  had  very  nearly  accommo- 
dated him  with  what  he  wanted. 

The  garden-front  of  the  house  was  covered  with  jasmine,  and  it 
was  a  pure  delight  to  stand  in  the  summer  twilight  on  the  top  of  the 
Mone  steps  inhaling  the  fragrance  of  the  multitudinous  biostioing.  One 
waning,  as  I  was  standing  on  these  steps  alone,  I  saw  something  like 
the  white  head-dress  of  a  tall  figure  advance  from  the  right-hand 
grove, — the  dark  grove,  as  we  called  it, — and,  afWr  a  brief  interval, 
recede.  This,  at  any  rate,  looked  awfu).  Presently  it  appeared  again, 
and  again  vanished.  On  which  Ijumped  to  my  conclusion,  and  flew  into 
the  parlour  with  die  announcement  that  there  was  a  ghost  in  the  dark 
grove.  The  whole  family  sallied  forth  to  see  the  phenomenon.  The 
appearances  and  disappearances  continued.  All  conjectured  what  it 
couM  b^  bnt  nmie  could  divine.  In  a  minute  or  two  all  the  servants 
wore  in  the  ball.    They  all  tried  their  skill,  and  were  all  equi^ly  un- 
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able  to  wire  the  riddle.  At  lut,  the  muter  of  tlie  houie  leading  the 
way,  we  marched  tn  a  twdj  to  the  spot,  and  unravelled  the  mjriterj. 
It  wa<  a  lai^  bunch  of  flowers  on  the  top  of  a  tall  lilj,  waving  in  the 
wind  at  the  edge  of  the  grove,  and  disappearing  at  intervals  behind 
the  stem  of  a  tree.  My  ghost,  and  the  compact  phalanx  in  which  we 
sallied  against  it,  were  long  the  subject  of  merriment-  It  was  a  cruel 
disappointment  to  Charles,  who  was  obliged  to  abandon  all  hopes  of 
having  the  house  haunted. 

One  day  Charles  was  in  disgrace  with  his  elderly  relation,  who 
had  eierted  sufficient  authority  to  make  him  a  captive  in  his  cham- 
ber. He  was  prohibited  Irom  seeing  any  one  but  me;  and,  of  course, 
a  most  urgent  messenger  was  sent  to  me  express.  I  found  him  in 
his  chamber,  sitting  by  the  fire,  with  a  pile  of  ghostly  tales,  and  an 
Bccumuhition  of  lead,  which  he  was  casting  into  dumps  in  a  mould. 
Dumps,  the  inexperienced  reader  must  know,  are  flat  circles  of  lead, — 
a  sort  of  petty  quoits, — with  which  schoolboys  amused  themselves  half 
a  century  ago,  and  perhaps  do  so  still,  unless  the  march  of  mind  has 


marched  off  with  such  vanities.  Ko  doubt,  in  the  "astounding  pro- 
gress of  intellect,"  the  time  will  arrive  when  boys  will  play  at  philo- 
sophers instead  of  playing  at  soldiers, — will  fight  with  wooden  argu- 
ments instead  of  wooden  swords, — and  pitch  leaden  syllogisms  instead 
of  leaden  dumps.  Charles  was  before  the  dawn  of  this  new  li^t. 
He  had  cast  several  hundred  dumps,  and  was  still  at  work.  The 
quibble  did  not  occur  to  me  at  the  time ;  but,  in  after  years,  I  never 
heard  of  a  man  io  the  dumps  without  thinking  of  my  schoolfellow. 
Mig  position  was  sufficientiy  melancholy.  Hie  chamber  was  at  the 
end  of  a  long  corridor.  He  was  determined  not  to  make  any  sub- 
mission, and  his  captivity  was  likely  to  last  uU  the  end  of  his  holidays. 
Ghost-stories,  and  lead  for  dumps,  were  hia  stores  and  psovisions  for 
standing  the  siege  of  ennut.  I  think,  with  the  aid  of  his  sister,  I  had 
some  share  in  making  his  peace;  but,  such  is  the  assodaUon  of 
ideas,  that,  when  I  first  read  m  Lord  Byron's  Don  Juan, 


the  Imes  immediately  conjured  up  the  image  of  poor  Charles  in  the 
midst  of  his  dumps  and  spectres  at  the  end  of  his  own  long  gallery. 


BY  JOYCB  JOCUND. 

So  well  deserved  is  Roger's  &me. 

That  friends  who  heir  him  most,  advise 

The  EooTisT  to  Change  his  name 
To  "  Argus— with  his  hindtcd  I't !" 


jM,Googlc 


,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


M,Googlc 


FIRE-SIDE  STORIES.— No.  I. 

THE   SPECTRE  OF  TAPPINGTON. 

"It  is  very  odd,  though,  what  can  hare  become  of  them?"  said 
Charles  Seaforth,  aa  he  peeped  under  the  valance  of  an  old-fashioned 
bedstead,  in  an  old-fashioned  apartment  of  a  still  more  old-fashioned 
manor-house  j  "'tis  confounded-  odd,  and  I  can't  make  it  oat  at  all. 
Why,  Barney,  where  are  they?  and.  where  the  d — 1  are  you  ?" 

'  No  B&swer  was  returned  to  this  appeal ;  and  the  lieutenant,  who  was 
in  the  main  a  reasonable  person, — at  least  as  reaaonable  a'  penon.  as 
any  young  gentleman  of  twenty-two  in  "  the  service"  can  fairly  be  ex- 
pected to  De,^— cooled  when  he  reflected  that  his  servant  could  scarcely 
reply  extempore  to  a  sumOions  which  it  was  impossible  he  should  hear. 

Aa  application  to  the  bell  was  the  considerate  result ;  and  the  foot- 
steps of  as  tight  a  lad  as  ever  put  pipe-day  to  belt  sounded  along  the 

"Come  in  !"  said  his  master.  An  ineffectual  attempt  upon. the  door 
reminded  Mr.  Seaforth  that  he  had  locked  himself  in.  "  By  Heaven  I 
this  is  the  oddest  thing  uf  all,"  said  he,  as  he  turned  the  key  and  ad- 
mitted Mr.  Maguire  into  his  dormitory. 

"  Barney,  whefe  are  my  pantaloons  ?" 

"  Is  it  the  breeches  ?'  asked  the  valet,  casting  an  inquiring  ey« 
ronnd  the  apa^ment;  "is  it  the  breeches,  sir?" 

"  Yes ;  wh&t  have  you  done  with  theni  i" 

"Sure  then  youT  h6nour  bad  them  on  when  von  went  to  bed, 
and  it's  hereabouts  they'll  be,  I'll  be  bail;"  and  Barney  lifted  a 
feshionahle  tunic  from  a  cane-bacRed  arbj-chair,  proceeding  in  his  exa- 
mination. But  the  search  was  vain.  There  was  the  tunic  aforesaid, 
—there  was  a  smart-looking  kerseymere  waistcoat ;  but  the  most  im- 
portant article  in  a  gentleman's  wardrobe  was  still  wanting. 

"WTiere  con  they  be?"  kaked  the  master  with  a  strong  accent  on 
the  auxiliary  verb. 

"  Sorrow  a  know  I  knows,"  said  the  man. 

"  It  must  have  been  the  devil,  then,  after  all,  who  has  been  h^e 
and  carried  them  off!"  cried  Seaforth,  staring  fuU  into  Barney's  face. 

Mr.  Maguire  was  not  devoid  of  the  superstition  of  his  countrymen, 
but  he  looked  as  if  he  (fid  not  subscribe  to  the  tequiltir.  ^ 

His  master  read  incredulity  in  his  countenance.  . "  Why,  I  tell  jov, 
Bsmey,  I  put  them  there,  on  that  arni-chair,  when  I  got  into  bed ;  and, 
by  Heaven  I  I  distinctly  saw  the  ghost  of  the  old  fellow  they  told  me  of, 
come  in  at  midnight,  put  on  my  pantaloons,  and  walk  away  with  them." 

"  Maybe  so,"  was  the  cautious  reply. 

"  I  thought,  of  course,  it  was  a  aream  ;  but  then, — where  the  d— 1 
are  the  breeches  ?" 

The  t|uestiun  was  more  easily  asked  than  answered.  Barney  re- 
newed his  search,  while  the  lieutenant  folded  his  arms,  and,  leaning 
against  the  toilet,  sunk  into  a  reverie. 

"  After  all,  it  must  be  some  trick  of  my  laughter-loving  cousins," 
Bud  Seaforth. 

"  Ah  I  then,  the  ladies  V  chimed  in  Mr.  Maguire,  though  the  obser- 
vation was  not  addressed  to  him  ;  "  and  will  it  be  Miss  Caroline,  or 
Miss  Marffaret,-that  'a  stole  your  honour 's  things  ?" 

"  I  haroly  know  what  to  think  of  it,"  pursued  the  bereaved  lieute- 
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mnt,  Btill  s|>eBkinf(  in  toliloquy,  with  his  eye  reeling  dubimuly  ob  the 
chamWc  door.  "  I  lockrd  myself  ia,  that 's  certain ;  and — bat  there 
must  be  same  other  eatnuice  to  the  room — pooh  !  I  reinemben — the  pi>- 
vate  itaircsse :  how  conld  I  be  such  a  fool  ?"  and  he  crossed  the  filiambu 
to  wheru  a  low  oaken  door-case  was  dimly  visible  in  a  distant  oMoer. 
He  paused  before  it.  NothinK  now  interfei^  to  scieen  it  from  obser- 
vation ;  bnt  it  bore  tokens  of  having  been  at  aume  earlier  peried  eon- 
cealttd  by  tapestry,  remains  of  which  yet  clothed  the  walla  on  aitbar 
side  the  portal 

"  This  way  they  most  have  come,"  said  Seafbrth ;  "  I  with  with  all 
my  heart  I  had  caught  them !" 

"  Och  t  the  kittens  1"  sighed  Mr-  Barney  Maguire. 

Bat  Ute  mystery  was  yet  as  far  from  being  solved  as  betote.  Traa, 
there  teat  the  "  other  door;"  but  then  that,  tiio,  on  ezajninatioa,  wm 
even  more  firmly  aecured  than  the  one  which  opeued  on  the  gallery^— 
two  heavy  bolts  on  .the  inside  effectually  prevented  any  cOHp  dt  tnaim 
on  the  lieutenant's  bivouac  from  that  quarter.  He  was  more  poznled 
than  ever  ;  nor  did  the  minutest  inspection  of  the  walls  and  floor  Umnr 
any  light  upon  the  subject:  one  thing  only  was  clear, — the  breectws 
were  gone  !     "  It  is  very  singular,"  eaia  the  lieutenant. 

Tappington  (generally  called  Taptou)  Everard,  is  an  antiquated  bat 
commodious  manor-house  in  the  eastern  division  of  the  county  of  KenL 
A  former  pmprietor  had  been  high  sheriff  in  the  days  of  EUsabeth, 
and  manT  a  dork  and  dismal  tradition  was  yet  extant  of  the  liceBtiou»> 
ness  of  his  life,  and  the  enormity  of  his  offences.  The  Glen,  which 
the  keeper's  daughter  was  seen  to  enter,  but  never  known  to  quit, 
still  frowns  darkly  aa  of  yore  ;  while  an  ineradicable  bloodstain  <m  the 
oaken  stair  yet  bids  defiance  to  the  united  enernes  of  soap  and  sand. 
But  it  is  with  one  particular  apartment  that  a  deed  of  more  especial 
atrocity  is  said  to  be  connected.  A  stranger  guest — so  runs  the  Ja- 
eend — arrived  unexpectedly  at  the  mansion  of  the  "  Bad  Sir  Giles." 
They  met  in  appaieat  friendship  ;  but  the  ill-coneealed  acowl  on  thei> 
master's  brow  told  the  domestics  that  the  visit  was  not  a  welcome  ose. 
The  banquet,  however,  was  not  spared  ;  the  wine-cup  circulated  freely, 
— too  freely,  perhaps, — for  sounds  of  discord  at  length  reached  the 
ears  of  even  the  excluded  serving-men  as  tbey  were  doing  their  beat 
to  imitate  their  betters  in  the  lower  hall.  Alarmed,  some  of  them 
ventatedto  approach  the  parlour;  one,  an  old  and  favoured  retainer 
of  the  houae,  went  so  for  as  to  break  in  upon  his  master's  privacy. 
Sir  Giles,  already  high  in  oath,  fiercely  enjoined  his  absence,  and  he 
retired ;  not,  however,  before  he  had  distinctly  heard  from  the 
stranger's  lips  a  menace  that  "  There  was  that  within  his  pocket 
which  could  disprove  the  kn^ht's  right  to  issue  that,  or  any  other, 
command  within  the  walls  of  'Tapton." 

The  intrusion,  though  momentary,  seemed  to  have  produced  a  be- 
neficial effect ;  the  voices  of  the  disputants  fell,  and  the  conversatioB 
was  carried  on  thenceforth  in  a  more  subdued  tone,  till,  as  eveidiig 
closed  in,  the  domestics,  when  summoned  to  attend  with  lights,  found 
not  only  cordiality  restored,  but  that  a  still  deeper  carouse  was  medi- 
tated. Fresh  stoups,  and  from  the  choicest  Inns,  were  produced  ;> 
nor  was  it  till  at  a  late,  or  rather  early,  hour,  that  the  revelleia 
sought  their  chambers. 

The    one   allotted  to  the  stranger  occupied  the  first  floor  of  the 
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nrtsrn  angle  of  tfae  building,  and  bad  once  been  the  ftroarite  apart- 
taeat  of  8ir  Oiles  bhoBelf.  Scandal  ascribed  tbis  preferem-e  to  the 
iualifrf  whioli  a  private  staircase,  commumcating  with  the  grounds, 
iMd  aS)Tded  bim,  in  the  old  kotght's  time,  of  following  hia  wicked 
oonnee  nndiecked  by  parental  obserration ;  ■  a  consideration  which 
oewcd  to  be  of  weight  wben  the  death  of  his  father  left  him  nnctin> 
trailed  master  of  his  estate  and  actions.  From  that  period  Sir  Giles 
had  established  faimself  in  what  were  called  the  "  state- apartmenta  ;" 
and  tfae  "  oaken  chamber"  was  rarelf  tenanted,  save  on  occasions  of 
extraordiiiHry  festivity,  or  when  the  Ynie  li^  drew  an  uansually 
larve  accession  of  guests  around  the  Christmas  hearth. 

On  this  eventful  night  it  was  prepared  for  the  naknown  visitor, 
1^0  sought  bis  couch  heated  and  inflamed  from  his  midnight  orgies. 
Hid  in  the  morning  was  found  in  his  bed  a  sivollen  and  blackened 
corpse.  No  marks  of  nolence  appeared  npon  the  bodv ;  but  the  livid 
bne  of  the  lips,  and  certain  dark-coloured  spots  visible  on  the  skin, 
aimned  suspicions  which  tbose  who  entertained  them  were  too  timid 
to  cKpreas.  Apoplexy,  indnced  by  the  excesses  of  the  preceding  night. 
Sir  Oiles's  confidential  leech  pronounced  to  be  the  cause  of  bis  sudden 
dissolution  :  the  body  was  buried  in  peace  ;  and,  though  some  shocA 
their  beads  as  they  witnesMd  the  haste  with  which  the  funeral  rites 
were  harried  on,  none  ventured  to  murmnr.  Other  events  arose  to 
diatmct  the  attention  of  the  retainers ;  men's  minds  became  occupied 
by  the  stirring  politics  of  the  duy,  while  the  near  ajmroach  of  thxt  for- 
midable arm^a,  so  vainly  arrogating  to  itself  a  title  which  the  very 
dements  joined  with  human  valour  to  disprove,  soon  interfered  to 
weaken,  if  not  obbterate,  all  remembrance  of  the  nameless  stranger 
wbo  had  died  within  the  walls  of  Tapton  Everard. 

Years  rolled  on :  the  "  Bad  Sir  Giles"  had  himself  long  since  gone 
to  his  account,  the  last,  as  it  was  believed,  of  hi«  immediate  line  ; 
thou^  a  few  of  tfae  older  tenants  were  sometimes  heard  to  speak  of 
an  elder  brother,  who  had  disappeared  in  early  life,  and  never  inherited 
die  estate.  Rumours,  too,  of  fais  having  left  a  son  in  foreign  lands 
were  at  one  time  rife  ;  but  they  died  avvay,  nothing  occurring  to  snp< 
port  them :  the  property  passed  unchallenged  to  a  collateral  branch  of 
the  family,  and  the  secret,  if  secret  there  were,  was  buried  in  Denton 
churchyard,  in  the  lonely  grave  of  the  mysterious  stranger.  One  cir- 
duOBtance  alone  occnrred,  after  a  long  intervening  period,  to  revive  the 
memory  of  these  transactions.  Some  workmen  employed  in  grubbing 
an  old  plantation,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  on  its  site  a  modem  shrub- 
bery, dag  up,  in  the  execution  of  their  t^,  the  mildewed  remnants 
of  what  seemed  to  have  been  once  a  garment.     On  more  minute  in- 

rdon,  enough  remained  of  silken  slashes  and  a  coarse  embroidery  to 
tify  the  relics  as  having  once  formed  part  of  a  pair  of  trunk  hose ; 
while  a  few  papers  which  fell  from  them,  altogether  i liable  from 
damp  and  age,  were  by  the  unlearned  rustics  conveyed  to  the  then 
owner  of  the  estate. 

Whether  tbe  squire  was  more  successful  in  deciphering  them  was 
sever  known  ;  be  certainly  never  alluded  to  their  contents^  and  little 
would  have  been  thought  of  the  matter  but  for  tbe  inconvenient  me- 
mory of  one  old  woman,  wbo  declared  she  had  heard  faer  grandfather  say 
that  when  the  "  stranger  guest"  was  poisoned,  though  all  the  rest  of 
bis  clothes  were  there,  his  breeches,  the  supposed  repository  of  tbe 
nippoted  documents,  could  never  be  found.     The  master  of  Tapton 
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Ererard  imiled  when  he  heard  Dame  Jonea's  hint  of  deeds  wluch 
might  impeach  the  validity  of  his  own  title  in  favonr  of  some  unknawn 
descendant  of  some  i^nknown  heir ;  and  the  story  was  rarely  alluded  to, 
aare  by  one  or  two  miracle' mongers,  who  had  heard  that  others  had 
seen  the  ghost  of  old  Sir  Oiles,  in  his  night-cap,  issue  from  the  postern, 
enter  the  adjoining  copse,  and  wring  his  shadowy  hands  in  agony  as  he 
seemed  to  search  raJnly  for  something  bidden  among  the  evergreens. 
The  stranger's  death-room  bad,  of  course,  been  occasionally  haunted 
from  the  time  of  his  decease ;  but  the  periods  of  visitation  bad  Utterly 
become  very  rare, — even  Mrs.  Botbeiby,  the  housekeeper,  being  forced 
to  admit  that,  during  her  long  sojourn  at  the  manor,  she  bad  never 
"met  ivitb  anything  worse  than  herself ;"  though,  as  the  old  lady 
afterwards  added  upon  more  mature  reflection,  "I  must  say  I  think  1 
aaw  the  devil  once." 

Such  was  the  legend  attached  to  Tapton  Everard,  and  sndi  the  story 


which  the  lively  Caroline  Ingoldsby  detailed  to  her  equally  mercurial 
cousin  Charles  Seaforth,  lieutenant  in  the  Hon.  East  India  Company's 
second  r^ment  of  Bombay  Fencibtes,  as  arm-in-arm  they  promenaded 


a  gallery  decked  with  some  dozen  grim-looking  ancestral  portraits,  and, 
among  others,  with  that  of  the  redoubted  Sir  Giles  himself.  The  gallant 
commander  had  that  very  morning  paid  his  first  visit  to  the  house  of 
bis  maternal  uncle,  after  on  absence  of  several  years  passed  with  his 
r^ment  on  the  arid  plains  of  Hindostan,  whence  he  was  now  returned 
on  a  three  years'  furlough.  He  had  gone  ont  a  boy, — he  returned  a 
man;  but  the  impression  made  upon  his  joutbfiil  fancy  by  bis  favour- 
ite cousin  remained  unimpaired,  and  to  Tapton  he  directed  his  steps, 
even  before  he  songbt  the  home  of  his  widowed  mother, — comforting 
himself  in  this  breach  of  filial  decorum  by  the  reflection  that,  as  the 
manor  was  so  little  out  of  his  way,  it  would  be  unkind  to  pass,  aa  it 
were,  the  door  of  his  relatives  without  just  looking  in  for  a  few  hours. 

But  he  found  his  nncle  as  hospitable  and  his  cunsia  more  charming 
than  ever ;  and  the  looks  of  one,  and  the  requests  of  the  other,  socAi 
precluded  the  possibility  of  refusing  to  lengthen  the  "few  hours"  into 
a  few  days,  though  the  house  was  at  the  moment  full  of  visitors. 

The  Peterses  were  there  from  Ramsgate  j  and  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  the  two 
Miss  Simpkinsons,  from  Bath,  had  come  to  pass  a  month  with  the 
family ;  and  Tom  Ingoldsby  had  brought  down  his  collie  friend  t£e 
Honourable  Augustus  Sucklethumbkin,  with  bis  groom  and  pointns, 
to  take  a  fortnight's  shooting.  And  then  there  was  Mrs.  Ogleton,  the 
rich  young  widow,  with  her  large  black  eyes,  who,  people  did  say,  waa 
setting  her  cap  at  the  young  squire,  though  Mrs.  Botherby  did  not  be- 
lieve it;  and,  above  all,  there  was  Mademoiselle  Pauline,' her /emmccfe 
chambre,  who  "  Mon-Dieu'd"  everything  and  everybody,  and  cried 
"  QuW  horreur!"  at  Mrs-  Botberhy's  cap.  In  short,  to  use  the  last- 
named  and  much  respected  lady's  own  expression,  the  house  waa 
"choke-fnll"  to  thevery  attics,-7-Bll,  save  the  "  oaken  chamber,"  which, 
as  the  lieutenant  expressed  a  most  magnanimous  disregard  of  ghosts, 
was  forthwith  appropriated  to  bis  particular  accommodation.  Mr.  Ma- 
gnire  meanwhile  was  fain  to  share  the  apartment  of  Oliver  Dobba,  the 
squire's  own  man ;  a  jocular  proposal  of  Joint  occupancy  having  been 
first  indignantly  rejected  by  "  Mademoiselle,"  though  preferred  with 
the  "  laste  taste  in  life"  of  Mr.  Barney's  most  insinuating  brogne. 

"  Come,  Charles,  the  nrn  is  absolutely  getting  cold ;  jour  breakout 
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witl  be  qaha  spoiled :  what  am  have  made  yon  m  idle  t"  Such  mm 
the  moming  ralutetion  of  Miae  logoldaby  to  the  militaire  as  he  en- 
tered the  breakfast-room  half  aa  bonr  after  the  Uteet  of  the  putr. 

"  A  pretty  gentleman,  truly,  to  make  an  appointment  with,"  chimed 
in  Miss  Margaret.  "  What  is  become  of  our  ramble  to  the  rocks  be- 
£ve  breakfast  ?" 

"  Oh  1  the  yonng  men  never  think  of  keeping  a  promise  now,"  said 
Mrs.  Peters,  a  little  ferret-&eed  woman  with  underdone  eyes- 

"  When  I  was  a  young  man,"  said  Mr.  Peters,  "  I  remember  I  al- 
ways made  a  point  of " 

"  Pray  how  long  ago  was  that  ?"  asked  Mr.  Simpkinson  from  Bath. 

"Why,  sir,  When  I  married  Mrs.  Peters,  I  was — let  me  see— I 

"Do  pray  hold  your  tongue.  P.,  and  eat  your  break&st!"  inters 
rapted  lus  better  half,  who  bad  a  mortal  hcHTor  of  chronological  re- 
ferences ;  "  it 's  very  rude  to  tease  people  with  yonr  family  affairs." 

The  lient^iant  had  bv  tfais  time  taken  hia  seat  in  silence,—^  good- 
bamoored  nod,  and  a  glance,  half-smiling,  half'inquisitire,  being  the 
extent  of  his  salutation.  Smitten  aa  he  was,  and  in  the  immediate 
presence  of  her  who  bad  made  so  large  a  hole  in  his  heart,  his  manner 
was  eridently  dUtraii,  which  the  fair  Caroline  in  her  secret  soul  at- 
tributed to  hia  being  solely  occupied  by  her  agrimetu, — bow  would  she 
hare  bridled  bad  she  known  that  they  only  shared  his  meditationa 
with  a  pair  of  breeches  ! 

Charles  drank  his  coffee  and  spiked  some  ha]f.4luzen  eggs,  darting 
occasionally  a  penetruting  glance  at  the  ladies,  in  hope  m  detecting 
the  snppoeed  watery  by  the  evidence  of  some  furtive  smile  or  con- 
acions  look.  But  in  vain  !  not  a  dimple  moved  indicative  of  roguery, 
nor  did  tbe  slightest  elevation  of  eyebrow  rise  confirmative  of  hia  su»< 
picions.  Hints  and  insinuations  passed  unheeded, — more  particular 
inquiries  were  out  of  the  question :— the  subject  was  unapproachable. 

In  the  mean  time,  "  patent  cords"  were  just  the  thing  for  a  morn- 
ing's ride,  and,  brraktast  ended,  away  cantered  the  party  over  tbe 
downs,  tiU,  every  faculty  absorbed  by  the  beauties,  animate  and  inani- 
mate, which  surrounded  him.  Lieutenant  Seaforth  of  the  Bombay 
Fracibles  bestowed  no  more  thought  upon  his  breeches  than  if  be  bad 
been  born  on  the  top  of  Ben  I«iiiond. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Another  night  had  passed  away ;  the  sun  rose  brilliantly,  forming 
with  his  level  beams  a  splendid  rainbow  in  the  iar-off  west,  whither 
tbe  heavy  clond,  which  for  the  last  two  hours  had  been  pouring  its 
waters  on  the  earth,  was  now  flying  before  him. 

"  Ah  I  then,  and  it  'a  little  good  it  '11  be  the  daning  of  ye,"  apos- 


tropMsed  Mr.  Barney  Maguire,  as  he  deposited,  in  front  of  his  master's 
toilet,  a  pair  of  "  bran-new"  jopkey  boots,  one  of  Hoby'g  primest  fits, 
which  the  lientenaut  had  purchased  in  bis  way  through  town.    On 


that  very  morning  had  they  come  for  the  first  time  under  the  valet's 
depuriating  hand,  so  little  soiled,  indeed,  from  the  tur^  ride  of  tbe 
preceding  day,  that  a  leas  scrupulous  domestic  might,  perhaps,  have 
considered  tbe  application  of  "  Warren's  Matchless,"  or  oxalic  add, 
altogether  superfluous.  Not  so  Barney :  with  tbe  nicest  care  had  he 
removed  the  slightest  impurity  from  each  polished  sur&ce,  and  there 
they  stood  r^oicing  in  their  sable  radiance.  No  wonder  a  pang  shot 
across  Mr.  Maguire's  breast  as  he  thought  on  tbe  work  now  cut  out 
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for  them,  no  different  ftmn  the  light  laboure  of  the  day  before ;  no 
wonder  he  nmrniiired  with  a  aigh,  aa  the  acuce  dried  insdow-panes 
ditcloaed  a  road  now  iii(d>-deep  in  mud.  "  Ah !  Uien,  it  'a  little  good 
the  (dsBing  of  ye  I"— for  well  had  he  learned  in  the  hsll  below  that 
flight  niilea  of  a  stiff  clay  tmi  lay  between  the  mamir  and  BolMver 
Abbey,  whoie  pietoreaque  ruiiu, 

"  Like  ancient  Rome,  majestic  in  de&j,'' 
the  party  had  determined  to  explore.     The  master  had  already  oom- 
oienced  dressing,  and  the  maa  was  fitting  straps  upon  a  light  pair  of 
craue-Declced  spurs,  when  his  hand  was  arrested  by  the  old  question, — 
"  Barney,  where  are  the  breeches  ?" 

•  •  •  •  • 

Mr.  Seaforth  descended  that  morning,  whip  in  hand,  and  equipped 
in  a  handsome  green  riding-frock,  but  no  "  breeches  and  oiiota  to 
match"  were  there  :  loose  jean  trousers,  surmounting  a  pair  of  dimi- 
nuti?e  Weliingtuns,  embraced,  somewhat  incongruously,  his  nether 
man,  vice  the  "  patent  cordd,"  returned,  like  yesterday  s  pantaloons, 
absent  without  leave.     The  "  top-boots"  had  a  noliday. 

"A  fine  morning  after  the  rain,"  said  Mr.  Simpkinson  from  Bath. 

"Just  the  thing  for  the  'ops,"  said  Mr.  Peters.  "  I  remember  when 
I  was  a  boy " 

"  Do  hold  your  tongue,  P.,"  said  Mrs.  Peters, — advice  which  that  ex- 
emplary matron  was  in  the  constant  habitof  administering  to  "her  P.," 
as  she  called  him,  whenever  he  prepared  to  vent  his  eemlniscences. 
Her  precise  reason  fur  this  it  would  oe  difficult  to  determine,  unlesSi 
indeed,  the  story  be  true  which  a  little  bird  had  whispered  into  Mra. 
Botherby's  ear, — Mr.  Peters,  though  now  a  wealthy  man,  had  re- 
ceived a  liberal  education  at  a  charity-school,  aud  was  apt  to  recur  t» 
the  days  of  his  muffin-cap  and  leathers.  As  usual,  he  took  his  wife's 
hint  in  good  part,  and  "  paused  in  hia  replv." 

"  A  glorious  day  for  the  Ruins  !"  said  young  Ingoldsby.  "  But, 
Charles,  what  the  deuce  are  yuu  about  ? — you  don't  mean  to  ride 
through  our  lanes  in  such  toggery  as  that  ?" 

"Lassy  met"  said  Miss  Julia  Simpkinson,  "won't  you  be  very 
wet  ?"  " 

"  You  had  better  take  Tom's  cab,"  quoth  the  squire. 

But  this  nroposition  was  at  once  overruled ;  Mrs.  Ogleton  had  al- 
ready naileo  the  cab,  a  vehicle  of  all  others  the  best  adapted  for  a. 
snug  flirtation. 

"  Or  drive  Miss  Julia  in  the  pliaeton  ?"  No ;  that  was  the  post  of 
Mr-  Peters,  who,  indifferent  as  an  equestrian,  had  acquired  some  fame 
as  a  whip  while  travelling  through  the  midland  counties  for  the  Ann 
of  B^haw,  Snivelby,  and  Ghrimes. 

"  'rhaok  you,  I  shall  ride  with  my  cousins,"  said  Charles  with  as 
mucli  notickalance  as  he  could  assume, — and  he  did  so;  Mr.  Ingoldsbv, 
Mrs.  Peters,  Mr.  Simpkinson  from  Bath,  and  his  eldest  daughter  with 
her  album,  following  in  the  family  coach.  The  gentleman -commoner 
"voted  the  affair  a— d  slow,"  and  declined  the  party  altogether  in 
favour  of  the  gamekeeper  and  a  cigar.  "  There  was  '  no  fun'  in  hn^- 
ine  at  old  houses  !"  Mrs.  Simpkinson  preferred  a  short  tejour  lu  the 
stni-room  with  Mrs-  Botherby,  who  had  promised  to  initiate  her  in 
that  grand  arcanum,  the  transmutation  of  gooseberry  jam  into  Guava 
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".  Did  yon  ever  we  an  old  abbey  before,  Mr.  Prteis  ?" 

"  Yes,  misa,  a  Frenoh  one ;    we  hmve  get  one   at  B 
tMcbes  tbe  Miss  Jtmesea  to  parleyvoo,  and  is  turned  of  nxty." 

Aliw  Kmpkinsou  cloBed  her  album  with  an  air  of  ineffable  disdain. 

Mr.  SimpkioMtn  from  Bath  was  a  profesaed  antiouery,  and  one  of 
tbe  fint  water ;  be  was  master  of  uwiliim'a  Herudry,  and  Millea'B 
History  of  the  Cnuades ;  knew  every  plate  in  the  Munaaticon,  had 
written  an  essay  on  the  origin  and  dignity  of  the  office  of  Overseer,  and 
settled  the  date  of  a  Queen  Anne'H  farthing.  An  influentiiit  member 
of  the  Antiquarian  Society,  to  whose  "  Beauties  of  Bagnigge  Welle"  he 
had  been  a  liberal  Bubscnbtr,  procured  bim  a  seat  at  the  board  uf  that 
learned  body,  since  which  happy  epoch  Sylvanns  Urban  had  not  a 
more  indefetirable  correspondent-  His  inaugural  essay  on  the  Presi- 
dent's cocked  bat  was  considered  a  miracle  of  erudition ;  and  bis  account 
of  tbe  earliest  application  of  gilding  to  gingerbread,  a  masterpiece  of 
antiqnarian  research.  Mia  eldest  daughter  was  of  a  kindred  spirit:  if 
Iter  father's  mantle  had  not  fallen  upon  her,  it  was  only  because  be 
had  not  thrown  it  off  himself ;  she  bao  caught  hold  of  its  tail,  however, 
while  yet  upon  his  honoured  shoulders.  To  souls  so  congenial  what  a  eight 
was  the  magnificent  ruin  of  Bolsover!  its  broken  arches,  its  mouldering 
pinnacles,  and  the  airy  tracery  of  its  balf-demolished  windows.  The 
party  wasin  raptures;  Mr.  Simpkinson  began  to  meditate  an  essay,  and 
his  daagbter  an  ode  :  even  Seafortfa,  as  he  gazed  on  these  lonely  relics 
uf  the  <dden  time,  was  betrayed  into  a  momentary  foi^etfulness  of  his 
love  and  losses;  the  widow's  eye-glass  turned  from  her  cicisbeo'B  whis- 
kers to  the  mantling  ivy  ;  Mrs.  Peters  wiped  her  spectacles ;  and  "  ber 
P."  prononnced  the  central  tower  to  be  "very  like  a  mouldy  Stilton 
cheese,— only  bi^er."  The  squire  was  a  philosopher,  and  had  been 
there  often  before ;  so  he  ordered  out  tbe  cold  tongue  and  chickens. 

"  Bolsover  Priory,"  said  Mr.  Simpkinson  with  the  air  of  a  connois- 
seur,— "  Bolsover  Priory  was  fuundeo  in  the  reign  of  Hen^  the  Sixth, 
about  the  banning  of  the  eleventh  century.  Hugh  de  Bolsover  had 
accompanied  that  monarch  to  the  Holy  Land  in  the  expedition  under- 
taken by  way  of  penance  for  the  murder  of  his  young  nephews  in  tbe 
Tower.  Upon^he  dissolution  of  the  monasteries  the  veteran  was  en- 
feoffed rn  the  lands  and  manor,  to  which  he  gave  his  own  name  of 
BowlsDver,  or  Bee-owls-over,  (by  corruntion  Bolsover.J— a  Bee  in 
chief,  over  three  Owls,  all  proper,  being  tue  armorial  ensigns  borne  by 
this  distinguished  crusader  at  the  siege  of  Acre." 

"Ah]  that  was  Sir  Sidney  Smith,"  said  Mr.  Peters;  "I've  heard 
of  him,  and  all  about  Mrs.  Partington,  and " 

"  P.  be  quiet,  and  don't  expose  yourself!"  sharply  interrupted  hia 
lady.     P.  was  ulenced,  and  betook  himself  to  tbe  bottled  stout. 

"  These  lands,"  continued  the  antiquary,  "  were  held  in  grand  ser- 
jeantry  by  tbe  presentation  of  three  white  owls  and  a  pot  of  honey " 

"  I^siy  me !  how  nice !"  said  Miss  Jtilia.  Mr.  Peters  licked  hia 
lips. 

"  Pray  give  me  leave,  my  dear owls  and  honey,  whenever  the 

Idng  ebould  come  a  rat-catching  into  this  part  of  the  country." 

"  Rat-catching  J"  ejaculated  the  squire,  pausing  abruptly  in  the 
mastication  of  a  drumstick. 

"  To  be  sure,  my  dear  sir  :  don't  you  remember  that  rats  once  came 
nnder  the  forest  laws — a  minor  species  of  venison  f  '  Rats  and  mice, 
and  such  small  deer,'  eh  f — Sbakspeare,  you  know.    Oar  anceston  ate 
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rata ;"  ("  The  naat  j  fellows !"  shuddered  Miss  Julia  in  a  parenthesis) 
"  and  owls,  you  know,  are  capital  mousers— — " 

"  I  Ve  seen  a  bowl,"  said  Mr.  Peters;  "  there's  one  in  the  Soholo- 
gical  Gardens, — a  little  hook-nosed  chap  in  a  wig,— only  it's  feathers 
and " 

Poor  P.  waa  destined  never  to  finish  a  speech. 

"  So  be  quiet!"  cried  the  amhoritatiTe  voice,  and  the  would-be 
naturalist  sbrftnk  into  his  shell  like  a  snail  in  the  "  Sohological  Oar- 
dens." 

"  You  should  read  Blount's  '  Jocular  Tenures,'  Mr,  Ingoldsby," 
pOTBued  Simpkinson.  "  A  learned  man  was  Bloant !  Why,  sir,  his 
Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  York  once  paid  a  silver  horse'shoe  to  Lord 

"I've  heard  of  him,"  broke  in  the  incorrigible  Peters;  "  he  was 
hanged  at  the  Old  Bailey  in  a  silk  rope  for  shooting  Doctor  Johnson." 

The  antiquary  vouchsafed  no  notice  of  the  interruption ;  but,  taking 
a  pinch  of  snuff,  continued  bis  harangue. 

"  A  silver  horse-shoe,  sir,  which  is  due  from  every  scion  of  royalty 
who  rides  across  one  of  bis  manors;  and  if  you  look  into  the  penny 
county  histories,  now  publishing  by  an  eminent  &iend  of  mine,  you  wilt 
find  that  Langhale  in  Co.  No^.  was  held  by  one  Baldwin  per  taUttm 
tufflatum,  el  pellvm ;  that  is,  be  was  to  come  ererv  Christmaa  into 
Westminster  Hall,  there  to  take  a  leap,  cry  hem  !  and    ■     " 

"  Mr.  Simpkinson,  a  glass  of  sherry  ?"  cried  Tom  Ingcddsby  has- 
tily. 

"  Not  any,  thank  you,  sir.     This  Baldwin,  samamed  Le " 

"  Mrs.  Ogleton  challenges  you,  sir ;  she  insists  upon  it,"  said  Tom 
still  more  rapidly ;  at  the  same  time  filling  a  glass,  and  forcing  it  on  the 
tfavant,  who,  tbos  arrested  in  the  very  crisis  of  his  narrative,  received 
and  swallowed  the  potation  as  if  it  hail  been  physic. 

"  What  on  earth  has  Miss  Simpkinson  discovered  there  f"  continued 
Tom  ;  "  something  of  interest.     See  how  fast  she  is  writing." 

The  diversion  was  effectual ;  every  one  looked  towards  Miss  Simp- 
kinson,  who,  tta  too  ethereal  for  "  creature  comforts,"  was  seated  apurt 
on  the  dilapidated  remains  of  an  altar-tomb,  committing  eagerly  to 
psper  sometning  that  had  strongly  impressed  her :  the  air, — the  eye  in 
ft  fine  tteaxy  rolling, — all  betokened  that  the  divine  affialui  was  come. 
Her  ftither  rose,  and  stole  silently  towards  her, 

"  What  an  old  boar!"  muttered  young  Ingoldsby;  allnding,  perhaps* 
to  a  slice  of  brawn  which  he  had  Just  begun  to  operHte  upon,  but  which, 
from  the  celerity  with  which  it  disappeared,  did  not  seem  so  very  diffi- 
cult of  mastication. 

But  what  had  become  of  Seaforth  and  his  iair  Caroline  all  this  while  ? 
Why,  it  BO  happened  that  they  had  been  simultaneously  stricken  with 
the  picturesque  appearance  of  one  of  those  high  and  pointed  arches, 
which  that  eminent  antiquary,  Mr.  Horseley  Curties,  aescribes  as  "  a 
Gothic  window  of  the  Saxon  order :" — and  then  the  ivy  clustered  bo 
thickly  and  go  beautifully  on  the  other  side,  that  they  went  round  to 
look  at  that ,— and  then  their  proximity  deprived  it  of  half  its  effect,  and 
80  they  walked  across  to  a  ifittle  knoll,  a  hundred  yards  oft,  and,  in 
crossing  a  small  ravine,  they  came  to  what  in  Ireland  they  call  "  a  bad 
atep,"  and  Charles  had  to  carry  his  cousin  over  it  ;^and  then,  when  they 
had  to  come  back,  she  would  not  give  bim  the  trouble  again  for  the 
world,  ao  they  fallowed  a  better  but  more  drcnitous  route,  and  there 
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were  hedges  and  ditcbes  in  the  w&y,  and  itilea  to  nt  orer,  tuid  gates 
to  get  throngb ;  ao  that  an  hour  ur  more  had  elapsed  before  they  were 
able  to  rejoin  the  party. 

"  Laasy  me  t"  said  Miaa  Jalia  Simpkinaon,  "  how  long  yon  hare 
been  gone !" 

And  so  they  had.  The  remark  waa  a  very  jnst  as  w^  as  a  very 
natural  one.  They  were  gone  a  long  while,  ana  a  nice  coaey  chat  they 
had  i  and  what  do  you  think  it  was  all  about^  my  dear  miss  ? 

"  Oh,  lassy  me !  love,  no  doubt,  and  the  moon,  and  eyes,  and  n^t- 
ingalea,  and " 

Stay,  stay,  my  sweet  young  lady ;  do  not  let  the  feirour  of  your 
feelings  run  away  with  you  !  I  do  not  pretend  to  say,  indeed,  that 
rate  or  more  of  these  pretty  subjects  might  not  bare  been  introduced  ; 
but  the  most  important  and  leading  topic  of  the  conference  waa — Lieu- 
tenant Seaforth's  breeches. 

"  Caroline,"  said  Charles,  "  I  have  had  some  rery  odd  dreams  since 
I  have  been  at  Tappington." 

"  Dreams,  have  you  K"  smiled  the  young  lady,  arching  her  taper  neck 
like  a  swan  in  pluming.     "  Dreams,  have  you?" 

"Ay,  dreams,— -or  dream,  perhaps,  I  should  say;  for,  though  re- 
peated, it  was  sUU  the  same.  And  what  do  you  imagine  was  its  sub- 
ject?" 

"  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  dirine,"  said  the  tongne ;  "  I  have  not 
the  least  difficulty  in  guessing,"  said  the  eye,  as  plainly  as  ever  eye 
spoke. 

"  I  dreamt  of — your  great  grandfather  I" 

There  was  a  change  in  the  glance — "  My  great  grandfather  ?" 

"  Yes,  the  old  Sir  Giles,  or  Sir  John,  vou  told  me  about  the  other 
day  :  he  walked  into  my  bedroom  in  his  short  cloak  of  mnrrey-colonred 
velvet,  his  long  rapier,  and  his  Ralegh-looking  hat  and  feather,  jnat  aa 
the  picture  represents  him ;  bat  wito  one  exception." 

"  And  what  was  that?" 

"  Why,  his  lower  extremities,  which  were  visible,  were— those  of  a 
akeleton.'^' 

"WeUr 

"  Well,  after  taking  a  turn  or  two  about  the  room,  and  looking  round 
him  with  a  wistfnl  air,  he  came  to  the  bed's  foot,  stared  at  me  in  a 
manner  imposaible  to  describe, — and  then  he — he  laid  hold  of  my  pan- 
taloons, whipped  his  long  bony  legs  into  them  in  a  twinkling,  and, 
strutting  up  to  the  glass,  seemed  to  view  himself  in  it  with  great  com- 
placency. I  tried  to  speak,  but  in  vain.  The  effort,  however,  seemed 
to  excite  his  attention ;  for,  wheeling  about,  he  showed  me  the  grim- 
mest-looking death's  head  you  can  well  imagine,  and  with  an  indescri- 
bable grin  strutted  out  of  the  room." 

"  Abanrd,  Charles!     How  can  you  talk  such  nonsense?" 

"  But,  Caroline, — the  breeches  are  really  gone  I" 

•  •  •  *  • 

On  the  following  morning,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  Seaforth 
was  the  first  penon  in  the  breakfast-parlour.  As  no  one  else  was  pre- 
sent, he  did  precisely  what  nine  young  men  out  of  ten  so  situated 
would  have  done ;  he  walked  up  to  the  mantel-piece,  established  him- 
self npon  the  rug,  and  subducting  his  coat-tails  one  under  each  arm, 
tamed  towards  the  fire  that  portion  of  the  human  frame  which  it  is 
'  equally  indecorous  to  present  to  a  friend  or  an  enemy.     A 
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seriousi  not  to  s&y  anxious,  expression  was  visible  upon  bis  eood-hu— 
monred  countenance,  and  his  month  nos  fast  buttoning  itself  op  for 
an  incipient  whistle,  when  little  Flo,  a  tiny  spaniel  of  the  Blenneim 
breed, — the  pet  object  of  Miss  Julia  Simpkinson's  affections, — bonnoed 
out  frnm  beneath  a  sofa,  and  began  to  bark  at — his  pantaloons. 

Thef  were  cleverly  "  built,"  of  a  light  grey  mixture,  a  broad  stripe 
of  tbe  most  vivid  scarlet  traversing  eodi  seam  in  a  perpendicular  direc- 
tion frum  hip  to~ ancle, — in  short,  the  regimental  CMtume  of  the  Royal 
Bombay  Fencibles.  The  animal,  educated  in  the  country,  had  never 
seen  such  a  pair  of  breeches  in  her  life— Ovine  ignolum  pro  magnificof 
The  scarlet  streak,  inAamed  as  it  was  by  the  reflection  of  the  fire. 
seemed  to  act  on  Flora's  nerves  aa  tbe  same  coluur  does  on  thoae  of 
bulls  and  turkeys,  she  advanced  at  the  pat  de  charge;  and  her  vocife- 
ration, like  ber  amasement,  was  unbounded.  A  sound  kick  from  the 
disgusted  officer  changed  its  character,  and  induced  a  retreat  at  tha 
very  moment  when  the  mistress  of  the  pugnacious  quadruped  entered 
to  tbe  rescne- 

"  Lagsv  me  E.Flo!  what  m  the  matter?''  cried  the  sympathising 
lady,  with  a  scratiniEing  glance  levelled  at  the  gentleman. 

It  might  as  well  have  liehted  on  a  feather-bed. — His  air  of  imper- 
turbable unconsciousness  defied  examination ;  and  as  he  would  not, 
and  Flora  could  not,  expound,  that  injured  individual  was  compelled  to 
pocket  up  her  wrongs.  Others  of  the  household  soon  droppea  in,  and 
clustered  round  the  board  dedicated  to  the  moat  sociable  of  meals  ;  th* 
urn  was  paraded  "  hissinit  hot,"  and  the  cups  which  "  cheer,  but  not 
inebriate,"  steamed  redolent  of  hy«an  and  pekoe  ;  muffins  and  macma- 
lade,  newspapers  and  Finnon  haddies,  left  little  room  for  observation  on 
the  character  of  Charles's  warlike  "  turn-out."  At  length  a  look  from 
Caroline,  followed  by  a  smile  that  nearly  ripened  to  a  titter,  caosed  him 
to  turn  abruptly  and  address  his  neighbour.  It  wan  Miss  Simpkinson, 
who,  deeply  engaged  iu  sipping  ber  tea  and  turning  over  her  album, 
seemed,  like  a  female  Ghrononotonthologos, "  immersed  in  congibuudity 
of  cogitation."  An  interrogatory  on  the  subject  of  ber  studies  drew 
from  ner  the  confession  that  she  wan  at  that  moment  employed  iu  {int- 
ting  the  finishing  touches  to  a  poem  inspired  by  the  romantic  shades  of 
Bolsuver.  The  entreaties  of  the  company  were  of  course  ui^ent.  Mr. 
Peters,  who  "  liked  verses,"  waa  especially  persevering,  and  Sappho  at 
length  compliant.  After  a  preparatory  hem  1  and  a  glance  at  the  mirrw 
to  ascertain  that  her  look  was  sufficiently  sentimental,  tbe  poetev 
began: — 

"  There  is  a  calm,  a  holy  feeling, 

Vulgar  minds  can  never  know. 

O'er  the  bosom  softly  stealing, — 

Chasteti'd  grief,  delicious  woe  I 

Oh  I  how  sweet  at  eve  regaining 

Yon  lone  lower's  sequestet'd  shade — 
Sadly  mute  and  uncomplaining " 

— Yow  ! — yeongh  ! — yeough ! — yow  !— yow !  yelled  a  hapless  sufferer 
from  beneath  the  table.^ — 'It  was  an  unlucky  hour  foT  quaarupeds;  and' 
if  "  every  dog  will  have  his  day,"  he  could  nut  hare  selected  a  more 
unpropitiouB  one  than  this.  Mrs.  Ogleton,  too,  bad  a  pet,— a  favonrite 
pns, —  whose  squab  figure,  black  muzzle,  and  tortuosity  of  tail,  that 
curled  like  a  head  of  celery  in  a  salad-bowl,  bespt^e  bis  Dutch  extrac- 
tion.    Yow  !  yow  !  yow  I  continued  the  bnite,  —a  chorus  in  which  Flo 
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iutantly  joined.     Sooth  to  say,  pag  bad  more  reason  to  express  I; 
^JiMtiafiiction  than  was  giren  him  by  the  mase  of  Simpkinson ;  tl 


T  mly  barked  for  company.  Scarcely  bad  the  poetess  zot  through 
ner  nnt  staosa,  when  Tom  InmldBby,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  Oie  moment, 
became  ao  lost  to  the  mateiial  trorld,  that,  in  bii  abstraction,  he  u 


rily  laid  bis  band  on  the  cock  of  the  nrn.  Quivering  with  emotion,  he 
gave  it  sncb  an  onlncky  twiat,  that  the  fall  stream  of  its  scalding  con- 
teata  deacended  on  the  gingerbread  hide  of  the  unlnckv  Cupid-  The 
coBfuaian  was  complete ;  the  whole  economy  of  the  taue  dirairaoged ; 
the  cQBipwiy  broke  up  is  moat  admired  disorder ;  and  "  Tulgor  minds 
will  never  know  "  anything  more  of  Miss  l^mpkinson's  ode  till  they 
peruse  it  in  some  forthooming  annual. 

Srafmth  profited  by  the  confusion  to  take  the  delinqaent  who  bad 
cauaed  tbia  "  strams^ "  by  the  %nn,  and  to  lead  bim  to  the  lawn, 
when  he  bad  a  word  or  two  for  bis  prirUe  ear.  The  conference  be- 
tween the  young  gentlemen  was  neither  brief  in  its  duration,  nor  unim- 
poitaait  in  its  result-  The  subject  was  what  the  lawyers  call  tripartite, 
embradng  the  infitrmatiou  that  Charles  Seafbrth  was  over  brad  and 
e«n  in  lore  with  Tom  Ingoldsbv's  sister;  secondly,  that  the  lady  bad 
Kferred  him  to  "  papa "  for  Iub  sanction ;  thirdly  and  lastly,  bia 
ni^tty  visitations  and  consequent  bereavement.  At  the  two  first 
it«ms  ToDi  smiled  auspidousiy ;  at  the  last  be  burst  out  into  an  abeo- 
lale  "  gu&w." 

"  Stral  yoOr  breeches  i  Miss  Bailey  over  again,  by  Jore  !"  shouted 
Ingoldaby.  "  But  a  gentleman,  yon  say,  and  Sir  Giles  tao-~I  am  not 
sure,  Charles,  whether  I  ought  noAto  call  you  out  for  aspersing  the 
honour  of  the  jamily  r 

"  X<angb  as  you  will,  Tiaa, — be  as  incredulous  as  yon  please.  One 
fisct  is  incontestible, — the  breeches  are  gone  !  Look  here — 1  em  re- 
duced to  my  regimentals ;  and  if  these  go,  to-morrow  I  must  borrow 
of  you-'" 

Rochefoacault  says,  there  is  something  in  the  piisfortnnea  of  our  very 
beat  friends  that  does  not  displease  us ;  certainly  we  can,  most  of  us, 
laugh  at  their  petty  inconveniences,  till  called  npou  to  supply  them. 
Tim  composed  bis  features  on  the  instant,  and  replied  ndth  more 
gravity,  as  well  as  with  an  expression,  which,  if  my  Lord  Mayor  had 
been  within  hearing,  might  have  cost  him  five  shillings, 

"  There  is  sometaing  very  queer  in  this,  after  all.  The  clothes,  you 
ny,  have  positively  disappeared.  Somebody  is  ^ying  you  a  trick, 
and,  ten  to  one,  your  servant  has  a  hand  in  it.  By  the  way,  I  heard 
something  yesterday  of  bis  kicking  up  a  bobbery  in  the  kitchen,  and 
aeeing  a  ghost,  or  something  of  that  kind,  himself-  Depend  upon  it, 
Barney  is  in  the  plot  t" 

It  Btmck  the  lieutenant  at  once  that  the  usually  buoyant  spirits  of 
hia  attendant  bad  of  late  been  materially  sobered  down,  his  loquacity 
obviously  circumscribed,  and  that  he,  the  said  lieutenant,  hod  actually 
mug  bia  bell  three  several  times  that  very  morning  before  he  could 
procure  bis  attendance.  Mr-  Maguire  was  forthwith  summoned,  and 
underwent  a  close  examination-  The  "  bobbery  "  was  easily  explained. 
Mr.  Oliver  Oobbs  had  hinted  his  disapprobation  of  a  flirtation  carrying 
9a  between  the  gentleman  from  Munster  and  the  lady  from  the  Rue 
St.  Honore.  MMemoiselle  boxe^Mr.  Magnire's  ears,  and  Mr.  Ma- 
gnire  pulled  Mademoiselle  upon  %is  knee,  and  the  lady  did  not  cry 
Mon  Dieu  T  And  Mr.  Oliver  Dobbs  said  it  was  very  wrong ;  and  Mra. 
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moral  kitchen ;  and  Mr.  Magnire  had  got  hold  of  the  Honourable  An- 
sUBtiu  Sucklethambkin'i  powder-flask,  and  had  put  large  pinchea  of  the 
beat  double  Dartford  into  Mr.  Dobba'  tobacco-box ;  anil  Mr.  Dobb*' 

Eipe  had  exploded  and  set  fire  to  Mre.  Botberby's  Sunday  cap,  and  Mr. 
lagnire  had  put  it  out  with  the  alop-bosin,  "  barring  the  wig;"  and 
then  tbey  were  all  m  "  cantankerouB,"  that  Barney  bad  gone  to  taks 
a  mdk  in  the  garden ;  and  then — then  Mr.  Barney  had  seen  a  gboat ! 

"  A  what  ?  yoo  blockhead !"  asked  Tom  Inzoldaby. 

"  Sure  then,  and  it  '■  meaelf  will  tell  your  honour  the  ri^ta  of  it," 
said  the  ghost-seer.  "  Meaelf  and  Misa  Pauline,  sir-^^  Miss  Pauline 
and  meself,  for  the  ladies  cornea  first  any  how, — we  got  tired  of  the 
hobstrop pylons  skrimmaging  among  the  ould  serrants,  that  didn't  know 
a  joke  when  they  seen  one ;  and  we  went  out  to  look  at  the  Comet, — 
that 's  the  Rory-Bory-alebouse,  they  calls  him  in  this  country,— and  we 
walked  upon  the  lawn,  and  divel  of  any  alehouse  Uiere  was  there  at 
all ;  and  Miss  Pauline  said  it  was  becase  of  the  shrubbery  maybe,  and 
why  wouldn't  we  see  it  better  beyonst  the  trees  P  and  so  we  went  to 
the  trees,  but  sorrow  a  Comet  did  meself  see  there,  barring  a  big  ghost 
instead  of  it." 

"  A  Khost  ?     And  what  sort  of  a  ghost,  Barney  P" 

"  O^,  then,  divel  a  lie  I  '11  tell  your  honour.  A  tall  ould  gentlemaii 
he  was,  all  in  white,  with  a  shovel  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  big  tOTch  in 
bis  fist, — though  what  he  wanted  with  that  it  'a  meself  can't  tell,  ibr  hia 
eyes  were  like  gig-lamps,  let  alone  the  moon  and  the  Comet,  which 
wasn't  there  at  all;  and  '  Barney,'  says  he  to  me,— 'canse  why  he  knew 
me,—'  Barney,'  says  be, '  iriiat  is  it  yon  're  doing  with  the  colleen 
there,  Barney  P'  Divel  a  word  did  I  say.  Miss  Pauline  screeched,  and 
cried  murther  in  French,  and  ran  off  with  herself;  and  of  coorse  meself 
was  in  a  mighty  hurry  after  the  lady,  and  had  no  time  to  stop  palaver- 
ing with  him  any  way  :  so  I  dispersed  at  once,  and  the  ghost  vaniahed 
in  a  flame  of  fire !" 

Mr.  Maguire's  account  was  received  with  avowed  incredulity  by  both 
gentlemen  ;  but  Barney  stuck  to  his  text  with  unflinching  pvtinBcity. 
A  reference  to  Mademoiselle  was  en^ested,  bat  abandoned,  as  neither 
party  had  a  taste  for  delicate  investigHtions. 

"  I  '11  tell  you  what,  Seaforth,"  said  Ingoldiby,  after  Barney  had 
received  his  dismissal ;  "  that  there  is  a  trick  here,  is  evident ;  and  Bar-. 
ney's  vision  may  poeaibly  be  a  part  of  it.  Whether  he  is  meat  knave 
or  fool,  yon  beat  know.  At  all  events,  I  will  sit  up  with  yon  to-night* 
and  see  if  I  can  convert  my  ancestor  into  a  visiting  acqnainbmoe. 
Meanwhile  your  finger  on  your  lip  !" 

"  TwasDow  the  very  witching  time  of  night. 
When  chuTcbyards  yawn,  and  graves  give  up  Ihdr  dead." 
Oladly  would  I  grace  my  tale  with  decent  horror,  and  thereftre  I  do 
beseech  the  "  gentle  reader  "  to  believe,  that  if  aU  the  nuxedanea  to 
this  mysterious  narrative  are  not  in  strict  keeping,  he  will  ascribe  it  only 
to  the  disgraceful  innovstionB  of  modern  degeneracy  upon  the  sober  and 
dignified  habits  of  our  ancestors.  1  can  introduce  him,  it  is  true,  into 
on  old  and  high-roofed  chamber,  its  walls  covered  on  three  sides  with 
black  oak  wainscotinfr,  adorned  with  carvings  of  fruit  and  flowers  long 
anterior  to  those  of  Grinliug  Gibbons ;  the  fourth  side  is  clothed  vn& 
a  cnrious  remnant  of  dingy  tapestry,  once  elucidatory  of  some  Ssrip- 
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ttml  luatorj,  bat  of  wAtcA  not  ereii  Mn.  Botherbr  could  deter- 
mioe.  Mr.  Simplcintoti,  who  had  examined  it  earefiillj,  inclined  to 
belicre  the  principal  figore  to  be  either  Bathdeba  or  Ihuiel  in  the 
liana' den;  while  Tom  Ingolditby  decided  in  favour  of  the  King  of  Bosban. 
All,  however,  waa  conjecture  j  tradition  beini;  silent  on  the  Bobject.  A 
Icrfkf  ardied  portal  led  into,  and  a  little  arcoed  portal  led  out  of,  this 
apaitmeat ;  they  were  opposite  each  other,  and  both  poawssed  the 
■ecoritf  of  staaay  bolts  on  the  interiw.  The  bedetead,  too,  was  not  one 
of  yeaterday;  but  manifestly  coeval  with  days  ere  Seddons  was, 
and  when  a  Kood  foor-poat "  article  "  waadeemedworthy  of  being  aroyal 
bequest,  ^e  bed  itself,  with  all  the  appurtenances  of  paillasse,  mat- 
treeaea,  &c  was  of  far  later  date,  and  loolced  moet  incongruously  com- 
fbrtable;  the  casements,  too,  with  their  little  diamond-shaped  pones 
and  Iron  binding,  had  ^ven  way  to  the  modem  heterodoxy  of  the  sash- 
window.  Nor  was  this  all  that  conspired  to  ruin  the  costume,  and 
render  the  room  a  meet  haunt  for  such  "  mixed  spirits  "  only  as  could 
condescend  to  don  at  the  same  time  an  Blizabetban  doublet  and  Bond- 
street  inexpressibles.     With  their  green  morocco  slippers  on  a  modem 


fender  in  front  of  a  di^racefuUy  modem  grate,  sat  two  young  gentle< 
men,  clad  is  "  sbawl-pattem "  dressing-gowns  and  bloA  sil^  stocks, 
much  at  variance  with  the  high  cane-backed  chairs  which  supported 


them.  A  bunch  of  abomination,  called  a  cigar,  reeked  in  the  left-hand 
comer  of  the  month  of  one,  and  in  the  right-hand  comer  of  the  mouth 
of  the  other; — an  arrangement  hapiMly  adapted  for  the  escape  of  the 
noxiona  fumes  up  the  chimney,  without  that  unmerciful  "  funking" 
each  other,  which  a  less  scientific  disposition  would  have  induced.  A 
small  Pembroke  table  filled  up  the  intervening  space  between  them, 
sustaining,  at  each  extremity,  an  elbow  and  aglass  of  toddy  ;  and  thus  in 
"  lonely  pensive  contemplation  "  were  the  two  worthies  ocotpied,  when 
the  "  iron  tongne  of  midnight  had  tolled  twelve." 

"  Oboet-time  's  come !"  said  Ingoldsby,  taking  from  bis  waistcoat 
pocket  a  watch  like  a  gold  half-crown,  aud  consultitis  it  as  though  he 
rfhapected  the  turret-clock  over  the  stables  of  mendacity- 

"  Hush  J"  said  Charles ;  "  did  I  not  hear  a  footstep  ?" 

There  was  a  paase  :  there  Toat  a  footstep— it  sounded  distinctly — ^it 
reached  the  door — it  hesitated,  stopped,  and — passed  on. 

Tom  darted  across  the  room,  threw  open  the  door,  and  became  aware 
of  Uis.  Botherby  toddling  tu  her  chamber  at  the  other  end  of  the  gal- 
lery, nf^  dosing  one  of  the  housemaids  with  an  approved  julep  ^m 
the  Coonteas  of  Kent's  "  Choice  Manual." 

"  Good  night,  air !"  said  Mrs.  Botherby. 

"  Oo  to  the  d — 1 1"  said  the  disappointed  ghost-hunter. 

An  hour — two— rolled  on,  and  still  no  spectral  visitation,  nor  did 
aught  intervene  to  make  night  hideous;  and  when  the  turret-clock 
sounded  at  length  the  honr  of  three,  Ingoldsby,  whose  patience  and  grog 
were  alike  exhausted,  sprang  from  his  chair,  saying, 

"  This  is  all  infernal  nonsense,  my  good  fellow.  Deuce  of  any  ghost 
shall  we  see  to-night;  it's  long  past  the  canonical  hours.  I'm  off  to 
bed;  and  as  to  your  breeches,  i  '11  ensure  'them  for  twenty-four  hours 
at  least,  at  the  price  of  the  buckram." 

"  Certainly.  Oh  I  thankye ;  to  be  sure  !"  stammered  Charles  rons- 
iog  himself  from  a  reverie,  which  had  degenerated  into  an  absolute 

"  Good  night,  my  boy-  Bolt  the  door  behind  me ;  and  defy  the  Pope, 
the  Devil,  and  the  Pretender !" 
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S«afi>Tth  followed  bis  friend's  advice,  and  Uie  next  morning  came 
dovni  to  breakfast  dressed  in  tlie  habilibieats  of  tbe  preceding  day. 
Tbe  charm  waa  broken,  the  demon  defeated  ;  the  light  greys  with  tlie 
red  stripe  down  the  seams  were  yet  in  rerum  naturS,  and  adorned  the 
person  of  their  lawful  proprietor. 

Tom  felicitated  himself  and  bia  partner  of  the  watch  on  tbe  result  ttf 
their  vigilance;  but  there  is  a  rustic  adage,  which  wama  us  against 
aelf-gratulation  before  we  are  quite  "  out  of  the  wood."— Seaforth  was 
yet  within  its  verge. 

•  ■  •  ■  • 

A  rap  at  Tom  Ingoldsby's  door  the  next  morning  startled  him  as  be 
was  shaving:  he  cut  hia  chin. 

"  Gome  in,  and  be  d — d  to  you !"  stud  the  martyr,  pressing  bis  thumb 
on  the  wounded  epidermis.  The  door  opened  and  exhibited  Mr.  Barney 
Maguire.  "  Well,  Barney,  what  ia  it  V  quoth  the  sufferer,  adopting 
the  vernacular  of  hia  viaitanL 

"  The  Master,  sir " 

"  Well,  what  does  be  want  ?" 

"  The  loanst  of  a  breeches,  plaae  your  honour." 

"  ^^Xi.  ^'"'  il*'ii'^  mean  to  tell  m^—  By  Heaven,  tbift  is  too  good !" 
shouted  Tom,  bursting  into  a  fit  of  uncontrollable  laughter.  "  Why, 
Barney,  you  don't  mean  to  say  tbe  ghost  has  got  them  again?" 

Mr.  Maguire  did  not  respond  to  tbe  young  squire's  risibiUty ;  the 
cast  of  his  countenance  waa  decidedly  serious. 

"  Faith,  then,  it 's  gone  they  are,  sure  enough.     Hasn't  meself  been 
looking  over  the  bed,  and   under  tbe  bed,  and  In  the  bed,  for  tbe 
matter  of  that,  and  divel  a  ha'p'orth  of  breeches  is  there  to  the  fore    - 
at  nil :  I  'm  bothered  entirely  !" 

"  Harkye !  Mr.  Barney,  said  Tom,  incautiously  removing  bis 
thumb,  and  letting  a  crimson  stream  "  incarnadine  the  multitudinoos  " 
latber  that  plastered  bis  throat, — "this  may  be  all  very  well  with 
vour  master,  but  you  don't  humbug  me,  air :  tell  me  inatomtly  what 
have  yon  done  with  the  clothes?" 

This  abrupt  transition  from  "  lively  to  severe"  certainlv  took  Ma-    - 
guire  by  surprise,  and  he  seemed  for  an  instant  as  much  disconcerted 
as  it  is  possible  to  disconcert  an  Irish  gentleman's  gentleman. 

"Me?  is  it  meself,  thea,  that's  the  ghost  to  your  honour's  think- 
ing?" said  he,  after  a  moment's  pause,  and  with  a  slight  shade  of  in- 
dignation in  bis  tones ;  "  is  it  I  would  stole  tbe  master's  things, — and 
what  would  I  do  with  them  ?" 

"That  you  best  know:  what  your  purpose  is  I  can't  guess,  for  I 
don't  think  you  mean  to  '  stale'  them,  as  you  call  it ;  but  that  you  are 
concerned  in  their  disappearance,  I  am  satisfied.  Confound  this  blood  1 
--^ive  me  a  tawei,  Barney." 

Maguire  acquitted  himself  of  tbe  commission.  "  As  I  've  a  mwI, 
your  bonoor,"  said  be  solemnly,  "little  it  is  meself  knows  of  tbe  mat- 
ter ;  and  after  what  I  seen     '  ■  " 

"  What  you  've  seen  ?  Why',  what  have  vou  seen  7  Barney,  I  don't 
want  to  inquire  into  your  flirtations  ;  but  aon't  suppose  you  can  palm 
off  your  saucer  eyes  and  gig-lampa  upon  me !" 

"Then,  as  sure  as  your  honour's  standing  there,  I  saw  him ;  and 
why  wouldn't  I,  when  Miss  Pauline  was  to  the  fore  as  well  as  mcaelf, 

"  Get  along  with  your  nonsense, — leave  the  room,  sir  !" 
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"But  the  master  ?"  Mid  Barney  imploringly;  "and  thebreechn?^ 
sore  he'll  be  catching  cowld  !" 

"  Take  that,  rascal !"  replied  Ingoldaby,  tlirowing  a  pair  of  panta- 
loons at,  rather  than  to,  him  ;  "but  don't  suppose,  sir,  you  shall  carrj 
on  your  tricks  with  impunity ;  recollect  there  is  such  a  thing  as  a 
■tread-mill,  and  that  mv  fether  is  a  county  magistrate." 

Barney's  eye  flashed  fire, — he  stood  erect  and  was  about  to  speak ; 
but,  mastering  himself,  not  without  an  elfcrt,  he  took  up  the  garment, 
and  left  the  room  as  perpendicular  as  a  Quaker. 

•  #  •  •  • 

"  Ingoldsby,"  said  Charles  Seaforth,  after  brealtfiut,  "  tbia  is  now 
past  a  joke;  to-day  is  the  last  of  my  stay,  for,  notwithstanding  the 
ties  wbicb  detain  me,  common  decency  obliges  me  to  visit  home  after 
BO  long  an  absence.  I  shall  come  to  an  immediate  explanation  fvith 
yoai  ntber  on  the  subject  nearest  my  hearti  and  depart  while  I  have 
a  change  of  dress  left-  On  his  answer  will  my  return  depend  ;  in  the 
mean  time  tell  me  candidly, — I  ask  it  in  all  seriousness  and  as  a 
friend, — am  I  not  a  dupe  to  your  well-known  propensity  to  hoaxii^? 

haTe  yoU  not  a  band  in " 

"  So,  by  Heaven  !  Seaforth ;  I  see  what  you  mean :  on  my  honour, 

I  am  as  much  mystified  as  yourself;  and  if  your  servant ' 

"  Not  he  :  if  there  be  a  trick,  he  at  least  is  not  privy  to  it-' 
"  If  there  be  a  trick  ?  why,  Charles,  do  you  thinie—  " 
"  I  know  not  fvhal  to  think,  Tom.  As  surely  aa  you  are  a  living 
man,  so  surely  did  that  spectral  anatomy  visit  my  room  again  last  night, 
grin  in  my  fitce,  and  walk  away  with  my  trousers ;  nor  was  I  able  to 
spring  frtmi  my  bed,  or  break  the  chain  which  seemed  to  bind  me  to 
my  pulow." 

"Seaforth,"  saidlngoldsby, after  ashortpause,  "Iwill — '  Buthusht 
here  are  the  girls  and  my  father.  I  will  carry  off  the  females,  and 
leave  yon  a  clear  field  with  the  Gbvernor :  carry  your  point  with  him, 
and  we  will  talk  about  your  breeches  afterwards." 

Tom's  diversion  was  successful :  he  carried  off  the  ladies  en  matte 
to  look  at  a  remarkable  specimen  of  the  class  Dodecandria  Monogynia, 
which  they  could  not  find ;  while  Seaforth  marched  boldly  up  to  the 
encounter,  and  carried  "the  Governor's"  outworks  by  a  coup  de  main. 
I  shall  not  stop  to  describe  the  prt^ress  of  the  attack  ;  suffice  it  that  it 
was  as  successful  as  could  have  been  wished,  and  that  Seaforth  was 
referred  back  again  to  the  lady.  The  happy  lover  was  off  at  a  tail' 
gent ;  the  botanical  party  was  soon  overtaken ;  and  the  arm  of  Caroline, 
whom  a  vain  endeavour  to  spell  out  the  Linniean  name  of  a  daffy- 
down-dillv  bad  detained  a  little  in  the  rear  of  the  others,  was  soon 
firmly  iocxed  in  his  own. 


Seaforth  was  in  the  seventh  heaven ;  he  retired  to  his  room  that 
night  OS  happy  as  if  no  such  thing  as  a  goblin  had  ever  been  heard  of, 
and  personal  chattels  were  as  well  fenced  in  by  taw  as  real  property. 
Not  so  Tom  Ingoldaby :  the  mvstery — for  mystery  there  evidently  was, 
^-bad  not  only  piquen  his  curiosity,  but  ruffled  his  temper.  The  watch 
of  the  previous  night  had  been  unsuccessful,  probably  because  it  was  nu- 
di^uised.  To-night  he  would  "  ensconce  himself," — not  indeed  "  behind 
the  arras,"^far  tite  little  that  remained  was,  as  we  have  wen,  muled  to 
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the  wall,— but  in  a  uoall  cloaet  which  opeaed  from  one  comer  of  the 
room,  and,  by  leaving  the  door  ajar,  wouTil  give  its  occupant  a  view  of 
all  that  might  pass  in  the  apartment.  Here  did  the  young  ghoat- 
hnnter  tajce  up  a  poiitioii,  witD  a  good  stout  sapliiig  under  his  arm,  (t 
full  half-hour  before  Seaforth  retired  for  the  night.  Not  even  his 
friend  did  he  let  into  his  confidence,  fully  determined  that  if  bis  plan 
did  not  succeed,  the  failure  should  be  attributed  to  himself  alone. 

At  the  nsual  hour  of  separation  for  the  night,  Tom  aaw,  from  his 
concealment,  the  lieutenant  enter  his  room ;  and,  after  taking  a  kvr 
turns  in  it,  with  an  expression  so  joyous  aa  to  betoken  that  his  thoughts 
were  mainly  occupied  by  his  approaching  happiness,  proceed  slowly  to 
disrobe  himself  The  coat,  the  waistcoat,  the  black  silk  stock,  were 
gradually  discarded ;  the  green  morocco  slippers  were  kicked  off,  and 
then — av,  and  then — his  countenance  grew  grave;  it  seemed  to  occur 
to  him  ail  at  once  that  this  was  his  last  stake, — nay,  that  the  very 
breeches  he  had  on  were  not  his  own, — that  to-morrow  morning  was 

his  last,  and  that  if  he  lost  them A  ^ance  showed  that  his  mind 

was  made  up  ;  he  replaced  the  single  button  he  had  just  subducted, 
and  threw  himself  upon  the  bed  in  a  state  of  transition,  half  dirygalia, 
faalfgrub. 

Wearily  did  Tom  Ingoldsbv  watch  the  sleeper  by  the  flickering 
light  of  the  night-lamp,  till  the  clock,  striking  one,  induced  him  to 
increase  the  narrow  opening  which  he  had  left  for  the  purpose  of  ob- 
servation. The  motion,  slight  as  it  was,  seemed  to  attract  Charles's  at- 
tention ;  for  he  raised  himself  suddenly  to  a  sitting  postnre,  listened  for 
a  moment,  and  then  stood  upright  upon  the  floor.  Ingoldsby  was  on 
the  poiot  of  discovering  himself,  when,  the  light  flashing  full  upon  his 
friend's  countenance,  he  perceived  that,  though  his  eyes  were  open, 
"  their  sense  was  shut," — that  he  was  yet  under  the  influence  of  sleep. 
Seaforth  advanced  slowly  to  the  toilet,  tit  his  candle  at  the  lamp  that 
stood  on  it,  then,  going  back  to  the  bed's  foot,  appeared  to  search 
eagerly  for  something  which  he  could  not  find.  For  a  few  moments 
he  seemed  restless  and  uneasy,  walldng  round  the  apartment  and 
examining  the  chairs,  till,  coming  fully  in  front  of  a  large  swing- 
glass  that  flanked  the  dressing-table,  be  paused,  as  if  contemplating 
his  figure  in  it-     He  now  returned  towards  the  bed,  put  on  his  slip- 

fiers,  and,  with  cautious  and  stealthy  steps,  proceeded  towards  the 
ittle  arched  doonvay  that  opened  on  the  private  staircase. 

As  he  drew  the  bolt,  Tom  Ingoldsby  emerged  from  his  hiding-place ; 
bat  the  sleep-walker  heard  him  not :  he  proceeded  softly  down  stairs, 
followed  at  a  due  distance  by  his  friend,  opened  the  door  which  led 
out  upon  the  gardens,  and  stood  at  once  among  the  thickest  of  the 
ahruM,  which  there  clustered  round  the  base  of  a  comer  turret,  and 
screened  the  postern  from  common  observation.  At  this  moment  In- 
goldsby had  nearly  spoiled  all  by  making  a  false  step :  the  sound 
attracted  Seaforth  s  attention,  he  paused  and  turned ;  and,  as  the 
full  moon  ahed  her  light  direct  upon  his  pale  and  troubled  features, 
Tom  marked,  almost  with  dismay,  the  fizeo  and  rayless  appeaniDce  of 
his  eyes : 

"  Then  nai  no  speculatioD  in  those  orhs 
That  he  did  glare  withal," 

The  perfect  stillness  preserved  b;  bis  follower  seemed  to  reassure 
him ;  he  turned  aside,  and,  from  the  midat  of  a  thickset  laurastiniu. 
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drew  forth  *  gardener's  spade,  shouldering  which  he  proceeded  with 
greater  rapidity  into  the  midflt  of  the  shrubbery.  Arrived  at  a  certain 
point,  where  the  earth  aeetned  to  hare  been  recently  disturbed,  he 
set  himself  heartily  to  the  task  of  digging ;  till,  having  thrown  np 
several  shovelfuls  of  mould,  he  stopped,  flung  down  his  tool,  and  very 
Goniposedly  b^an  to  disencumber  himself  of  his  pantaloons. 

Up  to  tnis  moment  Tom  had  watched  him  witti  a  wary  eye ;  he  now 
advanced  cautiously,  and,  as  his  friend  was  busily  engaged  in  disen- 
tangling himself  from  his  garment,  made  himself  master  of  the  spade. 
Seaforth,  meanwhile,  had  accomplished  his  purpose ;  he  stood  for  a 
moment  widi 

"  His  streamers  waving  in  the  wind," 
occupied  in  carefully  rolling  up  the  stnaU-ctotbes  into  as  compact  a 
form  as  possible,  and  all  he^less  of  the  breath  of  heaven,  which  might 
certainly  be  supposed  at  such  a  moment,  and  in  such  a  plight,  to  "  visit 
bit  frame  too  roughly." 

He  was  in  the  act  of  stooping  low  to  deposit  the  pantaloons  in  the 
pave  which  he  had  been  digging  fur  them,  when  Tom  Ingoldsby  came 
cloae  behind  him,  and  with  ue  nat  of  the  spade 

The  shock  was  effeotnali  never  again  was  Lieutenant  Seafbrth 
known  to  act  the  part  of  a  somaambuust.  One  by  one,  his  breeches, 
his  trousers,  his  pantaloons,  his  silk-net  tights,  his  patent  cords,  and 
liis  showy  greys  with  the  broad  red  stripe  of  the  Bombay  Fencibles, 
were  brougnt  to  light,  rescued  from  the  grave  in  which  they  had  been 
buried,  like  the  strata  of  a  Christmas  pie  ;  and,  after  having  been  well 
aired  by  Mrs.  Botherby.  became  once  again  effective. 

The  family,  the  laaies  especially,  laughed;  Barney  Maguire  cried 
"  Botheration  1"  and  Ma'tmelU  Pauline,  "  Mo«  Dieu  I" 

Charles  Seafbrth,  unable  to  face  the  quizzing  which  awaited  him  on 
all  sides,  started  off  two  hours  earlier  than  he  had  proposed :  he  soon 
returned,  however ;  and  having,  at  his  ^Iher-in-law's  request,  given  up 
the  occupation  of  Rajah  hunting  and  shooting  Nabobs,  led  his  blushing 
bride  to  the  altar. 

Mr.  Simpkinson  from  Bath  did  not  attend  the  ceremony,  being  en- 
gaged at  the  Grand  Junction  Meeting  of  Sgavans,  then  congregating 
nom  all  parts  of  the  known  world,  in  the  city  of  Dublin.  His  essay, 
demonstrating  that  the  globe  is  a  great  custard,  whipped  into  coagu- 
lation by  wHrlwinds,  and  cooked  bv  electricity, — a  little  too  much 
baked  in  the  Isle  of  Portland,  and  a  thought  underdone  about  the  Bog 
at  Alien, — ia  highly  spoken  of,  and,  it  is  supposed,  iviU  obtain  a  Bridge- 
watA  prize. 

Miaa  Simpkinson  and  her  sister  acted  as  bridesmaids  on  the  occa- 
sion; the  former  wrote  an  epUkalamium,  end  the  latter  cried  "Lasay 
me  1*'  at  the  cJe^yman's  wig.  But  as  of  these  young  ladies,  of  the  iair 
widow,  Hr.  Sucuethumbkin,  Mrs.  Peters  ana  her  P.  we  may  have 
more  to  say  hereafter,  we  take  our  leave  for  the  present ;  assuring  our 
penaive  pnblic  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Seafbrth  are  living  together  quite  as 
happily  as  two  good-hearted,  good-tempered  bodies,  very  fond  of  each 
other,  can  possibly  do;  and  that  since  the  day  of  his  marriage  Charles 
has  abown  no  dispwition  to  jump  out  of  bed,  or  ramble  out  of  doors  o' 
ni^ts^— thonsh,  from  his  entire  devotion  to  every  wish  and  whim  of 
his  young  wi&,  Tom  insinuates  that  the  &ir  Caroline  does  still  oc- 
a  to  "  slip  on  the  Breeches." 
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BY   RIGDUM   o'fdNNIDOH. 

The  clubs  of  Loadon  I  I  recollect  once  reading  a  book  eo  called  ; 
but  as  for  auy  hand  fide  information  touching  the  toi  duanC  social  as- 
semblies, I  might  as  well  have  been  perusing  the  Shaster,  or  >eading 
the  Florentine  copy  of  the  Pandects  I  The  clubs  of  London  afford, 
as  I  have  reason  to  know,- ample  material  for  tlie  most  abundant 
fuo  ;  but  they  who  expect  to  find  it  at  Crockford's,  the  Atheneum, 
and  other  maitom  de  jeu,  where  yawning  dandies,  expert  tAevaii^t, 
old  men  of  the  town,  rou^t  of  all  sorts. 

Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 
As  they  mingle  may, 
will  be  wofully  disappointed.  The  clubs,  par  excellence,  take  them 
one  and  all, — from  the  Oriental,  stuck,  with  a  due  disposition  and  at- 
tention to  habits  of  Eastern  indolence,  in  the  dullest  corner  of  the 
dullest  square  in  London,  down  to,  or  up  to,  I  care  not  whicJ),  the 
staring  how-windowed  Omnibus  Union  in  Cockspur-street, — are  all 
alike  destitute  of  the  requisite  material.  I  perhaps  may  have  a 
touch  at  them  in  the  middle  of  the  session  and  season,  when  the  iUle 
of  the  club-men  are  in  town,  and  when  their  sayings  and  doings  may 
by  possibility  be  worth  recording,  even  if  it  were  only  to  have  a  laugh 
over  then.  But,  as  Copp  says,  "  let  that  pass  for  the  present-"  The 
clubs  that  1  intend  to  introduce  to  the  readers  of  the  Miacellany  are 
certain  of  those  convivial  associations  composed  of  the  middlemen  of 
society  in  the  metropolis,  who  assemble  on  certain  stated  nights  in 
the  week  to  sing  songs,  smoke  pipes,  and  imbibe  moisture  in  the 
shape  of  divers  goes  of  spirit  and  pints  of  ale.  My  reminiscences 
of  ttiese  assemblies,  I  think,  would  itil  a  goodly  tome.  To  begin  with 
the  last,  Hebrew  fashion.  It  was  my  lot  one  evening,  a  short  time 
since,  to  be  introduced  by  Mr.  Timmins,  my  landlord,  who,  seeing  I 
was  rather  low-spirited,  volunteered  the  invctatton,  to  a  social  com- 
munity called  the  "Wide  Awake  Club." 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Timmins, — a  very  worthy  knight  of  the  needle,  who 
called  me  "  the  genelman  wot  lodges  in  my  first  floor,"  (whether  up 
or  down  the  chimney,  deponent  sayeth  not,) — "you  looks  werry 
oncomfutable  this  here  nasty  evening.  Prowisin  it  ain't  takin'  of 
too  great  a  liberty,  and  you  feel  noways  disinclined,  I  think  an  hour 
or  two  at  our  club — {I  have  the  privilege  of  introducing  a  wi»tor  wot 
I  can  answer  for  in  regard  to  respectability) — might  do  you  good," 

"  And  pray,  Mr.  Timmins,  "  what  is  the  character  of  your  club  ?" 
— "Oh  !  sir,  the  character  of  our  club  is  on-doubted,  sir ;  we  are 
all  men  of  experence,  sir;  no  one  is  admitted  a  member  onless  he 
shows  he  is  a  mde  auxAe  cove." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  a  wide  awake  cove,"  said  I,  "  Mr.  Tim- 
mins ?" — "  Vy,"  said  Timmins,  "  there  's  uo  von  hellgibble  to  be  a 
member  on  our  society  but  what  gets  a  woucher  from  a  member  that 
he  has  a  summnt  to  say,  and  prove  wot  has  made  him  loide  atoaiie, — 
that  is  to  say,  more  up  and  down  to  the  ways  of  the  world  than  the 
generality  of  people,  by  experence." 

"  You  mean,  if  I  understand  you  rightly,  Mr.  Timmins,  tliat  your 
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club  is  one  where  a  certain  number  of  persons  meet  to  spend  the 
■odal  hours  of  relaxation  in  giving  each  other  the  tale  of  some  parti- 
cular event  or  occurrence  that  has  taught  them  to  know  there  is  more 
roguery  in  the  world  than  certain  philanthropists  would  lead  us  to 
bdeve." — "  You  've  hit  it,  sir,"  said  Timmins ;  "  down  as  a  hamnier." 

"  Well,  Timmins,  I  shall  be  happy  to  join  you,"  I  replied. 

During  our  walk,  in  answer  to  certain  questionSf  Timmins  in- 
formed me  that  the  president  of  the  club  was  a  Mr.  Phiggins,  a  re- 
tired draper ;  and  that  the  leading  members  were  Mr.  Pounce,  a 
lawyer's  clerk,  Mr.  Bob  Jinks,  a  butcher,  Mr.  Shortcut,  a  tobacconist, 
Mr.  Sprigs,  a  fruiterer.  "  But,"  said  Timmins,  "  you  'U  know  them 
all  in  five  minutes.  I  don't  think  this  wet  evening,  tliere  will  be  a 
strcMig  muster :  howsomdever,  we  can  console  ourselves  that,  if  not 
numerous,  we  are  select." 

"  Very  proper  consolation,  Timmins,"  said  L 

When  we  arrived  at  the  Three  Piei,  the  sign  of  the  bouse  where 
the  club  was  held,  Timmias  went  up  stairs  to  communicate  the  fact 
of  my  being  below,  and  to  assure  die  company  that  all  was  regular 
and  right,  as  he  said  ;  and  shortly  aflerwards  I  was  ushered  into  the 
presence,  and  introduced  to  the  worthies  previously  named.  The 
president,  a  ially-looking  man  about  fifty,  sat  in  an  elevated  chair  at 
the  top  of  a  long  table,  which  gave  a  goodly  display  of  pipes,  glasses 
ofgrc^,  &C.  On  each  gide,  the  members  sat  at  their  most  perfect 
ease,  smoking  and  chatting.  It  would  appear  that  they  had  been  at 
business  some  time,  for  it  seemed  ebb-tide  with  the  contents  of  the 
glasses ;  and  several  worthies  were  in  the  act  of  knocking  the  ashes 
out  of  their  respective  pipes.  After  ordering  a  glass  of  punch  and 
a  segar,  and  another  fnr  Timmins,  a  conversation  which  was  going  on 
before  we  came  in  was  resumed,  of  which  the  following  is  a  faithful 
report. 

"  Tbat  puts  me  in  mind  of  M'Flummery,"  said  Pounce,  the  law- 
yer's clerk,  putting  his  hand — accidentally)  I  suppose,  of  course, — into 
Shortcut's  open  screw  of  tobacco,  and  filling  his  pipe  therefrom ;  "  I 
mean  him  as  was  bung  at  the  Old  Bailey  some  ten  years  back." 

"  And  what  was  he  hung  for  ?"  asked  the  president. — "  Why,  not 
exactly  for  his  good  behaviour.  He  set  out  in  life  as  heavy  a  swell 
as  ever  flowed  up  m  the  regions  of  the  West  End— carried  on  the 
game  for  about  a  dozen  years  in  bang-up  style. — My  eye  I  how  pre- 
cious drunk  he  made  Snatch'em,  the  bum,  and  I,  one  night  as  we 
pinned  him  coming  home  in  his  cab  from  the  Opera  to  give  a  cham- 
paign supper  at  the  Clarendon." 

"  Champaign  supper  7"  said  the  president.  "  Why,  champaign  is 
a  wine;  and  no  man,  1  maintain,  can  make  a  supper  off  wine,  'coz 
wine  is  drink,  and  supper,  it  stands  to  reason,  is  eating." 

"  And  no  mistake,"  said  Shortcut. 

"  With  submission,  Mr.  Chair,"  replied  Pounce,  "  I  '11  explain. 
This  champaign  supper  meant  a  regular  slap-up  feed ;  but  no  one 
was  allowed  any  other  drink  with  their  grub,  but  champaign  punch 
made  with  green  tea  in  a  silver  kettle." 

"  I  pity  Ueir  stint,"  said  Jinks. 

"  Ay,'  said  the  president,  "  that  stands  to  reason.  But  how  did  it 
happen  this  gentleman  came  to  be  hanged?" — "  Why,"  continued 
Pounce,  "  I  was  a-coming  to  that  point.     As  I  said  just  now,  there 
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oever  wu  a  greater  daeher  at  the  West  End  than  thii  M'Flummerj ; 
but,  like  many  other  swells,  he  waji  very  often  lodging  in  Queer-itreet 
for  the  want  of  the  ready.  One  day  he  came  to  iny  old  inaiter 
Snaps,  of  the  Temple,  when  I  waa  managing  common-law  clerk, — for, 
you  see,  he  knew  my  governor  well,  seeing  that  he  had  issued  about 
fourteen  writs  against  him.  I  never  shall  forget  the  day  he  came : 
it  was  a  precious  wet  'un.  He  drove  up  to  the  gate  in  a  jarvey,  and 
•ent  a  port«r  down  to  our  office  to  know  if  Snaps  was  m,  without 
■ending  his  name.  So  Snaps  sends  me  to  see  who  it  was,  and  bring 
him  down.  When  I  got  up  to  the  coach,  1  spied  M'Flummery.  '  Ah ! 
my  man,'  says  he,  quite  familiar,  '  bow  do  you  like  champaign 
punch?  Here,  just  pay  this  fellow  his  fare,'  says  he,  quite  off-hand. 
'  I've  no  change  about  me{'  and  off  he  bolts  under  the  gateway,  leaving 
me  to  fork  out  an  unknown  sum.  Well !  how  was  I  to  know  what 
the  Jarvey's  &re  was  ?  That  was  a  pozer.  I  wasn't  going  to  ask 
him,  'How  much?'  or  where  he  took  up.     No  I    I   was  too  toidt 

"  Wide  awake  I"  said  the  chairman,  and  down  went  a  hammer  of 
appropriate  braas  upon  the  table  three  times. 

"  Hear  I  hear  t  hear  I"  responded  omnet. 

"So  I  tipped  two  shillings.  ■  Vot's  tiiis  for?'  eaid  coachee,  hold^ 
ing  it  open  in  his  hand,  and  lodcing  at  the  money  in  a  way  money 
ought  never  by  do  means  to  be  looked  at.  '  Your  fare  from  the  Cla- 
rendon, Bond-street,'  said  I,  quite  stiff  and  chuff.  ■  Fare  be  biotred  I' 
said  be ;  'my  fare 's  eight  bob.'  '  Then  you  shall  swear  it  and  prove 
it,'  sud  I,  pulling  out  a  handful  of  silver,  taking  his  number,  and 
giving  the  wink  to  Hobbling  Bob,  one  of  the  porters,  to  be  witnesa. 
'  Take  your  demand,  and  we  11  meet  in  Essex-street  on  Thursday.' 
'  Well,'  says  he,  'I  ought  to  have  eight  bob— what niiA you  give  me?* 
*  Two,'  said  I.  '  Well,'  says  he,  '  1  ain't  a  gomg  to  stand  chaffing  in 
the  wet  with  such  B'  '  and  then  he  abused  me  in  a  way  I  can't  re- 
peat. <  Overcharge  and  insolence  V  said  I.  '  We  'II  meet  again  at 
Philippi.'  *  Fillip  I,'  said  Jarvey,  driving  off,  'I  should  like  to  fillip 
you  ['  In  going  back  to  the  office,  I  thought  I  ought  to  charge  Mr. 
M'Flummery  the  eight  shillings.  Taking  into  consideration  that  I 
had  advanced  money — that  I  had  got  wet — had  been  abused,  and 
last,  though  not  least,  that  there  was  a  strong  risk  touching  lepn- 
ment.  I  entered  the  expenditure  thus:  '  Coachman's  demano,  eight 
■hillings.  Paid  Aim.'  I  said  Aim,  not  it,  you  see,  for  I  was  vide 
atocJie!" 

"  Wide  awake  I"  said  the  president,  hitting  the  table  diree  souo- 
rouB  clinks  with  the  club-hammer  of  brass,  again. 

"  When  I  got  back  to  the  office.  Snaps  culed  for  me  through  the 
pipe  to  come  up  stairs : — he  always  had  me  as  a  witness  when  he  waa 
doing  partitmittr  buiituM,  such  as  discounting  a  bill,  barguning  for  a 
bond,  or  arranging  an  annuity. 

"  '  Sort  those  papers,'  said  Snaps,  scratching  hia  left  eu. 

"  That  means  '  Cock  your  listeners,'  tiionght  I ;  and  I  [voceeded 
to  fumble  over  a  bundle  of  old  abstracts  as  diligently  aa  if  I  waa 
hunting  for  a  hundred-pound  note. 

"  As  I  turned  over  the  dusty  papers,  I  overheard  the  following 
conversation : 

"  '  So  you  can't  manage  it  for  me  any  way  ?'  said  M'Flummery  to 


jM,Googlc 


THE  WIDE  AWAKE  CLUB.  211 

"  '  I  hare  not  anything  St  my  banters',' oBBvered  Snap*,— (a  lie,  for 
his  was  the  best  account  of  any  professional  man  at  Brookes  and 
Dixon's,  and  I  had  that  morning  paid  in  five  hundred  and  eighty 
fiounds  eleven  and  tenpence ;) — '  and,  by  the  bye,  Pounce,  my  confi- 
dential man,  knows  that.     Hare  I,  Pounce  P' 

"  '  Not  anything'  said  I ;  '  I  'Jl  be  on  my  oath  1' 

"  With  that  M'Flummery  said,  '  It  'b  cursed  hard. — I  must  be  at 
Newmarket  on  Tuesday,  and  nothing  less  than  two  thouauid  will  do 
for  me. — So  you  cannot  get  it  on  my  bond  or  note  ?' 

"  '  Money  is  money,  and  holders  are  finn,'  said  Snaps.  '  What  do 
you  think  of  a  mortgage  ?  You  gave,  if  I  recollect  right,  six  thousand 
for  the  honting-lodge  and  the  acres  in  Leicestershire.' 

"  '  Yes !'  replied  M'Flummery,  '  and  lost  it  six  months  since  in 
one  morning,  at  Graham's.' 

"  '  Tlie  house  in  Park  Lane  ?' 

"  '  Belongs  to  Miss  V.  the  rich  old  maid.' 

" '  The  furniture?' 

"  '  Is  Gillow's.' 

"  '  Your  Btud  ?' 

"  ■  I  stalled  at  Tattersall's  for  six  hundred  advance.' 

"  '  Your  commission  ?' 

"  '  Is  pounded  at  Greenwood's  for  ditto.' 

"  *  Then,  in  point  of  &ct,'  said  Snaps,  '  Mister,' — (whenever  Snaps 
intended  to  say  anything  uncivil,  he  always  addressed  the  favoured 
individual  as  '  Mr.')—'  in  point  of  iact,  Mr.  M'Flummery,  you  are  a 
be^ar,  possessing  neither  house,  land,  goods,  or  chattels,  or  property 
of  any  sort,  kind,  or  description.' 

«  M'flummery  bit  his  lips,  and  walked  to  the  window,  and  Snaps 
continued, 

"  '  How,  after  making  the  avowals  you  have,  Mr.  M'Plnmmery,  you 
could  have  the  impudence ' 

"  'What  do  you  say,  wretch?'  cried  M'Flummery,  rushing  and 
collaring  Snaps,  ■  Impudence!' 

"  '  Pounce,'  cried  my  master, '  an  assault  I  Call  the  copying>clerks 
up.'  But  wiiile  I  was  in  the  act  of  summoning  the  scribeB  down  the 
pipe,  M'Flummery  relaxed  his  hold,  and  said, 

"  '  I  forgive  you,  Snaps  I.  It  certainly  did  warrant  the  term,  after 
my  declarations  of  insolvency ;  but  it  Just  flashes  across  my  mind, — 
how  it  could  have  escaped  me  1  know  not, — that  all  is  not  so  bad  with 
me.     I  have  a  chest  of  plate  !' 

"  '  A  chest  of  plate  r  ejaculated  Snaps.     '  Why,  my  dear  sir,    —  ' 

"  ■  A  plate-chest  I'  said  L 

"  '  Yes,'  continued  M'Flummery,  '  my  splendid  sporting  service, — 
quite  new, — never  used, — made  not  six  mondia  since  by  Rundelt  and 
Bridge.     How  could  I  have  forgotten  this  I' 

**  '  Sit  down,  my  dear  sir,'  said  Snaps.  '  Your  recollection  of  this 
eom-pkle^  alters  the  case  !     Perhaps  we  am  manage  the  matter.' 

**  '  But  money  is  mAney,  I  am  afraid ;  and  holders  are  firm,  Mr. 
Snaps,'  said  H'nummery,  with  what  I  thought  the  most  devilish  and 
malicious  laugh  that  ever  was  uttered. 

"  '  True,  true.'  repHed  my  master ; '  but  there  is  a  mode  of  tempting 
even  a  miser.' 

"  '  I  dtink  there  is,'  said  M'Flummery,  Just  as  Old  Nick  mi^t  have 
spoken  the  words,  and  kx^dng  Snaps  full  m  the  face. 
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"  <  Where  is  the  cheat  P'  inquired  Snapa.  '  There  is  no  lien  on  it  P' 
he  continued  gravely.     '  It  ia  not  at ' 

"  '  My  uacle'a  ?     No,  no  I" 

"  '  Satisfactory  so  far.  What  might  it  have  cost  you  ?' — *  Three 
thousand  pound  a.' 

"  ■  And  you  want  two.  It  is  poasible,  niy  dear  sir,  that  the  matter 
can  be  managed.  I  'II  see  about  it  directly.  Call  here  to-morrow 
with  the  chest,  and  we  '11  see  what  can  be  done.  I  'U  go  into  the  City 
directly.' 

"  ■  Then  I  may  as  well  go  with  you,*  said  M'Flummery  ; '  I  will  look 
in  at  Rundell'a  on  our  way,  where  you  can  assure  yourself  of  the  fact 
and  value  of  the  purchaae.'  So  saying,  my  master  and  his  client 
went  out." 

"  It  does  not  yet  seem  clear  to  me,"  said  the  president,  interrupt- 
ing Pounce  at  this  period  of  hia  story,  "  how  the  gentleman  came  to 
be  hung.  He  seems  to  have  been  an  honeat  man,  who  had  more 
money  than  he  thought  he  had." 

"No,  he  had  not,"  said  Pounce;  "for,  before  he  went  out  of  the 
office,  I  asked  him  for  the  &re  of  the  coach.  <  Oh  I'  said  he,  quite 
cooi,  '  my  little  quill-driver,  I  '11  owe  you  that  till  to-morrow.'" 

"Well,"  reaumed  Pounce,  after  the  waiter  had  been  declared  "  in 
the  room,"  had  "  taken  hia  orders,"  and  gone  "  out  of  the  room,"  and 
re-entered  "  the  room  with  the  aaid  orders  executed,  preparatory  (pa> 
radoxical  as  it  may  read)  to  their  bein^  detpatched,- — -"  Welt, '  said 
Pounce,  "  when  Mr.  Snaps  returned  in  the  i^lernoan,  be  aaid  to  me, 
rubbing  his  hands,  '  Pounce,  it 's  all  right  I  I  have  aeen  the  cheat  of 
plate.  I  have  handled  and  examined  every  article, — solid  and  beau- 
tiful I  as  fine  a  service  aa  ever  was  turned  out  of  hand.' 

" '  Glad  to  hear  it,  sir  ['  says  I ; '  [  had  my  doubts ;' — throwing  aa 
much  of  knowingness  into  my  look  as  befitted  a  confidential  managing 
common  law-clerk  when  speaking  to  his  governor. 

" '  And  BO  had  I,'  aaid  Snaps,  serioualy :  '  but  what  do  you  think, 
Pounce?'  and  my  master  beckoned  me  close  to  him. 

"  ■  What  ^louid  I  think,  sir  ?'  said  T,  deferentially.—'  Why,  he  not 
only  bought  this  most  splendid  service  of  plate  1  ever  saw — massive 
— ^otid  ;  but—but — ' 

"  '  Yes,  air?' — 'But  he  actually  paid  for  it!'  aaid  Snaps;  giving  me 
a  playful  dig  in  the  ribs  with  one  hand,  while  he  took  a  huge  pinch  of 
snuS*  in  the  other,  snapping  the  dust  off  hig  fingers  aa  though  so 
many  crackera  were  exploding.  , 

"  <  I  shouldn't  have  thought  he  was  a  good  one  for  paying,  Mr. 
Snaps,'  I  replied,  thinking  of  the  fare. 

" '  Nor  I,  Pounce,'  aaid  Snaps ;  '  but,  hark-ye,  be  sure  you  are  in 
the  way  to-morrow  at  three ;'  and  we  parted, — Mr.  Snaps  being  a  re- 
ligioua  man,  and  deacon  of  Zion  Tabernacle  in  Jelioahaphat  Terrace, 
to  attend  lecture,  and  I  to  finish  a  match  at  bumble-puppy  at  the 
Pig  and  Tweezers. 

"  The  very  next  day,  at  three,  punctual  came  M'Flummery,  and  I  'm 
blessed  if  it  didn't  take  four  port»%  to  carry  the  cheat  he  brought  with 
him.  (By  the  way,  I  may  here  promiscuously  observe,  that  in  the  ex* 
perience  of  a  long  professional  life  I  never  knew  but  one  case  of  un- 
punctuality  in  the  attendance  of  people  who  had  to  receive  money,  and 
that  waa  explained  by  the  fact  of  the  party'a  dying  of  the  cholera 
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over  ni^t.)  The  chest  was  duly  brought  up  stain,  and  deposited 
in  a  corner  of  Mr.  Snaps'  private  room." 

"  *  Now,  Snaps,'  said  M'Flutnniery, '  I  hope  you  are  ready  with  the 
needful  two  thousand  upon  the  nail.' — '  Why,  mj  dear  sir,'said  m|f  mas- 
ter, '  I  have  with  great  difficulty  been  able  to  manage  one  thousand.' 

" '  Two  thousand  was  the  sum  agreed  for,'  said  M'Flummery. — 
'True,  my  dear  sir;  but  money  ia  money.' 

"  'Ay  I  and  holders  are  firm,  it  appears,  Snaps ;  but  look  at  the  se- 
curity ;  plate  will  always  fetch  a  safe  and  certain  sum.' — '  Satisfac- 
tory; truly  so,  my  dear  sir.     Most  unquestionable  ;  but ' 

'"Come,  we  are  losing  time.  In  a  word,  put  fifteen  hundred 
down  on  the  desk,  and  we  close  ;  if  not,  I  'm  crfF  to  old  Lombard.' — 
*  Say  twelve  hundred,'  cried  Snaps, '  and  I  'II  see  what  I  can  do.' 

"'Fifteen,' said  M'Flummery. — 'It  will  not  leave  me  a  farthing,' 
said  Snaps ;  *  and  if  f  do  find  the  odd  five  hundred,  it  must  be  added 
to  tbe  bond.' 

" '  Wei)  I  add  it,  and  be  d — d  to  you,  Shylock  tbe  second  !'  said 
M'Rummery ; '  you  shall  have  your  bond ;'  and  he  burst  out  into  what 
I  considered  an  unnecessary  loud  laugh. 

"The  money  was  counted,  and  the  bond  drawn  out. 

"  '  But,  now,'  said  my  master, '  if  you  please,  you  '11  pardon  me,  my 
dear  sir  ;  but,  in  order  that  there  may  be  no  mistake,  you  will  let  my 
confidential  clerk.  Pounce,  take  a  view  of  the  contents  of  the  chesL' 

"  '  Most  certainly,'  said  M'Flummery  ;  and,  uDlockiog  it,  he  desired 
■ne  to  see  if  the  articles  corresponded  with  the  inventory. 

"  I  did  BO,  and  found  that  my  master  gave  an  approving  look.  Af- 
ter liflbg  up  the  several  trays,  and  handling  and  examining  some 
four  or  five  articles,  M'Flummery,  turning  to  Snaps,  said« 

" '  Are  you  satisfied,  Mr.  Snaps  V 

" '  Quite  so,'  said  my  master, 

" '  llien  there  only  remains  one  thing  to  satisfy  me,'  said  M'Flum- 
mery, locking  the  box  and  padlocks.  '  This  box  will  be  In  your  pos- 
session for  eighteen  months  as  security ;  but,  as  I  do  not  wish  to 
have  n^  plate  hired  ovt  or  umd,  you  will  pardon  me,  Mr.  Snaps, — I 
only  say  this  in  order,  as  you  observed,  that  there  may  be  '  no  mis- 
take,'— I  will  put  my  seat  upon  tbe  chest,  and  keep  tbe  key  I' 

"  '  The  key  I'  said  Snt^ ;  *  my  dear  sir  I' 

"'Why,'  said  M'Flummery,  'what  do  you  want  with  the  key? 
You  have  the  power  at  the  end  of  eighteen  months  to  break  open  tne 
chest,  and  sell  the  plate,  in  default  of  payment ;  but  you  have  no 
power  over  the  plate  till  then.  What,  Uierefore,  do  you  want  with 
the  key?' 

"  Snaps  was  beginning  to  say  something ;  but  M'Flummery  stoj^d 
him  short  by  saying,  '  It  is  a  t»rgain,  or  it  is  not,  Mr.  Snaps.  I  seal 
die  chest,  and  keep  the  key.' 

" '  Very  well,'  said  Snaps,  looking  very  much  like  a  ttger  that  had 
suddenly  lost  sight  of  big  dinner. 

"  This  was  accordingly  done,  the  bond  signed,  and  the  money 
handed  over;  and  M'Flummery  shook  hands  with  my  master,  sayii^, 

"  '  Snaps,  you  are  a  cunning  fellow  !' 

"  '  Oh  !  my  dear  sir,'  said  my  master,  attempting  to  blush, — a  feat, 
by  the  way,  he  never  accomplished  during  his  life  that  I  know  of. 

"  *  But  1  recollect,'  continued  M'Flummery, '  an  old  fisherman  tell- 
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ing  me,  what  I  wu  a  boy,  that,  deep  bb  some  fiihes  vere  in  the 
sea,  there  were  always  others  that  awam  jiut  a*  deep.  Good-b'ye,  old 
Shylocic  I  you  shall  have  your  bood.'     So  saying,  he  left. 

"  I  confess,  this  curious  remark  bo  astonished  me  that  I  quite  for- 
got at  the  moment  to  ask  for  the  fare  of  the  coach.  My  master 
also  seemed  struck  with  the  observation. 

'<  ■  What  can  he  mean  p'  said  Snaps ;  '  surely  there  is  nothing 
wrong  P  Fooh  I  po<A  I  impossible !  lliere  is  the  chesl^  and  pos- 
session is  nine  points  of  die  law.' 

"  <  The  Srst  of  the  tnaxims,  sir,'  said  I." 

Here  Pounce  paused,  filled  his  pipe,  and  emptied  his  tumbler  of 
grog  into  that  depository  where  grog  had  gone  m  goat  for  yean  and 
years. 

"  Well  I"  said  the  president,  "  may  I  be  spiflicated, — ay,  and  ezspi- 
flicated, — if  you  have  not  been  humbugging  us.  Pounce,  with  a  pretty 
piece  of  bam  I  What  the  deuce  has  all  that  you  have  said  to  do  wiui 
the  fact  of  the  gentleman  being  hanged  ?" 

"  Everything,"  cried  Pounce. 

"  I  say  nothinff,"  said  the  president 

"  So  do  I,"  followed  Shortcut. 

"  Everything,  I  maintain,"  rejoined  the  lawyer's  clerk ;  "far  six 
mwiths  afterwards  bis  words  came  true." 

"  Whose  P"  shouted  several  of  the  company. 

"M'Flummery's,"  said  Pounce;  "he  proved  himself  as  deep  and 
deeper  than  Sn^s.     He  was  a  wide  await  one  /" 

"  Wine  AWAKK I"  said  the  chairman;  and  down  went  the  direct- 
ing sceptre,  with  the  customary  clink. 

"Hear!  hearl  hear  I"  resounded  through  the  room. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Pounce ;  "  about  six  months  after,  and  about  five 
in  the  evening,  a  man  came  into  the  office,  looking  as  like  a  turnkey 
or  Bow-street  runner  as  any  of  you  gentlemen  might  ever  have 
known  in  your  life.     He  asked  to  see  Mr.  Snaps. 

"  Just  as  I  was  preparing  to  give  my  master  a  hint  by  one  of  the 
wridng-clerks  to  be  on  his  guard,  who  should  walk  into  the  office 
but  Snaps  himself  7 

"*I  believe  your  name  is  Soaps?'  said  the  hang-gallow»-looking 
messenger. 

"  Snaf»  was  ratber  nesr-wghted,  and  it  was  getting  dark,  u  that 
he  did  not  see  the  winks  and  nods  of  the  head  I  was  giving  him. 

" '  My  name  u  Snaps,'  be  answered. 

" '  You  're  done,'  thought  I. 

** '  Then  you  are  the  person  I  am  to  give  tliis  letter  to,'  says  the 
man. 

"Sni^B  took  the  letter, — and,  strange  to  say,  it  wo*  a  letter,— 
cooUy  read  it,  uid,  folding  it  up,  said,  to  my  great  relief,  ■  Tell  the 
prisoner   I  AaJl  attend ;'    and    off   went  GrimgruiBnhofF  with    his 

"  '  M'Flummery  is  in  Newgate  for  passing  forged  notes ;'  said  my 
master,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff.  '  I  thought  he  would  be  jugged 
some  day,'  he  said,  with  a  half-laugh.  '  He  wants  to  see  me  to- 
morrow morning  about  business  of  the  greatest  importance  to  tae. 
What  can  he  have  to  say  to  nK  ?' 

" '  Ay,  indeed  1'  said  I,  '  what  sir  ?' 
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"  <  It  is  M  well  that  I  Bliould  go,'  said  my  muter,  *  for  there  may 
be  Eomething ' 

'*  *  True,'  said  I, '  there  may  be.' 

"  The  next  moraing  ire  went  to  Newgate,  which  is  not  the  roott 
pleasant  lodging  in  that  neighbourhood,  although  you  have  it  in  the 
biggest  houBe,  and  they  charge  you  nothing  for  the  ^tartmenta.  When 
we  entered  the  prisoner's  cell,  he  was  busy  writing. 
"  '  Snaps  !'  said  he,  '  I  'm  gtad  to  see  you  here.' 
'"  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  return  the  compliuiuit,'  said  my  master. 
"  *  Never  mind,'  said  M'Flummery ;  '  every  dog  has  his  day.' 
"  '  And  then  he  is  hanged,'  said  Snaps,  drily,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff. 
"  M'Flummeiy  here  gave  a  spasmodic  groan,  and  exclaimed, '  As 
little  reference  to  my  present  condition  as  possible,  Mr.  Snaps.    It 
was  not  about  myself  that  I  requested  your  visit,  bnt  touching  mat- 
ters in  which  you  alone  are  interested.' 

** '  Well,  sir ;  and  here  I  am,'  said  Mr.  Snaps.  '  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  do  not  feel  myself  very  comfortable  in  the  place,  so  I  shall 
feel  obliged  by  your  stating  the  nature  of  your  business  with  me  as 
briefly  as  possible.' 

"  '  I  will,'  said  the  prisoner,  with  a  demoniac  look.  '  You  bav^  or 
rather  Mmi  yott  have,  Mr.  Sna{>B,  a  chest  of  plate.' 

"'Wbatl'  shrieked  my  master.  'Is  it  not  silver?  Have  you 
cheated  nie  ?' 

"  *  You  have  often  robbed  me,  Mr.  Sn^>s,'  was  the  r^y ;  '  I  but 
returned  the  compliment  That  which  you  believe  is  silver  plate, 
manufactured  by  Rundell  and  Bridge,  was  made  at  Sheffield,  and  cost 
me  two  huodred  pounds.' 

"  Snaps  groaned,  and  hid  his  face. 

"  '  It  is  true  1  did  buy  a  seivice  from  those  eminent  goldsmiths; 
but,  after  the  Sheffield  firm  had  copied  the  pattern,  I  plet^ed  it  with 
old  Lombard,  the  pawnbroker.  It  was  redeemed  for  a  day  to  satisfy 
you,  Mr.  Snaps,  and  then  repledged.  The  Earl  of  A.  bought  the  du- 
{Jicste,  and  now  has  the  real  property,  of  which  you  have  the  coun- 
terfeit service.' 

" '  You  are  a  cursed  villain,'  said  my  master ;  '  and  thank  Heavenl 
you  will  be  hanged  I' 

" '  Only  that  a  felon's  cell  in  Newgate  is  not  the  most  fit  place  to 
bandy  compliments  in,  I  should  willingly  aspirate  the  same  of  you. 
Snaps!' 

" '  And  was  it  to  tell  me  this,  you  atrocious  scoundrel,  that  you 
sent  for  me  ?'  said  my  master. 

"'Not  exactly,'  answered  M'Flummery;  'not  exactly,  Snaps;  I 
want  you  to  do  me  a  &vour.' 

"'Was  there  ever  such  audacity  ?'.  said  Snaps.  'Ask  me  to  do 
you  a  favour  1  You,  who  have  told  me  to  my  face  that  you  have 
swindled,  cheated,  plundered,  robbed  me  .'  A  favour  I  Come  Pounce,' 
he  added,  turning  to  me,  'let  us  be  gone.' 

"  '  Stay  r  said  the  prisoner ;  '  you  have  said  I  shall  be  hanged.' 
" '  Ay,  as  sure  as  &te  I' 

** '  My  &te  is  death,  I  know  ;  but  not  perhaps  by  han^ng.  I  have 
potent  interest  at  work  for  me  at  this  moment ;  and,  though  sure  of 
ctmriction,  I  may  ]>etget  the  sentence  of  death  commuted  to  transpor- 
taticm  for  life,  and  you  would  not  like  that  would  you,  Snaps  ?  Vou 
wish  me  dead— dead — dead  !' 
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"  After  an  inward  struggle  my  matter  muttered  out, '  I  do.' 

"  <  Then,  Mr.  Clerk,'  said  M'Flummery,  in  a  deep  whUper,  handing 
me  aecretly  a  small  sealed  paper,  'be  so  good  as  to  open  this,  when 
yrni  get  outside  these  walls,  and  give  it  to  your  master.'  Then,  aloud 
to  Snaps,  '  My  business  with  you,  nV,  is  finished.'  So  saying,  he  re- 
sumed writing!  and  I  led  my  master,  who  was  trembling  with  agita- 
tion, revenge,  and  passion,  out  of  the  cell  and  prison. 

"  When  we  got  into  a  coach,  I  produced  the  paper,  and  mentioned 
to  my  master  what  M'Flummery  had  said.  With  trembling  hand  he 
opened  it,  and  read  the  following : 

" '  Your  soul  burns  with  revenge.  You  wish  me  dead.  It  is  my 
desire  also  to  die.  There  is  a  strong  probability  that  1  shall  uot  un* 
dergo  the  last  punishment  of  the  law.  If  you  would  render  my  death 
certain,  and  feed  your  revenge,  send  me,  in  a  small  phial,  an  ounce- ' 
of  prussic  acid :  and  the  bearer  of  your  welcome  gift  shall  carry 
back  the  fact  that  M'Flummery  the  swindler,  highwayman,  and  for- 
ger,— M'Flummery,  who  has  cheated  all  through  life,  has  terminated 
his  career  by  cheating  the  law  !' 

"  I  shall  never  to  my  dying  day  forget  the  face  of  Snaps  when  he 
read  this.  He  did  not  say  a  word ;  and  we  sat  silent  till  we  got  back 
to  the  office.  My  master  went  up  etairs,  saying  to  me,  '  Pounce,  be 
silent  as  the  grave  I  and  be  ready  when  I  call  for  you.'  Shortly  af- 
terwards I  heard  a  loud  hammering  in  hie  room.  '  He  's  breaking 
open  the  chest,'  said  I ;  and  true  enough  he  was.  Curiosity  led  me 
up  stairs  :  and,  on  entering  the  room,  there  was  Snaps,  standing 
aghast  over  the  open  chest,  with  some  broken  tea-spoons  in  his  hand! 

" '  The  villain  has  told  the  truth,'  said  he.  <  The  contents  of  the 
chest  are  not  worth  fifty  pounds.  I  thought  I  had  taken  every  pre- 
caution ;   but  1  find  I  was  not  sufficiently  wwfc  avxtkf'" 

"  Wide  awake  !"  said  the  chairman,  and  down  went  the  hammer. 

"  Hear  I  hear  I  hear  I"  chorused  the  company. 

"  And  ever  since  then,  genelmen,"  said  Pounce,  "  I  have  alwajrs 
had  my  eyes  open  when  doing  a  bill,  when  I  had  plate,  the  best  of  all 
possible  security." 

"  But  what  became  of  M'Flummery  ?"  asked  Bob  Jinks. 

"  Ay  !"  said  the  president,  "  when  was  he  hanged  7" 

"  He  wasn't  hanged  at  all,"  replied  Pounce. 

"  I  "m  blowed,"  said  the  chairman,  "  if  I  didn't  think  so,  all  along." 

"  Bow  he  got  it  J  do  not  pretend  to  know,"  said  Pounce,  blowing 
his  nose,  and  looking  aside,  "  but  the  very  next  day  after  we  had  paid 
him  a  visit,  he  was  found  dead  on  his  bed,  with  a  small  empty  phial, 
that  smelt  strongly  of  prussic  acid,  clenched  in  his  fist." 

The  clock  here  struck  twelve,  the  hour  at  which  the  club  disperse 
according  to  the  rules ;  so  Timmins  and  1  toddled  home. 
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Marcbt  March  I  wh^  the  de'il  don't  you  marcb 

Faster  than  other  montha  out  of  ^our  order? 
You're  a  horrible  beast,  with  the  wind  from  the  East, 

And  high-hopping  hail  and  slight  sleet  on  your  border  : 
Now,  our  umbrellas  spread,  Sutter  above  our  head, 

And  will  not  stand  to  our  arms  in  good  order  ; 
While,  Sapping  and  tearing,  they  set  a  man  swearing 

Round  toe  corner,  where  blasts  blow  away  half  the  bonier  1 


March,  March  I  I  am  ready  to  faint 

That  St.  Patrick  had  not  his  nativity's  casting ; 
I  am  sure,  if  he  had,  such  a  peaceable  lad 

Would  have  never  been  bom  amid  blowbg  and  blasting : 
But  as  it  was  his  fate,  Irishmen  emulate 

Doing  what  Doom,  or  St.  Paddy  may  order ; 
And  if  they're  forced  to  fight  through  their  wrongs  for  their  right, 

They  11  stick  to  their  flag  while  a  thread 's  in  its  border. 


March,  Marcb !  have  you  no  feeling, 

E'en  for  the  &ir  sex  who  make  us  knock  under? 
You  cold-blooded  divil,  you're  far  more  uncivil 

Than  Summer  himself,  with  his  terrible  thunder  i 
Every  day  we  meet  ladies  down  Itegeut-Btreet, 

Holding  their  handkerchiefs  up  in  good  order ; 
But,  do  alt  that  we  can,  the  most  merciful  man 

Mtat  see  the  blue  noses  peep  over  the  border. 
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OLIVER  TWIST; 

OB,   THE  PABiau    BOy'S   PBOOKKSS. 

BY  BOZ. 

ILLCSTKATED      BY     GEOBOB     CBDIISBANK. 

CHAFTEB  THE  THIRD 

'   BEt^TGS  BOW   OLIVEB  TWISr   VIS   TXKT    HE*R  OETTIirQ    A    PLACE,  WBICB 

1T0VLD    HOT    HAVE    BEEN    A    SIMECOBE. 

Fob  a  week  after  the  commission  of  the  impious  and  profane 
offence  of  asking  for  more,  Oliver  remained  a  close  prisoner  in 
the  dark  and  soUtary  room  to  which  he  had  been  consigned  by 
the  wisdom  and  mercy  of  the  board.  It  appears,  at  first  sight, 
not  unreasonable  to  suppose,  that,  if  he  had  entertained  a  becom- 
ine  feeling  of  respect  mr  the  prediction  of  the  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat,  be  would  have  established  that  sage  mdividual's 
prophetic  character,  once  and  for  ever,  by  tying  one  end  of  bit 
pocKet  handkerchief  to  a  hook  in  the  wall,  and  attaching  him- 
self to  the-  other.  To  the  perfivmance  of  this  feat,  however, 
there  was  one  obstacle,  namely,  that  pocket-handkerchiefs  beine 
decided  articles  of  luxury,  had: been,  for  all  future  times  ana 
ages,  removed  from  the  noses  of  paupers  by  the  express  order  of 
the  board  in  council  assembled,  soleoHily  given  and  pronounced 
under  their  hands  and  seals.  Ther^  was  a  still  greater  obstacle 
in  Oliver's  youth  ^and  childishness.  He  only  cried  bitterly  all 
day;  and  when  tlie  long,  dismal  night  came  on,  h?  spread  his 
little  bauds  before  his  eyes  to  shut  out  the  darkness,  and  crouch- 
ing in  the  corner,  tried  to  sleep,  ever  and  anon  waking  with  a 
*  st^t  and  tremble,  and  drawing  iumself  closer  and  closer  to  the 
wall,  as  if  to  feel  even  its  cold  hard  surface  were  a  protection  in 
the  gloom  and  loneliness  which  surrounded  him. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  by  the  enemies  of  "  the  system,"  that, 
during  the  period  of  his  solitary  incarceration,  Oliver  was  denied 
the  benefit  of  exercise,  the  pleasure  of  society,  or  the  advantages 
of  religious  consolation.  As  for  exercise,  it  was  nice  cold  wea- 
ther, and  he  was  allowed  to  perform  his  ablutions  every  morning 
under  the  pump,  in  a  stone  yard,  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Bum- 
hie,  who  prevented  his  catching  cold,  and  caused  a  tingHng  sen- 
sation to  pervade  his  frame,  by  repeated  applications  of  the 
cane ;  as  for  society,  he  was  carried  every  other  day  into  the 
hall  where  the  boys  dined,  and  there  sociably  flogged  as  a  public 
warning  and  example ;  and,  so  far  from  being  denied  tae  ad- 
vantages of  religious  consolation,  he  was  kicked  into  the  same 
apartment  every  evening  at  prayer-time,  and  there  permitted  to 
listen  to,  and  console  his  mind  with,  a  general  supplication  of 
the  boys,  containing  a  special  clause  tiierein  inserted  by  the 
authonty  of  the  board,  m  which  they  entreated  to  be  made 
good,  virtuous,  contented,  and  obedient,  and  to  be  guarded 
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from  the  sins  and  vices  of  Oliver  Twist,  whom  the  supplication 
distinctly  set  forth  to  be  undec  the  exclusive  patronage  and  pro- 
tection of  the  powers  of  wickedness,  and  an  article  direct  from 
the  manufactory  of  the  devil  himself. 

It  chanced  one  morning,  while  01iver''s  affairs  were  in  this 
auspicious  and  comfortable  state,  that  Mr.  Gamfield,  chimney- 
Bffeeper,  was  wending  his  way  adown  the  High-street,  deeply 
cogitating  in  his  mind,  his  ways  and  means  of  paying  certain 
arrears  of  rent,  for  whichhis  landlord  had  become  rather  press- 
ing. Mr.  Gamfield's  most  sanguine  calculation  of  funds  could 
not  raise  them  within  full  five  pounds  of  the  desired  amount ; 
and,  in  a  species  of  arithmetical  desperation,  he  was  alternately 
cudgeling  his  brains  and  his  donkey,  when,  passing  the  work- 
house, his  eyes  encountered  the  bill  on  the  gate. 

"  Woo !"  said  Mr.  Gamfield,  to  the  donkey. 

The  donkey  was  in  a  state  of  profound  abstraction, — wonder- 
ing, probably,  whether  he  was  destined  to  be  regaled  with  a  cab- 
bage-stalk or  two,  when  he  had  disposed  of  the  two  sacks  of 
soot  with  which  the  little  cart  was  laden ;  so,  without  noticing 
the  word  of  command,  he  jogged  onwards. 

Mr.  Gamfield  growled  a  fierce  imprecation  on  the  donkey 
generally,  but  more  particularly  on  his  eyes ;  and,  running 
after  him,  bestowed  a  blow  on  his  head  which  would  inevit- 
ably have  beaten  in  any  skull  but  a  donkey's ;  then,  catching 
hold  of  the  bridle,  he  gave  his  jaw  a  sharp  wrench,  hy  way  of 
gentle  reminder  that  he  was  not  his  own  master :  and,  having 
by  these  means  turned  him  round,  he  gave  him  another  blow  on 
the  head,  just  to  stun  him  till  he  came  Dack  again  ;  and,  having 
done  so,  walked  up  to  the  gate  to  read  the  bill. 

The  gentleman  with  the  white  waistcoat  was  standing  at  the 
gate  with  his  hands  behind  him,  after  having  delivered  himself 
of  some  profound  sentiments  in  the  board-room.  Having  wit- 
nessed the  little  dispute  between  Mr.  Gamfield  and  the  donkey, 
he  smiled  joyously  when  that  person  came  up  to  read  the  bill, 
for  he  saw  at  once  that  Mr.  Gamfield  was  just  exactly  the  sort 
of  master  Oliver  Twist  wanted.  Mr.  Gamneld  smiled,  too,  as  he 
perused  the  document,  for  five  pounds  was  just  the  sum  he  had 
been  wishing  for ;  and,  as  to  the  boy  with  which  it  was  encum- 
bered, Mr.  Gamfield,  knowing  what  the  dietary  of  the  work- 
house was,  well  knew  he  would  be  a  nice  small  pattern,  just  the 
very  thing  for  register  stoves.  So  he  spelt  the  bill  through 
again,  from  banning  to  end ;  and  then,  touching  his  fur  cap 
in  token  of  humility,  accosted  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waist- 
coat. 

*'  This  here  boy,  sir,  wot  the  parish  wants  to  'prentis,"  said 
Mr.  Gamfield. 

"  Yes,  my  man,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat, 
with  a  condescending  smile,  "  what  of  him  P" 

**  If  the  parish  vould  like  him  to  learn  a  light,  pleasant  trade, 
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in  a  good  'speclable  chimbley-sweepin^  bieness,"  said  Mr.  Gam- 
field,  "  I  wants  a  'prentis,  and  I^  ready  to  take  him." 

"  Walk  in,"  said  the  gentleman  with  the  white  waistcoat. 
And  Mr.  Gamfield  having  lingered  behind,  to  give  the  donkey 
another  blow  on  the  head,  ana  another  wrench  of  the  jaw  as  a 
caution  not  to  run  away  in  his  absence,  followed  the  gentleman 
with  the  white  waistcoat,  into  the  room  where  Oliver  had  first 
seen  him. 

*'  It 's  a  nasty  trade,"  said  Mr.  Limbkins,  when  Gamfietd 
had  again  stated  his  wish. 

"  Young  boys  have  been  smothered  in  chimneys,  before  now," 
said  another  gentleman. 

"That's  acause  they  damped  the  straw  afore  they  lit  it  in 
the  chimbley  to  make  'em  come  down  again,"  said  Oamfield ; 
*'  that 's  all  smoke,  and  no  blaze ;  vereas  smoke  ain't  o'  no  use  at 
all  in  makin'  a  boy  come  down ;  it  only  sinds  him  to  sleep,  and 
that's  wot  he  likes.  Boys  is  wery  obstinit,  and  wery  lazy, 
genlm'n,  and  there's  nothink  like  a  good  hot  blaze  to  make  'em 
come  down  vith  a  run ;  it's  humane  too,  sen'lm'n,  acause,  even 
if  they  've  stuck  in  the  chimbley,  roastin  their  feet  makes  'em 
struggle  to  hextricate  their  selves." 

Tm  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat  appeared  very  much 
amused  with  this  explanation ;  but  his  mirth  was  speedily 
checked  by  a  look  irom  Mr.  Limbkins.  The  board  then  pro- 
ceeded to  converse  among  themselves  for  a  few  minutes ;  but  in 
so  low  a  tone  that  the  words  "  saving  of  expenditure,"  "  look 
well  in  the  accounts,"  *'  have  a  printed  report  published,"  were 
alone  audible  :  and  they  only  chanced  to  be  heard  on  account  of 
their  being  very  frequently  repeated  with  great  emphasis. 

At  length  the  whispenng  ceased,  and  the  members  of  the 
board  having  resumed  their  seats,  and  their  solemnity,  Mr. 
Limbkins  said, 

"  We  have  comidea^  your  proposition,  and  we  don't  ap- 
prove of  it." 

"  Not  at  bH,''  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 

*'  Decidedly  not,"  added  the  other  members. 

As  Mr.  Gamfietd  did  happen  to  labour  under  the  slight 
imputation  of  having  bruis«l  three  or  four  boys  to  death,  ol- 
reaidy,  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  board  bad  perhaps,  in  some 
unaccountable  freak,  taken  it  into  their  heoos  that  this  ex- 
traneous circumstance  ought  to  influence  their  proceedings.  It 
waa  very  unlike  their  general  mode  of  doing  business,  if  they 
had ;  but  still,  as  he  hod  no  particular  wish  to  revive  the  ru- 
mour, he  twisted  liis  cap  in  his  hands,  and  walked  slowly  from 
the  table. 

"  So  you  won't  let  me  have  him,  gen'lmen,"  sud  Mr.  Gam- 
field,  pausing  near  the  door. 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Limbkins ;  "  at  least,  as  it  *s  a  nasty  bu- 
siness, we  think  you  ought  to  take  something  less  than  the  pre- 
mium we  offered." 
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Mr.  Oamfield^s  countenaoce  brightened,  as,  with  a  quick  step 
be  returned  to  the  table,  and  said, 

*'  What  11  you  give,  genlmen  P  Come,  don*t  be  too  hard 
on  a  poor  man.     What  '11  you  give  f 

"  I  should  say  three  pound  ten  was  plenty,"  said  Mr.  Limb- 
tuns. 

"  Ten  shillings  too  much,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white 
waistcoat. 

"  Come,"  said  Oam6eld ;  **  say  four  pound,  genlmen.  Say 
four  pound,  and  you  \e  got  rid  of  him  for  good  and  alt 
There!" 

"  Three  pound  tat,"  repeated  Mr.  Limbkins,  firmly. 

*'  Come,  I  Tl  split  the  difference,  genlmen,"  urged  Gamfield. 
**  Three  pound  fifteen." 

"  Not  a  fartbing  more,"  was  the  firm  reply  of  Mr.  Limbkins. 

"  You're  desp'rate  hard  upon  me,  genlmen,"  said  Gamfidd, 
waverinff. 

"Pooh I  pooh!  nonsense!"  said  the  geotleman  in  the  white 
waistcoat.  *'  He  'd  be  cheap  with  nothing  at  all,  as  a  premium. 
Take  him,  you  silly  fellow  I  He 's  just  the  boy  for  you.  He 
wants  the  stick  now  and  then ;  it  11  do  him  good ;  and  his 
board  needn't  come  very  expensive,  for  he  hasn't  beeo  overfed 
since  be  was  bom.     Ha  t  ha !  ha !" 

Mr.  Gamfield  gave  an  arch  look  at  the  faces  round  the  table, 
and,  observing  a  smile  on  all  of  them,  gradually  broke  into  a 
smile  himself.  The  bar^n  was  made,  and  Mr.  Bumble  was 
at  once  instructed  that  Oliver  Twist  and  his  indentures  were 
to  be  conveyed  before  the  magistrate  for  signature  and  approval, 
that  very  anemoon. 

In  pursuance  of  this  determination,  little  Oliver,  to  his  ex- 
cessive astonishment,  was  released  Axim  bondage,  and  ordered  to 
put  himself  into  a  clean  shirt.  He  had  hudly  achieved  this 
very  unusual  gymnastic  performance,  when  Mr.  Bumble  brought 
him  with  his  own  hands,  s  basin  of  gruel,  and  the  holiday  al- 
lowance of  two  ounces  and  a  quarter  of  bread  ;  at  sight  of  wnich 
Oliver  b^^  to  cry  very  piteously,  thinking,  not  unnaturally, 
that  the  board  must  have  determined  to  kill  him  for  some 
useful  purpose,  or  they  never  would  have  b^^m  to  fatten  him 
up  in  this  way. 

*'  Don't  make  your  eyes  red,  Olivw,  but  eat  your  food, 
and  be  thankful,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  in  a  tone  of  impressive 
pomposity.  "  You  're  a-going  to  be  mode  a  'prentice  of, 
Oliver." 

"  A  'prentice,  sir !"  said  the  child,  trembling. 

"Yes,  Oliver,"  said  Mr.  Bumble.  "The  Kind  and  blessed 
gentlemen  which  is  so  many  parents  to  you,  Oliver,  when  you 
have  none  of  your  own,  ore  a-going  to  'prentice  you,  and  to  sel 
you  up  in  life,  and  make  a  man  of  you,  although  the  expence 
to  the  parish  is  three  pound  ten ! — tnree  pound  ten,  Oliver  !— 

n,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


8S3  OLIVER   TWIST. 

serenty  shillings ! — one  hundred  aad  forty  Bixpences  I — and  all 
for  a  naughty  orphan  which  nobody  can  love." 

Aa  Mr.  Bumble  paused  to  take  breath  after  ddiverinK  this 
address,  in  an  awful  voice,  the  tears  rolled  domi  the  poor  uiild's 
face,  and  he  sobbed  bitterly. 

"  Come,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  somewhat  less  pompously ;  for  it 
was  gratifying  to  his  feelings  to  observe  the  effect  hia  doquence 
had  producefT  "  Come,  Oliver,  wipe  your  eyes  with  the  cuffs 
of  your  jacket,  and  don't  cry  into  your  gruel;  that's  a  very 
foolish  action,  Oliver."  It  certainly  was,  for  there  was  quite 
enough  water  in  it  already. 

On  their  way  to  the  magistrate's,  Mr.  Bumble  instructed 
Oliver  that  all  he  would  have  to  do,  would  be  to  look  very 
happy,  and  say,  when  the  gentleman  asked  him  if  he  wanted  to 
be  apprenticed,  that  he  should  like  it  very  much  indeed ;  both 
of  which  injunctions  Oliver  promised  to  obey,  the  more  readily 
as  Mr.  Bumble  threw  in  a  gentle  hint,  that  if  he  failed  in  either 
particular,  there  was  no  tiling  what  would  be  done  to  him. 
When  they  arrived  at  the  ofGce,  he  was  shut  up  in  a  little  room 
by  himself,  and  admonished  by  Mr.  Bumble  to  stay  there,  until . 
he  came  back  to  fetch  him. 

There  the  boy  remained  with  a  palpitating  heart  for  half  an 
hour,  at  the  expiration  of  which  time  Mr.  Bumble  thrust  in  his 
head,  unadorned  with  the  cocked-hat,  and  said  aloud, 

"  Now,  Oliver,  my  dear,  come  to  the  gentleman."  As  Mr. 
Bumble  said  this,  he  put  on  a  grim  and  threatening  look,  and 
added  in  a  low  voice,  "  Mind  what  I  told  you,  you  young 
rascal." 

Oliver  stared  innocently  in  Mr.  Bumble's  face  at  this  some- 
what contradictory  style  of  address ;  but  that  gentleman  pre- 
vented his  oSering  any  remark  thereupon,  by  leading  him  at 
once  into  an  adjoining  room,  the  door  of  which  was  open.  It 
was  a  large  room  with  a  great  window ;  and  behind  a  desk  sat 
two  old  gentlemen  with  powdered  heads,  one  of  whom  was  read- 
ing the  newspaper,  while  the  other  was  perusing,  with  the  aid  of 
a  pair  of  tortoise-shell  spectacles,  a  small  piece  of  parchment 
which  lay  before  him.  Mr.  Limbkins  was  standing  in  front  of 
the  desk,  on  one  side ;  and  Mr.  Gam6eld,  with  a  partially  washed 
face,  on  the  other ;  while  two  or  three  bluff-looking  men  in  top- 
boots  were  lounging  about. 

The  old  gentleman  with  the  spectacles  gradually  dozei]  off, 
over  the  little  bit  of  parchment ;  and  there  was  a  short  pause 
after  Oliver  had  been  stationed  by  Mr,  Bumble  in  front  of  the 
desk. 

"  This  is  the  boy,  your  worship,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

The  old  gentleman  who  was  reading  the  newspaper  raised  his 
head  for  a  moment,  and  pulled  the  other  old  gentleman  by  the 
sleeve,  whereupon  the  last-mentioned  old  gentleman  woke  up. 

"  Oh,  is  this  the  boy  P"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
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"  This  is  faim,  dr,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble.  "  Bow  to  the  ma- 
gistrate, my  dear." 

Oliver  roused  himself,  and  made  his  best  obeisance.  He  had 
been  woodering,  with  bis  eyes  fixed  on  the  magistrates'  powder, 
whether  all  boards  were  bora  with  that  white  stuff  on  their 
heads,  and  were  boards  from  thenceforth,  on  that  account. 

"  Well,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  I  suppose  he 's  fond  of 
chimney-sweeping  ?" 

"  He  dotes  on  it,  your  worship,"  replied  Bumble,  giving 
Oliver  a  sly  pinch,  to  intimate  that  he  had  better  not  say  he 
didn't. 

"  And  he  will  be  a  sweep,  will  he  F"  inquired  the  old  gen- 
tleman. 

"  If  we  was  to  bind  him  to  any  other  trade  to-morrow,  he  M 
run  away  simultaneously,  your  worship,"  replied  Bumble. 

"  And  this  man  that 's  to  be  bis  master, — you,  sir, — you  11 
treat  him  well,  and  feed  him,  and  do  all  that  sort  of  thing, — will 
you  ?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"  When  I  says  I  will,  1  means  I  will,"  replied  Mr.  Gamfield 
doggedly. 

*'  You  're  a  rough  speaker,  my  friend,  but  you  look  an  honest, 
open-hearted  man,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  tnming  his  spec- 
tacles in  the  direction  of  the  candidate  for  Oliver's  premium, 
whose  villanouE  countenance  was  a  regular  stamped  receipt  for 
cruelty.  But  the  magistrate  was  half  blind,  and  half  childish, 
so  he  couldn't  reasonably  be  expected  to  discern  what  other 
people  did. 

**  I  hope  I  am,  sir,"  said  Mr.  G(amfield  with  an  ugly  leer. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  you  are,  my  friend,"  replied  the  old  gentle- 
man, fixing  his  spectacles  more  firmly  on  his  nose,  and  lookiag 
about  him  for  the  inkstand. 

It  was  the  critical  moment  of  Oliver's  fate.  If  the  inkstand 
bad  been  where  the  old  gentleman  thouj^ht  it  was,  he  would 
have  dipped  his  pen  into  it  and  signed  the  indentures,  and  Oliver 
would  have  been  straightway  hurried  off.  But,  as  it  chanced  to 
be  immediately  under  his  nose,  it  followed  as  a  matter  of  course 
that  he  looked  all  over  his  desk  for  it,  without  finding  it ;  and 
happening  in  the  course  of  his  search  to  look  straight  before 
faim,  his  gaze  encountered  the  pale  and  terrified  face  of  Oliver 
Twist,  who,  despite  all  the  admonitory  looks  and  pinches  of 
Bumble,  was  regarding  the  very  repulsive  countenance  of  his 
future  master  with  a  mingled  expression  of  horror  and  fear,  too 
palpable  to  be  mistaken  even  by  a  half-blind  magistrate. 

The  old  gentleman  stopped,  laid  down  his  pen,  and  looked 
fivm  Oliver  to  Mr.  Limbkins,  who  attempted  to  take  snuff  with 
a  cheerful  and  unconcerned  aspect. 

'*  My  boy,''  said  the  old  gentleman,  leaning  over  the  desk. 
Oliver  started  at  the  sound,— he  might  be  excused  for  doing  so. 
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for  the  words  were  kindly  said,  and  strange  sounds  frighten  (me. 
He  trembled  violently,  and  burst  into  tears. 

**  My  boy,™  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  you  look  pale  and 
alarmed.     What  ia  the  matter  P" 

"  Stand  a  little  away  from  him,  beadle,^  said  the  other  nutgis- 
trate,  laying  aside  the  paper,  and  leaning  forward  with  an  ex- 
pression of  some  interest.  "  Now,  boy,  tell  us  what  *s  the  mat- 
ter :  don't  be  afraid." 

Oliver  fell  on  his  knees,  and,  clasping  his  hands  together, 
prayed  that  they  would  order  him  back  to  the  dark  room, — thai 
they  would  starve  him — beat  him — kill  him  if  they  pleased — 
rather  than  send  him  away,  with  that  dreadful  man. 

*'  Well !"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  raising  his  hands  and  eyes  with 
most  impressive  solemnity, — '*  Well !  of  all  the  artful  and  de- 
signing orphans  that  ever  I  see,  Oliver,  you  are  one  of  the  most 
bare-facedest." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  beadle,''  said  the  second  old  gentleman, 
when  Mr.  Bumble  had  given  vent  to  tliis  compound  adjective. 

*'  I  beg  your  worship's  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  incredu- 
lous of  his  having  heard  aright, — "  did  your  worship  speak  to 
meP" 

*'  Yes— hold  your  tongue." 

Mr.  Bumble  was  stupified  with  astonishment.  A  beadle  or- 
dered to  hold  his  tongue !     A  moral  revolution. 

The  old  gentleman  in  the  tortoise-shell  spectacles  looked  at  his 
companion :  he  nodded  significantly. 

*<  \Ve  refuse  to  sanction  these  indentures,'"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, tossing  aside  the  piece  of  parchment  as  he  spoke. 

*'  I  hope,  stammered  Mr.  Limbkins, — "  I  hope  the  magis- 
trates will  not  form  the  opinion  that  the  authorities  have  been 
guilty  of  any  improper  c<Hiduct,  on  the  unsupported  testimony 
of  a  mere  child." 

"  The  magistrates  are  not  called  upon  to  pronounce  any  opi- 
nion on  the  matter,"  said  the  second  old  gentleman  diarply. 
"  Take  the  boy  back  to  the  workhouse,  and  treat  him  kindly. 
He  seems  to  want  it." 

That  same  evening  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat  most 
positively  and  decidedly  affirmed,  not  only  that  Oliver  would  be 
nung,  hut  that  he  would  be  drawn  and  quartered  into  the  bar- 
gain. Mr.  Bumble  shook  his  head  with  gloomy  mystery,  and 
said  he  wished  he  might  come  to  good ;  to  which  Mr.  Gamfield 
replied,  that  he  wished  he  might  come  to  him,  which,  although 
he  agreed  with  the  beadle  in  most  matters,  would  seem  to  be  a 
wish  of  a  totally  opposite  description. 

The  next  morning  the  public  were  once  more  informed  that 
Oliver  Twist  was  again  to  let,  and  that  five  pounds  would  be 
paid  to  anybody  who  would  take  possession  of  him. 
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CHAFTIB   THE   I 
OLITEB,   BEtHO     OPFtKED   ANOTBEK     PLACE,     UAIES     BIS     FIKST     IHTRT   IMTO 

In  great  familieB,  when  an  advantageous  place  cannot  be  ob- 
tained, either  in  poaseesion,  reversion,  remainder,  or  expectancy, 
for  the  young  man  who  is  growing  up,  it  is  a  very  general  cus- 
tom to  send  him  to  sea.  The  board,  in  imitation  of  bo  wise  and 
salutary  an  example,  took  counsel  together  on  the  expediency  of 
shipping  off  Oliver  Twist  in  some  small  trading  vessel  bound  to 
a  good  unhealthy  port,  which  suggested  itself  as  the  very  best 
thing  that  could  pobsibly  be  done  with  him ;  the  probability 
being,  that  the  skipper  would  either  flpg  him  to  death,  in  a  playful 
mood,  some  day  alter  dinner,  or  knock  his  brains  out  with  an 
iron  bar, — both  pastimes  being,  as  is  pretty  generally  known, 
very  favourite  and  common  recreations  among  gentlemen  of  thbt 
daaa.  The  more  the  case  presented  itself  to  the  board,  in  this 
point  of  view,  the  more  manifold  the  advantages  of  the  step  ap- 
peared ;  so  they  came  to  tbe  conclusion  that  the  only  way  of  pro- 
viding forOliver  effectually,  was  to  send  him  to  sea  without  delay. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  been  despatched  to  make  various  preliminary 
iaquiries,  with  the  view  of  finding  ont  some  captain  or  other  who 
wanted  a  cabin-boy  without  any  friends ;  and  was  returning  to 
the  workhouse  to  communicate  the  result  of  his  mission,  when  he 
encountered  just  at  the  gate  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Sower- 
berry,  the  parochial  undertaker. 

Mr.  Sowerberry  was  a  tall,  gaunt,  large-jointed  man,  attired 
in  a  suit  of  threadbare  black,  with  dam«l  cotton  stockings  of 
the  same  colour,  and  shoes  to  answer.  His  features  were  not 
naturally  intended  to  wear  a  smiling  aspect,  but  he  was  in  ge- 
neral rather  given  to  professional  jocosity  ;  bis  step  was  elastic, 
and  his  face  betokenea  inward  pleasantry,  as  he  advanced  to  Mr. 
Bumble  and  shook  him  cordially  by  the  hand. 

*'  I  have  taken  the  measure  of  the  two  women  that  died  last 
night,  Mr.  Bumble,"  said  the  undertaker. 

*'  You  '11  make  your  fortune,  Mr.  Sowerberry,"  said  the 
beadle,  as  be  thrust  tiis  thumb  and  forefinger  into  the  proffered 
ntuff-box  of  the  undertaker,  which  was  an  ingenious  little  model 
of  a  patent  coffin.  **  I  say  you  '11  make  your  fortune,  Mr.  Sower- 
berry," repeated  Mr.  Bumble,  tapping  the  undertaker  on  tbe 
shoulder  in  a  friendly  manner,  with  his  cane. 

"  Think  so  P"  said  the  undertaker  in  a  tone  which  half  ad- 
mitted and  half  disputed  the  probabihty  of  the  event.  "  The 
prices  allowed  by  the  board  are  very  small,  Mr.  Bumble.^ 

"  So  are  the  coffins,"  replied  the  beadle,  with  precisely  as  near 
an  approach  to  a  laugh  as  a  great  official  ought  to  indulge  in. 

Mr.  Sowerberry  was  much  tickled  at  this,  as  of  course  he 
ought  to  be,  and  laughed  a  long  time  without  cessation.  "  Well, 
wdl,  Mr.  Bumble,"  he  said  at  length,  *'  there '»  no  denying  that, 
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sioce  the  new  sjrstem  of  feeding  has  come  in,  the  coiBas  are 
somethin?  narrower  and  more  ahulow  than  they  used  to  be ;  but 
we  must  nave  aome  pro6t,  Mr,  Bumble.  Well-seasoDed  timber 
is  aa  expensiTe  article,  sir;  and  all  the  iron  handles  come  by 
canal  from  Birmingbam," 

'*  Well,  well,"  BBid  Mr.  Bumble,  "  every  trade  has  its  draw- 
backs, and  a  fair  profit  is  of  course  allowable." 

"■Of  course,  of  course"  replied  the  undertaker;  "  aod  if  I 
don't  get  a  profit  upon  this  or  that  particular  ardde,  why,  I 
make  it  up  in  the  long  run,  you  see — he  !  he !  he !" 

"  Ju8t  so,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  Though  I  must  say," — continued  the  undertaker,  resuming 
the  current  of  observations  which  the  beadle  had  interrupted, — 
"  though  1  must  say,  Mr.  Bumble,  that  I  have  to  contend 
against  one  very  great  disadvaTitage,  which  is,  that  all  the  stout 
people  go  off  the  quickest — I  mean  that  the  people  who  have 
been  better  off,  and  have  paid  rates  for  many  years,  are  the  first 
to  sink  when  they  come  into  the  house;  and  let  me  tell  you,  Mr. 
Bumble,  that  three  or  four  inches  over  one's  calculation  makes  a 
^■eat  hole  in  one's  profits,  especially  when  one  has  a  family  to 
provide  for,  sir." 

As  Mr.  Sowerberry  said  this,  with  the  becoming  indignation  of 
an  ill-used  man,  and  as  Mr.  Bumble  felt  that  it  rather  tended  to 
convey  a  reflection  on  the  honour  of  the  parish,  the  latter  gen- 
tleman thought  it  advisable  to  change  the  subject ;  and  Oliver 
Twist  being  uppermost  in  his  mind,  he  made  him  his  theme. 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "  you  don't  know  anybody 
who  wants  a  boy,  do  you — a  porochial  'prentis,  who  is  at  present 
a  dead-weight— a  minstone,  as  I  may  say— round  the  porochial 
throat  P  Liberal  terms,  Mr.  Sowerberry — liberal  terms ;" — and, 
as  Mr.  Bumble  spoke,  he  raised  his  cane  to  the  bill  above  him, 
and  gave  three  distinct  raps  upon  the  words  "  five  pounds," 
which  were  printed  therein  in  Roman  capitals  of  gigantic  size: 

"Gadso!-    said  the  undertaker,  taking  Mr.  Bumfcle  by  the 

r 'It-edged  lappel  of  his  official  coat ;  "  that 's  juat  the  vay  thing 
wanted  to  speak  to  you  about.  You  know — dear  me,  what  a 
very  elegant  button  this  is,  Mr.  Bumble ;  1  never  noticed  it  be- 
fore." 

"  Yea,  I  think  it  is  rather  pretty,"  said  the  beadle,  glancing 

Eroudly  downwards  at  the  large  brass  buttons  which  embellished 
is  coat.  '*  The  die  is  the  same  as  the  parochial  seal, — the  Good 
Samaritan  healing  the  sick  and  bruised  man.  The -board  pre- 
seated  it  to  me  on  New-year's  morning,  Mr.  Sowerberry.  I  put 
it  on,  I  remember,  for  the  first  time,  to  attend  the  inquest  on 
that  reduced  tradesman  who  died  in  a  doorway  at  midnight." 

"I  recollect,"  said  the  undertaker.     "The  jury  brought  in 
'  Died  from  exposure  to  the  cold,  and  want  of  the  common  ne- 
cessaries of  life,'— didn't  they  ?" 
Mr.  Bumble  nodded. 
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**  And  they  made  it  a  special  verdict,  I  think,'"  said  the  under- 
taker, '*  by  adding  some  wards  to  the  effect,  that  if  the  relieving 
officer  had ^" 

"  Tush — foolery  j""  interposed  the  beadle  angrily.  "  If  the 
board  attended  to  all  the  nonsense  that  ignorant  jurymen  talk, 
they  'd  have  enough  to  do."  . 

"  Very  true,"  said  the  und^taker ;  *'  they  would  indeed." 

"  Juries,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  grasping  his  cane  tightly,  aswas 
his  wont  when  workin]|;  into  a  passion, — "juries  is  ineddical«d, 


vulgar,  grovelling  wretches." 
*'  So  they  are,**  said  the  un 


indertaker. 

"  They  haven't  no  more  philosophy  or  political  economy 
about  'em  than  that,"  said  the  beadle,  snapping  his  fingers  con- 
temptuously. 

*'  No  more  they  have,"  acquiesced  the  undertaker. 

"  I  despise  'em,"  said  the  beadle,  growing  very  red  in  the  face. 

"  So  do  I,"  rejoined  the  undertaker. 

•'  And  I  only  wish  we  'd  a  jury  of  the  independent  sort  in  the 
bouse  for  a  week  or  two,"  said  the  beadle ;  "  the  rules  and 
r^ulations  of  the  board  would  soon  bring  their  spirit  down 
for  them." 

"  Let  'em  alone  for  that,"  replied  the  undertaker.  So  say- 
ing, he  smiled  approvingly  to  (^m  the  rising  wrath  of  the  in- 
dignant parish  officer. 

Mr.  Bumble  lifted  off  his  cocked<hat,  took  a  handkerchief 
from  the  inside  of  the  crown,  wiped  from  his  forehead  the  per- 
spiration which  his  rage  had  engendered,  fixed  the  cocked-hat 
on  again ;  and,  turning  to  the  undertaker,  said  in  a  calmer 
voice, 

"  Well ;  what  about  the  boy  P" 

"  Oh  !"  replied  the  undertaker  i  "  why,  you  know,  Mr.  Bum- 
ble, I  pay  a  good  deal  towards  the  poor's  rates." 

"  Hem  !"  said  Mr.  Bumble.     "  WeU  ?" 

"  Well,"  replied  the  undertaker,  "  I  was  thinking  that  if  I 
pay  BO  much  towards  'em,  I  Ve  a  right  to  get  as  much  out  of 
em  as  I  can,  Mr.  Bumble;  and  so— and  so — I  think  1 11  take 
the  boy  mysdf." 

Mr.  Bumble  grasped  the  undertaker  by  the  arm,  and  led  him 
into  the  huildmg.  Mr.  Sowerberry  was  closeted  with  the 
board  for  five  minutes,  and  then  it  was  arranged  that  Oliver 
should  go  to  him  that  evening  "  upon  liking," — a  phrase  which 
means,  in  the  case  of  a  parish  apprentice,  that  if  the  master  find, 
upoD  a  short  trial,  that  he  can  get  enough  work  out  of  a  boy 
without  putting  too  much  food  in  him,  he  shall  have  him  for  a 
term  of  years,  to  do  what  he  likes  with. 

When  little  Oliver  was  taken-  before  "  the  gendemen  "  that 
evening,  and  informed  that  he  was  to  go  tbnt  night  as  general 
house-lad  to  a  coffin-maker's,  and  that  if  he  complained  of  his 
situation,  or  ever  came  back  to  the  parish  again,  he  would  be 
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sent  to  len,  there  to  be  drowned,  or  knocked  on  the  head,  as  the 
case  might  be,  he  evinced  so  little  emotion,  that  they  by  com- 
mon consent  pronounced  him  a  hardened  young  rascal,  and 
ordered  Mr.  Bumble  to  remove  him  forthwith. 

Now,  although  it  was  very  natural  that  the  board,  of  all 
people  in  the  world,  should  feel  in  a  great  state  of  virtuous  asto- 
nishment and  horror  at  the  smallest  tokens  of  want  of  feeling  on 
the  part  of  anybody,  they  were  rather  out,  in  this  particular  in- 
stance. The  simple  fact  was,  that  Oliver,  instead  of  possessing 
too  little  feeling,  possessed  rather  too  much,  and  was  in  a  fair 
way  of  being  reduced  to  a  state  of  brutal  stupidity  and  sullen- 
ness  for  life,  by  the  ill  usage  he  had  received.  He  beard  the 
news  of  his  destination  in  perfect  silence,  and,  having  had  bb 
luggage  put  into  his  hamf, — which  was  not  very  tufficult  to 
carry,  inasmuch  as  it  was  all  comprised  within  the  limits  of  a 
brown  paper  parcel,  about  half  a  foot  square  by  three  inches 
deep, — ne  pulled  his  cap  over  his  eyes,  and  once  more  attaching 
himself  to  Mr.  Bumble's  coat  cuff,  was  led  away  by  that  digni- 
ta^  to  a  new  scene  of  suffering. 

For  some  time  Mr.  Bumble  drew  Olivra:  along,  without  no- 
tice or  remark,  for  the  beadle  carried  his  head  very  erect,  as  a 
beadle  always  should;  and,  it  being  a  windy  day,  little  Oliver 
was  completely  enshrouded  by  the  skirts  of  Mr.  Bumble's  coat 
as  they  blew  open,  and  disclosed  to  great  advantage  his  flapped 
waistcoat  and  drab  plush  knee-breei^es.  As  they  drew  near  to 
their  destination,  however,  Mr.  Bumble  thought  it  expedient  to 
look  down  and  see  that  the  boy  was  in  good  order  for  inspec* 
tion  by  his  new  master,  which  he  accoMingly  did,  with  a  fit 
and  becoming  air  of  gracious  patronage. 

"  Oliver  !"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  in  a  low,  tremulous  voice. 

"  Pull  that  cap  off  of  your  eyes,  and  hold  up  your  head,  dr.** 

Although  Oliver  did  as  he  was  desired  at  once,  and  passed 
the  back  of  bis  unoccupied  hand  briskly  across  his  eyes,  ne  left 
a  tear  in  them  when  he  looked  up  at  his  conductor.  As  Mr. 
Bumble  gazed  sternly  upon  him,  it  rolled  down  his  cheek.  It 
was  followed  by  another,  and  another.  The  child  made  a  strong 
effort,  but  it  was  an  unsuccessful  one ;  and,  withdrawing  his 
other  band  from  Mr.  Bumble''B,  he  covered  his  fiux  with  Doth, 
and  wept  till  the  tears  sprung  out  &om  between  his  thin  and 
bony  fingers. 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble,  stopping  abort,  and  darting 
at  his  little  charge  a  look  of  intense  malignity, — "  wdl,  of  aU 
the  ungratefuUest,  and  worst-disposed  boys  as  ever  I  see,  Oliver, 
you  are  the ' 

"  No,  no,  sir,"  sobbed  Olivet,  clinging  to  the  band  which 
held  the  well-known  cane ;  *'  no,  no,  sir ;  Iwill  be  good  indeed  ; 
indeed,  indeed,  I  will,  sir !    I  am  a  very  little  boy,  sir ;  and  it  b 
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"  80  vhat  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Bumble  in  atnazemenL 

"  80  lonely,  sir — so  very  lonelv,"  cried  the  child.  "  Every- 
body hates  me.  Oh  !  air,  don't  be  ctosb  to  me.  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  been  cut  here,  sir,  and  it  was  all  bleeding  away  C"  and  the 
child  beat  hia  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  looked  into  hig  compa- 
nion's face  with  tears  of  real  agony. 

Mr.  Bumble  regarded  Oliver's  piteous  and  helpless  look  with 
some  astonishment  for  a  few  seconds,  hemmed  three  or  four 
times  in  a  husky  manner,  and,  after  muttering  something  about 
"  that  troublesome  cough,"  bid  Oliver  dry  his  eyes  and  be  a 
eood  boy ;  and,  once  more  taking  bis  hand,  walked  on  with  him 
in  silence. 

The  undertaker  had  just  put  up  the  shutters  of  his  shop,  and 
was  making  some  entries  in  his  day-book  by  the  light  of  a  most 
^propriat^y  dismal  candle,  when  Mr.  Bumble  entered. 

"Aha  1"  said  the  undertaker,  looking  up  from  the  book,  and 
paufdng  in  the  middle  of  a  word ;  "  is  that  you,  Bumble  f" 

"  No  one  else,  Mr,  Sowerberry,"  replied  the  beadle.  "  Here, 
I  *ve  brought  the  boy."    Oliver  made  a  bow. 

"  Oh  I  that 's  the  ooy,  is  it  F"  said  the  undertaker,  raising  the 
candle  above  his  head  to  get  a  full  glimpse  of  Oliver.  "  Mrs. 
Sowerberry  I  will  you  come  here  a  mom«it,  my  dear  ?"" 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  emerged  from  a  little  room  behind  the  shop, 
and  presented  the  form  of  a  short,  thin,  squeezed-up  woman, 
with  a  vixenish  countenance. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  deferentially,  '*  this  is  the 
boy  fr<mi  the  workhouse  that  I  uAd  you  of."  Oliver  bowed 
again. 

"  -Dear  me  I"  said  the  undertaker's  wife,  "  he 's  very  small." 

"  Why,  he  is  rather  gmall,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  looking  at 
Oliver  as  if  it  were  his  fault  tnat  he  wasn^t  bigger;  "he  is 
small, — there's  no  denying  it.  But  he'll  grow,  Mrs.  Sower- 
berry,— he  '11  grow." 

"  Ah  I  I  dare  say  he  will,"  replied  the  lady  pettishly,  "  on 
our  victuals,  and  our  drink.  I  see  no  saving  in  parish  children, 
not  I ;  for  they  always  cost  mere  to  keep,  than  they  're  worth  : 
however,  men  always  think  they  know  best.  There,  get  down 
stairs,  little  bag  o  bones."  With  this,  the  undertaker's  wife 
opened  a  side  door,  and  pushed  Oliver  down  a  steep  flight  of 
stairs  into  a  stone  cell,  damp  and  dark,  forming  the  ante-room  to 
the  coal-cellar,  and  denominated  "  the  kitchen,™  wherein  sat  a 
alatteroly  girl  in  shoes  down  at  heel,  and  blue  worsted  stockings 
very  much  out  of  repair. 

*'  Here,  Charlotte,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who  had  followed 
Oliver  down,  "^ve  this  boy  some  of  the  cold  bits  that  were  put 
by  for  Trip :  he  hasn't  come  home  since  the  morning,  so  he 
may  go  witnout  *em.  1  dare  say  he  isn't  too  dainty  to  eat  'em, 
— are  you,  boy  ?" 

Oliver,  whose  eyes  had  gbstened  at  the  mention  of  meat,  and 
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who  was  trembliDg  with  ea^rness  to  devour  it,  replied  Id  the  ne- 
gative ;  and  a  plateful  of  coarse  broken  victuals  waa  set  before  him. 

I  wish  some  well-fed  philosopher,  whose  meat  and  drink 
turn  to  gall  within  him,  whose  ulood  is  ice,  and  whose  heart 
is  iron,  could  have  seen  Oliver  Twist  clutching  at  the  dainty 
viands  that  the  dog  had  neglected,  and  witnessed  the  horrible 
avidity  with  which  ne  tore  the  bits  asunder  with  all  the  ferocity 
of  famine : — there  is  only  one  thing  I  should  like  better ;  and 
that  would  be  to  see  him  making  the  same  sort  of  meal  himself, 
with  the  some  relish. 

"  Well,"  said  the  undertaker's  wife,  when  Oliver  had  fini^ed 
his  supper,  which  she  had  r^arded  iu  silent  horror,  and  with 
fearful  auguries  of  his  future  appetite,  *'  have  you  done  ?"" 

There  being  nothing  eatable  within  his  reach,  Oliver  replied 
in  the  affirmative. 

"  Then  come  with  me,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  taking  up  & 
dim  and  dirty  lamp,  and  leading  the  way  up  stairs ;  "  your 
bed 's  under  the  counter.  You  wonH  mind  sleeping  among  the 
coffins,  I  suppose? — but  it  doesn't  much  matter  whether  you 
will  or  not,  for  you  won't  sleep  any  where  else.  Cmoe ;  don^ 
keep  me  here,  all  night." 

Oliver  lingered  no  longer,  but  meekly  followed  his  new 
mistress. 


A  REMNANT  OF  THE  TIME  OF  IZAAK  WALTON. 

V  SKA  TOR,   AMATOR,   ZBRIOLUS. 

Venator. 
Good  inorrow,  good  morroi*  I   sa;  whither  ye  go, — 
To  the  chue  aboTC,  or  the  woods  below  ? 
Brake  and.  hollow  their  quany  hold, 
Stresms  are  bright  with  baclu  of  gold  : 
Twere  ahame  to  lose  so  &ji  a  day, — 
So,  whither  ye  wend,  my  raaater^,  say. 

Aiaator. 
"nie  dappled  herd  in  peace  may  graze, 
He  fiah  fling  back  the  sun's  br^ht  ntyi ; 
1  bend  no  bow,  I  cast  no  line. 
The  chase  of  Love  alone  is  mine. 

JEbriolut. 
Your  venison  and  pike 
Ye  may  get  as  ye  like, 

'Riey  grace  a  board  right  well ; 
But  the  sport  for  my  share 
Is  the  chase  of  old  Care, 

When  the  wine-cup  lolls  his  knell. 

Give  ye  good-den,  my  masters  twaio, 

I II  flout  ye,  when  we  meet  again : 

Sad  lover,  hiv  thee  down  and  pine ; 

Go  thou,  and  blink  o'er  thy  noon-day  wine ; 

I  'II  to  the  woods.     Well  may  ye  fiue 

With  two  such  Aea,  as  Love  and  Care. 
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THE  "ORIGINAL"  DRAGOK. 

A   LXOKKD  OF  TSE  CKLKSTIAL   EHPIRB. 

Frtefy  traatUted/rom  an  uatkciphered  MS.  of  Cott-Jute-m,'  and  dedicated  to 
Calomel  Bobmxr,  (of  the  Hone  Marina,)  by  C.  J.  Dmidt,  Eig. 


A  DESFEBiTE  dragon,  of  singulu  size, — 

(HU  name  was  Wing-Fang-Seratch-Cta^-Ftm,)— 
Flew  up  one  day  lo  the  top  of  the  skies. 

While  all  the  spectUon  with  terror  were  dumb. 
The  vagabond  von'd,  u  he  sported  his  tail, 

He'd  have  a  lAy  lark,  and  some  glorious  fun ; 
For  he'd  nonpliia  the  natives  that  day  without  Ml, 

Bj  eauiing  a  total  eeUpte  of  the  am  I  f 
He  collected  a  crowd  by  his  impudent  boast, 

(Some  decently  dress  d — some  with  hardly  a  rag  on,) 
Who  said  that  tbe  country  was  itiin'd  Emd  lost. 

Unless  they  could  compass  the  death  of  the  dragon. 


The  emperor  came  with  the  whole  of  his  court, — 

(His  majesty's  name  was  liing-Dang-JiaUC)— 
And  he  said — to  delight  in  such  profligate  sport. 

The  monster  was  mad,  or  disgracefully  druok. 
He  call'd  on  the  army  :  the  troops  to  a  man 

DecUr'd — though  tiiey  didn't  feel  frighien'd  the  least— 
They  never  could  think  it  a  sensible  plan 

To  go  vrithin  reach  of  so  ugly  a  beast. 
So  he  offer'd  his  daughter,  the  lovely  Non-Keen, 

And  a  painted  pavilion,  with  many  a  flag  on. 
To  any  brave  knight  who  would  step  in  between 

"Hie  tolar  eciipie  and  the  daredevil  dragon. 


Presently  came  a  reverend  bonie, — 

(His  name,  I  'm  told,  was  Lorig'Ckin-Jou,) — 
With  a  phii  very  like  the  complexion  of  brooie; 

And  tor  suitable  words  he  was  quite  at  a  loss. 
But,  he  humbly  submitted,  the  orUiodox  way 

To  succour  the  tun,  and  to  bother  the  foe. 
Was  to  make  a  new  church-rate  without  more  delay. 

As  the  clerical  funds  were  deplorably  low. 
Tliougfa  he  coveted  nothing  at  all  for  himself, 

(A  virtue  he  always  delighted  to  brag  on,) 
He  thought,  if  the  priesthood  could  pocket  some  pelf. 

It  might  hasten  the  doom  of  this  impious' dn^on. 

*  "  Better  knoim  to  illiterate  people  as  Ctm/ucuu." — W^shikoton  Iktimg. 

t  Id  China  (whatever  European  astronomers  may  assert  to  the  contrary)  an 
ectipc  is  caused  by  a  grtat  dragon  eating  up  the  am. 

To  Bveit  so  shocking  an  outrage,  the  natives  frighten  away  the  monster  from 
his  intended  Aa(  dinner,  by  giving  a  morning  concert,  alfrato ;  consisting  of 
drums,  tnmpeis,  cymbals,  gongs,  tiiv-kettles,  tu;. 
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"Die  neit  that  spoke  wu  the  court  bufiixm, — 

(The  name  of  thii  buffer  wai  WhM-Wham-Fm,y- 

Who  curied  a  salt-boi,  and  Urge  wooden  spoon, 
V/iih  i^icb,  he  suggested,  the  job  mi^t  be  done. 

Said  the  jestn,  ■■  1 11  wager  my  rattle  and  bells, 
Your  pride,  my  fine  fellow,  shall  soon  baTe  a  (all : 


And,  when  he  had  set  all  the  place  ii       ... 

As  his  mernr  conceits  led  the  whimsical  wag  on, 
He  hinted  a  plan  lo  get  rid  of  the  bore, 

Bj  putting  soioe  lalt  on  the  tail  of  the  dragOK  ! 


At  length  appear'd  a  brisk  yi .   ._, 

(The  fiu-bni'd  warrior,  Bam-Boa-Gong,)— 
Who  threaten'd  to  butke  the  big  blackgutird  outright, 

And  have  the  deed  blaion'd  in  story  and  song. 
With  an  excellent  shot  from  a  very  long  bow 

He  daniE^d  the  dragon  by  ciacidng  his  crown ; 
When  he  fell  to  the  ground  (as  my  documents  show) 

With  a  vnash  that  was  beatd  roany  miles  out  of  town. 
His  death  was  the  signal  for  frolic  and  rpree — 

They  carried  the  corpse  in  a  common  stage-waggon ; 
And  the  hero  was  crown'd  with  the  leaves  of  green  tea. 

For  saring  the  lun  firom  the  jaws  of  the  dragon. 


A  poet,  whose  works  were  all  the  rage, — 

^Tbis  gentleman's  name  was  Sing'Song-Stntn^ — 
Told  the  terrible  tale  on  his  popular  page : 

(Compar'd  with  hii  Teises,  my  riiymes  are  but  mm  !) 
I^  Royal  Society  claim'd,  as  their  right. 

The  spoils  of  the  vanquiib'd — hii  wings,  tail,  and  claws ; 
And  a  brilliant  bravura,  describing  the  fight, 

Was  ning  on  the  stage  with  unbounded  applause. 
"The  valiant  Bam-Boo ''  was  a  favourite  toast. 

And  a  topic  for  future  historians  to  fag  on, 
Which,  when  it  had  reach'd  to  the  Middlesex  coast, 

Gave  rise  to  the  legend  of  "  George  and  the  Dragon." 
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A  PASSAGE  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  BEAUMARCHAIS. 

BY  GXORGZ  HOGARTH. 

M.  DK  Beauharchais,  the  celebrated  French  dramatbt,  was  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  men  of  hia  time,  though  his  fame  now  rests 
in  a  great  measure  on  his  two  comedies,  Le  Barbier  de  Seville,  and 
Ze  Manage  de  Figaro  ;  and  even  these  titles  are  now-a-days  much 
more  generally  associated  with  the  names  of  Rossini  and  Mozart, 
than  with  that  of  Beaumarchais.  Few  comedies,  however,  have  been 
more  popular  on  the  French  stage  than  these  delightful  productions. 
The  character  of  Susanna  was  the  chef  imtert  of  the  fascinating 
Mademoiselle  Contat;  and  has  preserved  its  attractions,  almost  down 
to  the  pfcseot  time,  in  the  hands  of  her  evergreen  successor,  the 
inimitable  Mars.  The  Count  and  Countess  Almaviva,  Susanna, 
flgaro,  and  Cherubioo,  have  now  become  the  property  of  Italian 
singers;  and,  iu  this  musical  age,  even  the  French  public  have  been 
content  to  give  up  the  wit,  satire,  point,  and  playfulness  of  the  ori- 
ginal comedies,  for  those  meagre  outlines  which  have  been  made  the 
vehicles  for  the  most  charming  dramatic  music  in  the  world.  Not 
that  //  Itarbiere  di  Sivigtia  and  Le  Nozze  di  JPigaro  are  not  lively 
and  amusmg,  considered  as  operas  ;  but  the  via  comica  of  Beaumar- 
chais has  almost  entirely  evaporated  in  the  process  of  transmutation. 

None  of  the  other  dramatic  works  of  Beaumarchus  are  comparable 
to  these.  Some  of  them  bear  marks  of  immature  genius ;  and  his 
last  play,  Za  JUire  Gmpable,  the  conclusion  of  the  history  of  the 
Almaviva  family,  was  written  after  a  long  interval,  and  when  ad- 
vanced age,  and  a  life  of  cares  and  troubles,  appear  to  have  extin- 
guished the  author's  gaiety,  and  changed  the  tone  of  his  feelings. 
The  play  is  written  with  power,  but  it  is  gloomy,  and  even  tragical ; 
aucceeding  its  lively  and  brilliant  precursors  as  a  sunset  of  clouds 
and  darkness  closes  a  bright  and  smiling  day.  It  painfully  disturbs 
the  agreeable  associations  produced  by  the  names  of  its  characters ; 
and,  for  the  sake  of  these  associations,  every  one  who  reads  it  must 
wish  to  foi^et  it. 

But  it  is  not  so  much  to  the  writings  of  Beaumarchais,  as  to  him- 
self, that  we  wish  at  present  to  direct  the  attention  of  our  readers. 
His  life  was  anything  but  that  of  a  man  of  letters.  He  possessed 
extraordinary  tuents  tor  affairs ;  and,  during  his  whole  life,  was  deeply 
engaged  in  important  pursuits  both  of  a  private  and  public  nature. 
Extensive  commercial  enterprises,  lawsuits  of  singular  complication, 
and  missions  of  great  moment  as  a  political  agent,  withdrew  him 
from  the  walks  of  literature,  and  probably  prevented  him  (as  one  of 
his  biographers  has  remarked)  from  enriching  the  French  stage  with 
twenty  dramatic  masterpieces,  instead  of  two  or  three.  In  this 
respect  he  resembled  our  Sheridan,  as  well  as  in  the  character  of  bis 
genius ;  for  we  know  of  no  plays  that  are  more  akin  to  each  other, 
in  many  remarkable  features,  than  7%e  S<Aool  for  Scatidal  and  Le 
Manage  de  Figaro. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumstance  in  the  history  of  Beabmarchais, 
that  a  considerable  portion  of  his  literary  feme  was  derived  from  a 
species  of  composition  from  which  anything  of  the  kind  could  hardly 
have  been  expected,— the  pleadings,  or  law-papers,  in  the  various 
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csuses  in  which  he  wns  involved.  The  proceedings  in  the  French 
paTliaments,  or  high  courU  of  justice,  were  totally  difFerent  from 
thoBe  with  whicli  we  are  acquainted  in  England;  though  they  were 
similar  to  those  which  were  practised  in  the  Scottish  court  of  session, 
(a  tribunal  fomied  on  the  French  model,)  before  that  court  came  in 
for  its  share  in  the  general  progress  of  reform.  There  were  no  juries ; 
the  proceedings  were  conducted  under  the  direction  of  a  single 
judge,  whose  business  it  was  to  prepare  the  cause  for  decision,  and 
then  to  malte  a  report  upon  it  to  the  whole  court,  by  whom  the  judg- 
ment was  given.  A  ftvourable  -view  of  the  case  from  the  repcrtinft 
judge  was,  of  course,  an  object  of  much  importance;  and  the  most 
ui^ent  solicitations  by  the  litigants  and  their  friends — nay,  even 
bribes — were  often  employed  to  obtain  it  A  charge  against  Beau- 
marchaia,^a  groundless  one,  however, — of  having  attempted  to  bribe 
the  wife  of  one  of  tl'.ese  judges,  exposed  him  to  a  long  and  violent 
persecution.  Among  his  enemies  were  men  of  rank  and  power;  the 
grossest  calumnies  against  him  were  circulated  in  the  highest  quar- 
ters, and  countenanced  by  the  court  in  which  he  was  a  litigant ;  the 
bar  became  afi'aid  to  support  him,  and  he  could  no  longer  find  an 
advocate.  In  these  forlorn  circumstances  the  energy  of  his  character 
did  not  abandon  liim,  and  he  resolved  to  become  his  own  advocate. 

The  pleadings  in  the  French  courts  of  those  days  were  all  written. 
The  cause  was  debated  in  mhnoiret,  or  memorials,  in  which  the  plea* 
of  'the  parties  were  stated  without  any  of  our  technical  ftinnality- 
Law,  logic,  eloquence,  pathos,  and  sarcasm,  were  all  employed,  in 
whatever  way  the  pleader  thought  most  advantageous.  The  paper 
was  printed  and  distributed,  not  only  among  the  judges  hut  among 
the  friends  and  connexions  of  the  parties  ;  and  when  the  case  excited 
much  interest,  the  distribution  was  often  so  extensive  as  almost  to 
amount  to  publication.  Beaumarchais,  deserted  by  hia  former  advo- 
cates, began  to  compose  his  own  memorials,  to  which  he  found  tnesns 
to  obtain  the  mere  signature  of  some  member  of  the  bar.  In  this 
manner  he  fought  a  long  and  desperate  battle,  in  which,  after  some 
severe  reverses,  (one  of  which  was  the  burning  of  a  series  of  his 
memorials  by  the  'common  hangman,  pursuant  to  a  sentence  of  the 
court,)  he  at  length  achieved  a  complete  and  signal  victwy  over  all 
his  enemies,  whom  he  not  only  defeated  on  the  immediate  sut^ecta  of 
dispute,  but  overwhelmed  with  universal  ridicule  and  contempt. 

In  the  mean  time  these  wtewrorres  produced  an  extraordinary  sensa- 
tioft  throughout  France.  When  a  new  one  appeared,  it  flew  from 
hand  to  hand  like  lightning.  The  causes  in  which  Beaumarchais  was 
involved  were  so  interesting  in  themselves,  and  connected  with  such 
strange  occurrences,  that,  had  they  belonged  to  the  period  of  the 
Causet  CelSbrts,  they  would  have  made  a  remarkable  figure  in  that 
famous  collection.  Their  interest  was  increased  a  thousand-fold  by 
the  memorials  of  Beaumarchais.  "  The  genius,"  says  a  French  writer, 
"  with  which  they  are  marked,  the  originality  of  the  style,  the  dra- 
matic form  of  the  narrative,  mingled  with  fine  bursts  of  eloquence, 
keep  the  attention  always  awake  ;  while  the  logical  clearness  of  the 
reasoning,  and  the  art  of  accompanying  every  statement  offsets  with 
striking  and  conclusive  evidence,  lay  hold  of  the  mind,  and  interest 
and  instruct,  witliout  fatiguing  the  reader.  But  their  most  remark- 
able feature  is  the  noble  firmness  of  mind  which  they  display;  the 
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•erenity  of  a  lofiy  spirit  which  the  most  terrible  and  unfbreseea 
reverses  were  unable  to  subdue  or  intimidate ;  the  stamp,  io  short, 
of  a  great  character  which  is  impressed  upoo  them."  These  writings 
of  Beaumarchais  are  spoken  of  in  terms  of  admiration  by  tlie  most 
eminent  literati  of  that  day,  especially  by  Voltaire,  in  many  parts  of 
his  correspondence ;  they  attracted  the  notice  of  the  government, 
and  procured  for  their  author  several  political  missions,  the  results  of 
which  had  no  small  influence  on  the  pubhc  affairs  of  the  time. 

We  have  giveo  this  sketch  of  the  character  of  Beaumarchais  by 
way  of  introduction  to  an  account  of  a  remarkable  incident  of  his  life, 
taken  from  one  of  those  extraordinary  productions.  Among  other 
calumnies,  he  had  been  charged,  at  one  time  with  a  series  of  atrocities 
committed  in  Spam  ten  years  before  i  and,  among  other  things,  with 
having  endeavoured  to  bully  a  Spanish  gentleman  into  a  marriage  with 
his  sister,  whom  that  gentteman  had  kept  as  a  mistress;  and  it  was 
added,  that  he  had  been  expelled  from  Spain  in  disgrace.  In  one  of 
hismimoires  he  answers  these  accusations,  by  giving  a  narrative  of 
bia  residence  in  Spain  during  the  period  in  question.  It  is  a  leaf  of 
"  the  romance  of  real  life,"  and  the  interest  of  the  story  is  heightened 
by  tlie  conviction  of  its  entire  truth  ;  for  every  fact  is  confirmed  by 
evidence,  and  the  smallest  incorrectness,  as  the  writer  knew,  would 
be  laid  hold  of  by  his  enemies.  Goethe,  it  is  not  immaterial  to  add, 
has  made  it  the  subject  of  his  tragedy  of  Clavijo,  the  characters  of 
which  consist  of  Beaumarchais  himself,  and  the  other  persons  mtro- 
duced  into  his  narrative ;  though  the  great  German  dramatist  has 
taken  some  poetical  liberties  with  the  sUry,  especially  in  its  tragical 
catastrophe. 

The  following  narrative  is  a  conderuatiott  of  the  original,  which  con- 
tains  minute  details  and  pieces  of  evidence,  of  great  importance  to 
M.  de  Beaumarchais'  object  at  the  time, — a  conclusive  vindication  of 
his  character,  but  not  at  all  conducive  to  the  interest  of  the  story. 

"  For  some  years  I  had  enjoyed  the  happiness  of  living  in  the 
bosom  of  my  family ;  and  our  domestic  union  consoled  me  for  all  I 
Buffered  through  the  malice  of  my  enemies.  I  had  five  sisters.  Two 
of  them  had  been  committed  by  my  father,  at  a  very  early  age,  to  the 
care  of  one  of  his  correspondents  in  Spain,  so  that  I  had  only  that 
faint  but  pleasant  remembrance  of  them  which  is  associated  with  our 
days  of  childhood.  This  remembrance)  however,  was  kept  alive  by 
frequent  correspondence. 

"In  February  1764,  my  &ther  received  from  his  eldest  daughter 
a  letter  of  very  painful  import.  '  My  sister,'  she  wrote,  '  has  been 
grossly  abused  by  a  powerful  and  dangerous  man.  Twice,  when  on 
the  point  of  marrying  her,  he  has  broken  his  word,  and  withdrawn 
without  condescending  to  assign  any  reason  for  his  conduct ;  and  my 
poor  sister's  wounded  feelings  have  thrown  her  into  a  state  of  depreS' 
sioD  from  which  we  have  faint  hopes  of  her  recovery.  For  these  six 
days  she  has  not  spoken  a  word.  Under  this  unmerited  stigma,  we 
are  living  in  the  deepest  retirement.  I  weep  night  and  day,  and 
endeavour  to  offer  the  unhappy  girl  comfort  which  £  cannot  find 
myself.' 

.  "  My  &ther  put  his  daughter's  letter  into  my  hands.  '  Try,  my 
son,'  be  said, '  what  you  can  do  for  these  poor  girls.  They  are  your 
sisters  as  well  as  the  others.' 
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" '  Alaa,  my  dear  father,'  I  stud, '  what  can  I  do  for  them  ?  What 
aaaistance  shall  I  ask  ?  Who  knows  but  they  may  have  brought  this 
disgrace  upon  themBeWes  by  some  feult  of  their  own  ?' 

"  My  father  showed  me  some  letters  from  our  ambassador  to  my 
elder  sister,  in  which  he  spoke  of  both  of  them  in  terms  of  the  highest 
esteem.  I  read  these  letters.  They  gave  me  courage  ;  and  my  Sa- 
ther's  phrase,  '  They  are  your  sisters  as  welt  as  the  others,'  had  sunk 
into  my  heart.  'Console  yourself,'  1  said  to  him,  'lam  going  to 
adopt  a  course  that  may  surprise  you ;  but  it  appears  to  me  the 
surest  and  the  most  prudent.  My  eldest  sister  mentions  several 
respectable  persons  in  Paris  who  can  give  testimony  to  the  good 
conduct  and  virtue  of  her  sister.  I  will  see  them  ;  and  if  their  testi- 
mony is  as  honourable  as  that  of  our  ambassador,  I  shall  instantly  set 
out  for  Madrid,  and  either  punish  the  traitor  who  has  outraged  tiiem, 
or  bring  them  back  with  me  to  share  my  humble  fortune.' 

"  My  inquiries  were  completely  satisfactory.  I  immediately  re- 
turned to  Versailles,  and  informed  my  august  patronesses,*  that 
business,  no  less  painful  than  urgent,  demanded  my  immediate  pre- 
sence at  Madrid.  I  showed  them  my  sister's  letter,  and  received 
their  permission  to  depart,  in  terms  of  the  kindest  encouragement. 
My  preparations  were  soon  made,  as  I  dreaded  that  I  might  not 
arrive  in  time  to  save  my  poor  sister's  life.  I  obtained  the  strongest 
tetters  of  recommendation  to  our  ambassador  at  Madrid ;  and  my 
ancient  friend,  M.  Duvernay,  gave  me  a  credit  on  himself  to  the 
amount  of  two  hundred  thousand  francs,  to  enable  me  to  transact  a 
piece  of  commercial  business,  and  at  the  same  time  to  increase  my 
personal  consideration.  I  was  accompanied  by  one  of  my  friends,  a 
merchant,  who  tiad  some  business  in  Spain ;  but  who  went  also^iartly 
on  my  account. 

"We  travelled  day  and  night, and  arrived  in  Madrid  on  the  18th  of 
May  1764.  I  had  been  expected  for  some  days,  and  found  my  usters 
in  die  midst  of  their  friends.  As  soon  as  the  feelings,  caused  by  a 
meeting  between  a  brother  and  his  sisters,  so  long  separated,  and 
seeing  each  other  once  more  under  such  circumstances,  had  subsided, 
I  earnestly  conjured  them  to  give  me  an  exact  account  of  all  that 
had  happened,  in  order  that  I  might  be  able  to  serve  them  effectually. 
The  story  was  long  and  minute.  When  I  bad  heard  it  to  an  end, 
I  embraced  my  young  sister: 

"  '  Now  that  I  know  all,  my  dear  girl,'  I  said,  '  keep  your  mind  at 
ease.  I  am  delighted  to  see  that  you  no  longer  love  Uiis  man,  and 
my  part  is  all  the  easier  on  that  account.  All  that  I  want  now,  is  to 
know  where  1  can  find  him.' 

"Our  friends  began  eagerly  to  advise  me  to  go,  first  of  all,  to  Aran- 
juez,  and  wait  upon  tiie  French  ambassador,  in  order  to  obtain  his' 
protection  against  a  man  whose  official  situation  gave  him  so  mnch 
infiuence  with  people  in  power.  But  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to 
fallow  a  different  course;  and,  without  giving  any  intimation  of  my 
intention,  I  merely  begged  that  my  arrival  might  be  kept  a  secret  tilt 
my  return  from  Aranjuez. 

"  I  immediately  changed  my  travelling  dress,  and  found  my  way 
to  the  residence  of  Don  Joseph  Clavijo,  keeper  of  the  archives  of  the 
>  wbou  hoiuehold  M.  de  BeaumsrthaJs  held 
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crtiwD.  He  was  from  home,  but  I  went  in  aearch  of  hina  ;  and  it  was 
in  the  drawing-room  of  a  lady  whom  he  had  gone  to  visit  that  I  told 
him,  that,  having  just  arrived  from  France,  and  being  intrusted  with 
aame  commissions  for  him,  I  was  anxious  to  have  an  interview  with 
him  as  soon  as  possible.  He  asked  me  to  breakfast  the  following 
morning ;  and  I  accepted  the  invitation  for  myself  and  the  French 
merchant  who  was  along  with  me. 

**  Nest  morning,  I  was  with  him  at  half-past  eight  o'clock.  I  found 
him  in  a  splendid- house,  which,  he  said,  belonged  to  Don  Antonio 
Portugues,  the  highly-respected  head  of  one  of  the  government  offices, 
and  BO  much  his  friend,  tiiat  in  his  absence  he  used  the  bouse  as  if  it 
were  his  own. 

'*  '  I  am  commissioned,  sir,'  I  began,  '  by  a  society  of  men  of  letters, 
to  establish,  in  the  different  towns  which  I  visit,  a  literary  corre- 
spondence with  the  most  distinguished  men  of  the  place ;  and  I  am 
sure  that  I  cannot  serve  my  friende  more  effectually  than  by  opening 
a  correspondence  between  them,  and  the  distinguished  author  of  the 
papers  published  under  the  title  of  the  'Peiuador.'  * 

"  He  seemed  delighted  with  the  proposal.  That  I  might  the  better 
know  my  man,  I  allowed  him  to  expatiate  on  the  advantages  which 
different  countries  might  derive  from  this  kind  of  literary  intercourse. 
His  manner  became  quite  affectionate;  he  talked  like  an  oracle;  and 
was  all  smiles  and  self-satis&ction.  At  last  he  bethought  himself  of 
asking  what  business  of  my  own  had  brought  me  to  Spain,  politely 
expressing  his  wish  to  be  of  service  to  me. 

"  '  I  accept,'  I  said,  '  your  kind  offers  with  much  gratitude,  and 
assure  you,  sir,  that  1  shall  explain  my  business  very  openly.' 
..  **  With  the  view  of  throwing  him  into  a  state  of  perplexity  in 
which  I  intended  him  ta  remain  till  it  should  be  cleared  up  by  the 
conclusion  of  what  1  had  to  say,  I  again  introduced  my  friend  to  him, 
telling  him  that  the  gentleman  was  not  unacquainted  with  the  matter, 
and  that  his  presence  would  do  no  harm.  At  this  exordium,  Clavijo 
turned  his  eyes  on  my  friend  with  an  air  of  curiosity.     I  began : 

"  '  A  French  merchant,  who  had  a  numerous  family  and  a  narrow 
fortune,  had  several  correspondents  in  Spain.  One  of  the  richest  of 
them,  happening  to  he  at  Paris  nine  or  ten  years  ago,  proposed  to 
adopt  two  of  his  daughters.  He  would  take  them,  he  said,  to  Ma- 
drid :  he  was  an  old  bachelor ;  they  should  be  to  him  as  children, 
and  be  the  comfort  of  his  old  age ;  and  after  his  death  tliey  should 
succeed  to  his  mercantile  establishmenL  The  two  eldest  daughters 
were  committed  to  his  care.  Two  years  afterwards  he  died,  leaving 
the  Frenchwomen  without  any  other  advantage  than  the  burden  M 
carrying  on  an  embarrassed  commercial  house.  Their  good  conduct, 
however,  and  amiable  qualities,  gained  them  many  friends,  who 
exerted  themselves  to  increase  their  credit  and  improve  their  cir- 
cumstances.' 

"  I  observed  Clavijo  become  very  attentive. 

"  *  About  this  time,  a  young  man,  a  native  of  the  Canaries,  got  an 
introduction  to  their  house.' 

"  Clavijo's  gaiety  of  countenance  vanished. 

" '  Anxious  to  make  himself  known,  this  young  gentleman  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  giving  Madrid  a  pleasure  of  a  novel  description  in 
■  The  Reflector. 
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Spain,  by  establishing  a  periodical  p^er  in  the  style  of  the  English 
Spectator.  He  received  encouragement  and  assistiuice,  aud  nobody 
doubted  tbat  his  undertaking  would  be  fully  successful.  It  was  then 
that,  enimated  by  the  hope  of  reputation  and  fortune,  he  made  a  pro- 
posal of  marriage  to  the  younger  of  the  French  ladies.  The  elder 
told  him,  that  he  should  first  endeavour  to  succeed  in  the  world  ;  and 
that  as  soon  as  some  regular  employment,  or  other  means  of  honour- 
able subsistence,  should  give  him  a  right  to  think  of  her  sister,  her 
consent,  if  he  gained  her  sister's  affections,  should  not  be  wanting.' 

"  He  became  restless  and  agitated.  Without  seeming  to  notice  bis 
manner,  I  went  on. 

'"The  younger  sister,  touched  by  her  admirer's  merit,  refused 
several  advantageous  proposals ;  and,  preferring  to  wait  tilt  he  who 
had  loved  her,  for  four  years,  should  realise  the  hopes  which  he  and 
his  friends  entertained,  encouraged  him  to  publish  the  first  number 
of  his  journal  under  the  imposing  title  of  the  Petuador.' 
"  Clavijo  looked  as  if  he  were  going  to  faint. 

" '  The  work,'  I  continued  with  the  utmost  coldness,  '  had  a  pro- 
digious success.  The  king,  delighted  with  so  charming  a  produc- 
tion, gave  the  author  public  marks  of  favour;  and  he  was  promised 
the  first  honourable  employment  that  should  be  vacant.  He  then 
removed,  by  an  open  prosecution  of  his  suit,  every  other  person  who 
had  sought  my  sister's  hand,  llie  marriage  was  delayed  only  till 
the  promised  post  should  be  obtained.  At  six  months'  end  the  post 
made  its  appearance,  but  the  man  vanished.' 

"  Here  my  listener  heaved  an  involuntary  sigh,  and,  perceiving 
what  be  had  done,  reddened  with  confusion.  1  went  «□  without 
interruption. 

"  '  The  matter  had  gone  too  far  to  be  allowed  to  drop  in  this  man- 
ner. A  suitable  house  had  been  taken ;  the  bans  had  been  publish- 
ed. The  common  friends  of  the  parties  were  indignant  at  such  an 
outrage;  the  ambassador  of  France  interfered;  and  when  this  man 
saw  that  the  French  ladies  had  protectors  whose  influence  might  be 
greater  than  his  own,  and  might  even  destroy  his  opening  prospects, 
-tie  returned  to  throw  himself  at  the  feet  of  his  offended  mistress. 
He  got  her  friends  to  intercede  for  him ;  and  as  the  anger  of  a  for- 
saken womao  has  generally  love  at  the  bottom,  a  reconciliation  soon 
took  place.  The  marriage  preparations  were  resumed ;  the  bans 
were  re-published;  the  ceremony  was  to  take  place  in  three  days. 
The  reconciliation  had  made  as  much  noise  as  \he  ruptupe.  'Die 
lover  set  out  for  St.  Udefonso  to  ask  the  minieter's  consent  to  his 
marriage;  entreating  his  friends  to  preserve  for  him  till  his  return  the 
now  precarious  aifection  of  his  mistress,  and  to  arrange  everything  for 
the  immediate  performance  of  the  ceremony.' 

"  In  the  horrible  state  into  which  he  was  thrown  by  this  recitd, 
but  yet  uncertain  whether  I  might  not  be  telling  a  story  in  which  I 
tied  no  personal  interest,  Clavijo  from  time  to  iJme  fixed  hie  eyes  on 
my  friend,  whose  sangfroid  was  no  less  puzzling  than  mine.  I  now 
looked  him  steadily  In  the  face,  and  went  on  in  a  sterner  tone. 

"  ■  Two  days  afterwards  he  returned  indeed  from  court ;  but,  in- 
stead of  leading  his  victim  to  the  altar,  he  sent  word  to  the  poor  ghl 
that  he  tiad  once  more  ctianged  his  mind,  and  would  not  marry  bier. 
Her  indignant  friends  hasteaed  to  his  house.  The  villain  do  longer  kept 


jM,Googlc 


A   PASSAGE   IN    THE    LIFE   OF   BEAUMAKCHAIS.         339 

bay  measures  with  them,  but  defied  them  to  hurt  him,  telliug  them 
that  if  the  Frenchwomen  were  disposed  to  give  him  any  trouble,  they 
had  better  take  care  of  themselves.  On  hearing  this  intelligence,  tl)c 
young  woman  fell  into  convulsions  so  violent,  that  her  life  was  long 
despaired  of.  In  the  midst  of  their  desolation,  the  elder  wrote  to 
France  an  account  of  the  public  affront  tliaC  they  bad  received. 
They  had  a  brother,  who,  deeply  moved  by  the  story,  flew  to  Madrid, 
determined  to  investigate  tlie  affair  to  the  bottom,  /am  that  bro- 
ther. It  is  I  who  have  left  everything — my  country,  my  family,  my 
duties — to  avenge  in  Spain  the  cause  of  an  innocent  and  unhappy 
lister.  It  ia  I  who  conie,  armed  with  justice  and  resolution,  to  un- 
mask and  punish  a  villain  ;  and  it  i*  you  who  arc  that  villain.' 

"  It  is  easier  to  imagine  than  describe  the  appearance  of  this  ~ 
man  by  the  time  I  had  concluded  ray  speech.  His  mouth  opened 
from  time  to  time,  and  inarticulate  sounds  died  away  on  his  tongue. 
His  countenance,  at  first  so  radiant  with  complacency  and  satisfao- 
tloD,  gradually  darkened ;  his  eyes  became  dim,  hiit  features  lengthen- 
ed, his  complexion  pale  and  haggard. 

"  He  tried  to  stammer  out  some  phrases  by  way  of  justification. 
'  Do  not  interrupt  me,  sir,'  1  said  ;  '  you  have  nothing  to  say  to  me, 
and  mucit  to  hear  from  me.  In  the  iirgt  place,  have  the  goodness  to 
declare  before  tliis  gentleman,  who  has  accompanied  me  from  France 
on  account  of  this  very  business,  whether,  owing  to  any  want  of  faith, 
levity,  weakness,  ill-temper,  or  any  other  fault,  my  sister  has  de- 
served the  double  outrage  she  has  received  from  you.' 

"  *  No,  sir  ;  I  acknowledge  DonnU  Maria,  your  sister,  to  be  a  young 
lady  full  of  charms,  accomplishments,  and  virtues.' 

"  '  Has  she  ever,  since  you  have  known  her,  given  you  any  ground 
xiS  complaint  ?' 

"'No,  never/ 

" '  Well,  then,  monster  that  you  are  1  why  have  you  had  the  bar- 
barity to  bring  a  poor  girl  to  death's  door,  merely  because  her  heart 
gave  you  the  preference  over  half  a  dozen  other  persons  more  re- 
spectable and  better  than  you  7' 

"'  Ah,  sir,  I  have  been  advised,  instigated:  if  you  knew ' 

"I  interrupted  him:  '  That  is  quite  sufficient,'  I  said.  Then, 
turning  to  my  friend,  '  You  have  heard  my  sister's  justification  ;  pray 
go,  and  make  it  known.  What  I  have  further  to  say  to  this  gentle- 
man requires  no  witness.' 

"  My  friend  left  the  room.  Clavijo  rose,  but  I  made  him  resume 
his  seat, 

"  '  It  does  not  suit  my  views,  any  more  than  yours,  that  you  should 
marry  my  sister ;  and  you  are  probably  aware  that  I  am  not  come 
here  to  play  the  brother's  part  in  a  comedy,  who  desires  to  bring 
about  his  sister's  happiness,  as  it  is  called.  You  have  thought  fit  to 
insult  a  respectable  young  woman,  because  you  thought  her  friend- 
Jess  in  a  strange  land ;  your  conduct  has  been  base  and  dishonouratile. 
You  will  please,  therefore,  to  begin  by  acknowledging,  under  your 
band,  at  perfect  freedam,  with  all  your  doors  open  and  all  your  do- 
mestics in  the  room,  (who  will  not  understand  us,  as  we  shall  speak 
French,)  tliat  you  have  causelessly  deceived,  betrayed,  insulted 
my  sister.  With  this  declaration  in  my  hand  I  shall  hasten  to 
Aranjuez,  where  our  ambassador  is;  I  shall  show  him  the  paper,  and 
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thea  have  it  printed ;  to-inoiroir  it  shall  be  abundantly  circulated 
through  the  court  and  the  city.  I  have  some  credit  here — I  have 
time  and  money  ;  all  shall  be  employed  to  deprive  you  of  your  p)a<^ 
and  to  pursue  you  without  respite,  and  in  every  possible  way,  tdl  my 
sister  herself  shall  entreat  me  to  forbear.' 

" '  I  shall  make  no  such  declaration,'  said  Clavijo,  almost  inarticu- 
late from  agitation. 

" '  I  dare  say  not,  for  I  don't  think,  were  I  in  your  place,  that  I 
should  do  so  myself.  But  you  must  consider  the  other  alternative. 
From  this  moment  I  remain  at  your  elbow.  I  will  not  leave  you  a 
moment  Wherever  you  go,  1  will  go,  till  you  shall  have  do  other  way 
of  getting  rid  of  so  troublesome  a  neighbour  but  by  going  with  me  be- 
hind the  Palace  of  Buen  Retire.  If  I  am  the  survivor,  sir,  without 
even  seeing  the  ambassador,  or  speaking  to  a  single  soul  herci  I  shall 
take  my  dying  sister  in  my  arms,  put  her  in  my  carriage,  and  return 
with  her  to  fiance.  If  the  luck  is  yours,  all  is  ended  with  me. 
You  will  then  be  at  liberty  to  enjoy  your  triumph,  and  laugh  at  your 
dupes  as  much  as  you  pleaae.  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  order 
breakfast.' 

"  I  rose,  and  rang  the  bell ;  ft  servant  brought  in  breakfast.  I  took 
my  cup  of  chocolate,  while  Clavijo,  in  deep  thought,  walked  about 
the  room.     At  length  he  seemed  all  at  once  to  form  a  resolutjon. 

" '  M.  de  Beaumarchais,'  he  said,  '  hear  me.  Nothing  on  earth 
can  justify  my  conduct  towards  your  sister ;  ambition  has  been  my 
ruin  ;  but  if  1  had  imagined  that  Donna  Maria  had  a  brother  like  you, 
far  from  looking  upon  her  as  a  stranger  without  friends  or  connexions, 
I  should  have  anticipated  the  greatest  advantages  from  our  union. 
You  have  inspired  me  with  the  greatest  esteem  ;  and  I  throw  myself 
on  your  generosity,  beseeching  you  to  assist  me  in  redressing,  as  tar 
as  I  am  able,  tlie  injuries  I  have  done  your  sister.  Restore  her  to 
me,  sir;  and  I  shall  esteem  myself  too  happy  in  receiving,  from  your 
hands,  my  wife  and  forgiveness  of  my  offences.' 

"  '  It  is  too  late,'  I  replied  ;  <  my  sister  no  longer  loves  you. 
Write  the  declaration, — that  is  all  I  require  of  you ;  and  be  satisfied 
that,  as  an  open  enemy,  I  will  avenge  my  sister's  wrongs  till  her  own 
resentment  is  appeased.' 

"  He  made  many  difficulties  ;  objecting  to  the  style  in  which  I  de- 
manded his  declaration  ;  to  its  being  all  in  his  hand-writing ;  and  to 
my  insisting  that  the  domestics  should  be  in  the  room  while  he  was 
writing  it.  But  the  alternative  was  pressing,  and  he  had  probi^Iy 
some  lurking  hope  of  regaining  the  affections  of  the  woman  who 
had  loved  him  so  long.  His  pride,  therefore,  gave  way  ;  and  he  sub- 
mitted to  write  the  declaration,  which  I  dictated  to  him,  walking 
about  the  room.  It  contained  an  ample  testimony  to  the  blameless 
character  of  my  sister,  and  an  acknowledgment  of  his  causeless 
treachery  towards  her. 

"  When  he  had  written  and  signed  the  paper,  I  put  it  in  my 
pocket,  and  took  my  leave,  repeating  what  I  had  said,  as  to  the  use 
I  meant  to  make  of  iL  He  besought  me,  at  least,  to  tell  my  sister 
of  the  marks  of  sincere  repentance  he  had  exhibited  ;  and  I  promised 
to  do  sa 

"  My  friend's  return  before  me,  to  my  sister's,  had  produced  great 
alarm  In  the  little  circle  that  were  waiting  for  us.    I  found   the 
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females  in  tears,  and  the  men  very  uneasy.  But  when  they  heard  my 
accoiuit  of  my  interview,  and  saw  the  dedaration,  the  general  anxiety 
was  turned  into  joy  and  congratulation.  Every  one  was  of  a  dif- 
ferent opinion :  some  insisted  on  ruining  Clavijo ;  others  were  in- 
clined to  forgive  him  ;  and  others,  agaiD)  were  for  leaving  everything 
to  my  prudence.  My  Bister  entreated  that  she  might  never  hear  of 
bim  more.  I  resolved  to  go  to  Aranjuez  and  lay  the  whole  a&ir  be- 
fore the  Marquis  D'Ossun,  our  amhassador. 

"  Before  setting  out,  I  wrote  to  Clavijo,  telling  him  that  my  sister 
would  not  hear  a  word  in  his  favour,  and  that  I  was  therefore  deter- 
mined to  adhere  to  my  intention  of  douig  all  I  could  to  avenge  her 
injuries.  Hb  begged  to  see  me ;  and  I  went  witiiout  hesitation  to  his 
house.  His  language  was  full  of  the  most  bitter  self-reproach  ;  and, 
after  many  earnest  entreaties,  he  obtained  my  permission  to  visit  my 
elder  gister,  accompanied  by  a  mutual  friend,  and  my  promise,  in  case 
he  should  fail  in  obtaining  forgiveness,  not  to  publish  his  dishonour 
till  afler  my  return  from  Aranjuez. 

"  The  Marquis  D'Ossun  received  me  very  kindly.  I  told  him  my 
story,  concluding  with  an  account  of  my  meeting  with  Clavijo,  which 
he  could  hardly  credit,  till  I  showed  him  the  declaration.  He  asked 
me  what  were  my  views — did  I  desire  to  moke  Clavijo  marry  my 
wster? — '  No,  my  lord,  my  object  is  to  disgrace  him  publicly.'  The 
Marquis  dissuaded  me  from  proceeding  to  extremities.  Clavijo,  he 
■aid,  was  a  rising  man,  and  evidently  in  the  way  of  great  advance- 
ment; ambition  had  alienated  him  from  my  sister;  but  ambition, re- 
pentance, or  affection,  seemed  to  be  bringing  him  back  :  all  things 
considered,  Clavijo  seemed  an  advantageous  match,  and  the  wisest 
thing  I  could  do  was  to  get  the  marriage  celebrated  immediately. 
He  hinted  further,  that,  by  following  his  advice,  I  should  do  him  a 
pleasure,  for  reasons  which  he  could  not  explain. 

"  I  returned  to  Madrid,  much  troubled  by  the  result  of  this  con. 
fereuce.  On  arriving  at  my  sister's,  I  found  that  Clavijo  had  been 
there,  accompanied  by  some  mutual  friends,  in  order  to  beseech  my 
usters  to  foi^ive  him.  Maria,  on  his  appearance,  had  fled  to  her  own 
room,  and  would  not  appear ;  and  I  was  told  he  had  conceived  hopes 
from  this  little  ebullition  of  resentment.  I  concluded,  for  my  part,  that 
he  was  well  acquainted  with  woman,  whose  sofi  and  tender  nature, 
however  deeply  she  may  have  been  injured,  is  always  prone  to  pardon 
the  repentant  lover  whom  she  sees  kneeling  at  her  feet. 

"  Afler  my  return  from  Aranjuez,  Clavijo  found  means  to  see  me 
every  day.  I  was  delighted  with  his  talents  and  attaintaeuts,  and, 
above  all,  with  the  manly  confidence  he  appeared  to  have  in  my  me- 
diation. I  was  sincerely  desirous  to  fiivour  his  suit;  but  the  pro- 
found respect  which  my  poor  sister  had  for  my  judgment  rendered 
me  very  circumspect  in  regard  to  her.  It  was  her  happiness,  and  not 
her  fortune,  that  I  wished  to  secure ;  her  heart,  and  not  her  hand, 
that  I  wished  to  dispose  of. 

«  On  the  25th  of  May,  Clavijo  suddenly  left  the  bouse  of  M.  Por- 
tugues,  and  retired  to  the  house  of  an  officer  of  his  acquaintance, 
in  the  quarters  of  the  invalids.  This  hasty  move  appeared  somewhat 
singular,  though  it  did  not,  at  the  moment,  give  me  any  uneasiness. 
I  went  to  see  him :  he  explained  bis  precipitate  retreat  by  saying 
that,  as  M.  Portugues  was  very  much  opposed  to  his  marruge,  he 
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thought  he  could  not  give  me  a  better  proof  of  his  sincerity  than  by 
leaving  the  house  of  so  powerful  an  enemy  of  my  sister.  This  ap- 
peared probBblei  and  I  felt  obliged  to  him  for  go  delicate  a  pro* 
ceeding. 

"  Next  day  I  received  a  letter  from  him,  breathing  the  utmost 
frankoem,  honour,  and  good  feeling.  He  renewed  his  offer  of  mar- 
riage, if  my  sister  would  only  forgive  his  past  conduct.  He  pro- 
tested the  moBt  devoted  and  unalterable  love  for  her;  and  c^led 
upon  me  to  perform  my  promise  of  interceding  for  him.  If  it  were 
possible  for  him,  he  taid,  to  leave  Mailrid  without  an  express  order 
from  the  head  of  his  department,  he  would  instantly  set  out  for 
Aranjuez  to  obtain  that  minister's  consent  to  the  marriage  :  he  there- 
fore be^ed  that  I  would  undertake  that  matter  for  tiim ;  and  said 
tliat  my  prompt  compliance  would  be  the  most  convincing  proof  <^ 
my  sincere  good  wishes. 

"  I  read  this  letter  to  my  sisters  ;  Maria  buret  into  tears,  i  em- 
braced her  tenderly.  '  Well,  poor  child,  you  love  him  after  all ;  and 
are  mightily  ashamed  of  it,  no  doubt  I  1  see  it  all ;  but  never  mind 
—yon  are  a  good  excellent  girl,  notwithstanding ;  and  since  your  re- 
sentment is  dying  away,  let  it  be  extinguished  altogether  in  the  tears  of 
forgiveness.  They  are  sweet  and  soothing  after  tears  of  grief  and 
anger.  He  is  a  sad  fellow,  this  Clavijo,  to  be  sure,  like  most  men  ; 
but,  such  as  he  is,  I  join  our  worthy  ambassador  in  advising  you  to 
forgive  him.  For  his  own  sake,  perhaps,'  I  added,  laughing,  '1  might 
have  been  as  well  pleased  had  he  fought  me;  for  yours,  I  atn  much 
better  pleased  that  he  has  not.' 

"  I  ran  on  in  this  way  till  my  sister  began  to  smile  in  the  midst  of 
her  tears.  I  took  this  as  a  silent  consent,  and  hastened  away  Id 
search  of  her  lover.  I  told  bim  he  was  a  hundred  times  happier  than 
be  deserved  ;  and  he  agreed  that  I  was  in  the  right.  I  brought  him 
to  my  sister's.  The  poor  girl  was  overwhelmed,  on  all  hauds,  by 
entreating  friends,  till  at  last,  with  a  blush  and  a  sigh  of  mingled 
[Measure  and  shame,  she  whispered  a  consent  that  we  might  dispose 
of  her  as  we  pleased.  Clavijo  was  in  raptures.  In  his  Joy,  he  ran  to 
my  writing-desk,  and  wrote  a  paper  conlaining  a  brief  but  formal 
mutual  engagement,  which  he  signed,  and  then  kneeling,  presented 
it  to  my  sister  for  her  signature.  The  gentlemen  present,  joined  tlieir 
entreaties  to  his,  and  thus  a  written  consent  was  extorted  from  my 
poor  sister,  who,  no  longer  knowing  where  to  hide  her  head,  threw 
herself  weeping  into  my  arms,  whispering  in  my  ear,  that  really  I  was 
a  hard-hearted  man,  and  had  no  pity  for  her. 

"  We  spent  a  very  happy  evening,  as  may  well  be  imagined.  At 
eleven  o'clock  I  set  out  for  Aranjuez,  for  in  that  warm  climate  the 
night  is  the  pleasantest  time  for  travelling.  1  communicated  all  that 
had  passed  to  the  ambassador,  who  was  much  pleased,  and  praised 
my  conduct  more  than  it  deserved.  1  then  waited  on  M.  de  Grimaldi, 
the  minister  at  the  head  of  Clavijo's  department.  He  received  me 
kindly,  gave  his  consent  to  the  marriage,  and  wished  my  sister  every 
happiness ;  but  observed  that  Don  Joseph  Clavijo  might  have  spared 
me  the  journey,  because  a  letter  to  the  minister  was  the  usual  form, 
and  would  have  been  quite  sufficient. 

"  On  my  return  to  Madrid,  1  found  a  letter  from  Clavijo,  written 
in  great  apparent  agitation,  in  wliicli  he  told  me,  that  cofne)  of  a 
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preuiona  gubxisted  so  derogatory  to  his  character  and  honour.  He 
therefore  begged  me  to  show  the  paper  he  had  really  sigoed,  and  give 
copieB  of  it.  Subjoined  to  his  letter  was  a  copy  of  this  pretended 
d«larBtion,  which  was  conceived  in  the  most  false,  exaggerated,  and 
abominable  language,  and  was  all  in  his  own  hand-writing.  He 
further  said,  that,  in  the  mean  time,  and  till  the  public  should  he  dis- 
abused, it  toovid  be  better  that  we  tboald  not  ws  each  other  for  a  few 
dayt;  for,  if  we  did,  it  might  be  supposed  that  the  pretencied  paper 
was  the  real  one,  and  that  the  other,  now  i^jpearing  for  the  first  time, 
was  concocted  afterwards. 

"  1  was  a  little  out  of  hunHHir  at  the  conclusion  drawn  by  Clavijo 
froni  this  base  fabrication.  1  reproached  him  gently  for  taking  such 
an  unreasonable  view  of  the  matter;  and,  as  I  found  htra  unwell,  I 
promised  that  oa  soon  as  he  was  able  to  go  out,  we  should  go  every- 
where together,  and  that  I  should  make  it  appear  that  I  looked  upon 
bim  as  a  brother  and  an  hcmourable  man. 

"  We  made  all  the  arrangements  for  the  marriage.  In  case  he 
might  not  be  fully  supplied  with  money,  I  offered  him  my  purse ;  and 
I  presented  him  with  some  jewels  and  French  laces,  to  enable  him  to 
make  my  sister  a  wedding  gift.  He  accepted  the  jewels  and  laces, 
because,  as  he  said,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  anything  so  handsome 
at  Madrid ;  but  1  could  not  prevail  on  him  to  receive  the  money  I 
offered  him. 

**  Next  day,  a  Spanish  valet  robbed  me  of  a  large  sum  of  money 
and  a  number  of  valuable  articles.  I  immediately  waited  on  the 
goTernor  of  Madrid  to  make  my  complaint,  and  was  socoeirhat  sur- 
prised at  the  very  cold  reception  1  met  with.  I  wrote  to  the  French 
ambassador  on  the  subject,  and  thought  no  more  of  iL 

"  I  continued  my  attentions  to  my  sick  friend,  which  were  received 
with  every  appearance  of  affectionate  gratitude;  hut,  on  the  Sth  of 
June,  when  I  came  as  usual  to  see  him,  I  found,  to  my  utter  astonish' 
ment,  that  he  had,  once  more,  suddenly  decamped. 

"  I  got  inquiries  made  after  him  at  all  the  lodging-houses  in 
Madrid,  and  at  last  discovered  his  new  abode.  I  expressed  my  sur- 
prise in  stronger  language  than  od  the  previous  occasion.  He  told 
me  that  he  had  learned  that  his  friend  with  whom  he  was  staying, 
had  been  blamed  for  sharing  with  another  a  lodging  which  was  given 
by  the  king  for  his  own  use  only ;  and  that  he  had  been  so  much 
hurt  at  this,  that  he  thought  it  necessary  to  leave  his  inend's  apart- 
ments instantly,  without  regarding  the  embarrassment  it  might  occa- 
sion, the  state  of  his  health,  the  untimely  hour,  or  any  other  con- 
sideration. I  could  not  but  approve  of  his  delicacy;  but  kindly 
scolded  him  for  not  having  come  to  reside  at  my  sister's,  whidier  I 
offered  to  take  him  at  once.  He  thanked  me  most  affectionately,  but 
found  some  reason  for  excusing  himself. 

"  Next  day,  under  trifling  pretexts,  he  refused  my  repeated  offers 
of  an  apartment  at  my  sister's.  My  friends  began  to  shake  theh' 
beads,  and  my  sister  looked  anxious  and  unhappy.  It  was  similar 
evasions  that  had  twice  already  preceded  his  total  desertion.  I  felt 
angry  at  these  forebodings,  which  I  insisted  were  groundless ;  but  I 
fouod'tfaat  suqticion  was  creepiug  into  my  own  mind.    To  get  rid  of  it. 
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on  the  day  fixed  for  signing  the  contract,  (the  seventh  of  JunCi)  I 
sent  for  the  apostolic  notary,  whose  function  it  is  to  Buperintend  this 
(^reroony.  But  what  was  my  surprise  when  this  official  told  me  that 
he  was  going  to  make  Seiior  Clavijo  sign  a  declaration  of  a  very 
different  nature;  as  he  had,  the  day  before,  received  a  writ  of  o[^n>- 
■ition  to  my  sister's  marriage,  on  the  part  of  a  young  woman  who 
affirmed  that  she  had  a  promise  from  CIbtijo,  given  in  1755,  nine 
years  before  I 

"  I  inquired  who  the  woman  was,  and  was  told  by  the  notary  that 
she  was  a  waiting-woman.  In  a  transport  of  rage,  I  ran  to  Clavijo, 
loaded  him  with  threats  and  rq>rooches.  He  besought  me  to  mo- 
derate my  anger  and  suspend  my  opinion.  He  had  long  ago,  he  said, 
made  some  such  promise  to  Madame  Fortugues's  waiting-woman, 
who  was  a  pretty  girl ;  but  he  had  never  since  heard  of  it,  and  be- 
lieved that  the  girl  was  now  set  on  by  some  enemy  of  Donna  Maria. 
The  aSair,  he  assured  me,  was  a  trifle,  and  could  be  got  rid  of  by  the 
aid  of  a  few  pistoles.  He  repeated  bis  vows  of  eternal  constancy  to 
Maria,  and  begged  me  to  return  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when 
he  would  go  with  me  to  an  eminent  advocate,  who  would  easily  put 
him  on  the  way  of  getting  rid  of  this  trifling  obstacle. 

"  I  left  him,  full  of  indecision  and  bitterness  of  heart.  I  could 
make  nothing  of  his  conduct,  or  imagine  any  reasonable  object  he 
could  have  in  deceiving  me.  At  eight  o'clock  I  returned  to  hia 
lodgings  with  two  of  my  friends ;  but  we  had  hardly  got  out  of  the 
carriage,  when  the  landlady  came  to  the  door,  and  told  me  that  Senor 
Clavijo  had  removed  from  her  house  an  hour  before,  and  was  gone 
she  knew  not  whither. 

"  Thunderstruck  at  this  intelligence,  and  unable  to  believe  it,  I 
went  up  to  the  room  he  had  occupied.  Every  thing  belonging  to  him 
had  been  carried  off.  Perplexed  and  dismayed,  I  returned  home,  and 
had  no  sooner  arrived  than  a  courier  from  Aranjuez  brought  me  a 
letter,  which  he  had  been  ordered  to  deliver  with  the  utmost  speed. 
It  was  from  the  French  ambassador.  He  informed  me  that  the 
governor  of  Madrid  had  just  been  with  him,  to  tell  him  that  Seiior 
Clavijo  had  retired  to  a  place  of  safety,  in  order  to  protect  himself 
from  the  violence  he  apprehended  from  me,  as  I  had,  a  few  days 
before,  compelled  him,  in  his  own  house,  and  with  a  pistol  at  his 
breast,  to  sign  an  engagement  to  marry  my  sister.  The  Marquis,  at 
the  same  time,  expressed  his  belief  of  my  innocence ;  but  feared  that 
the  affair  might  be  turned  to  my  disadvantage,  and  requested  that  I 
would  do  nothing  whatever  until  I  had  seen  him. 

"  I  was  utterly  confounded.  This  man,  who  for  weeks  had  been 
treating  me  like  a  brother, — who  had  been  writing  me  letter  upon 
letter,  full  of  affection, — who  had  earnestly  besought  me  to  give  him 
my  sister,  and  had  visited  her  again  and  again  as  her  betrothed 
husband, — this  monster  had  been  all  the  while  secretly  plotting  my 
destruction  I 

"  Suddenly  an  officer  of  the  Walloon  guards  came  into  the  room. 
'  M.  de  Beaumarchais,'  he  said, '  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lose. 
Save  yourself,  or  to-morrow  morning  you  will  be  arrested  in  your  bed. 
The  order  is  given,  and  I  am  come  to  apprise  you  of  it.  Your  adver- 
sary is  a  monster.  He  has  contrived  to  set  almost  everybody  against 
you,  and  has  led  you  into  snare  after  snare,  till  he  has  found  means 
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to  make  himself  your  public  accuser.  ¥\y  inHtantly,  I  beseech  you. 
Once  immured  in  a  dungeon,  you  will  have  neither  protection  nor 
defence.' 

"  *I  fly  I — I  make  my  escape  ! — I  will  die  sixiner.  Say  not  a  word 
more,  my  friends.  Let  me  have  a  travelling  carriage  to-morrow 
morning  at  four  o'clock,  and  meanwhile  leave  me  to  prepare  for  my 
journey  to  Aranjuez.' 

"  I  shut  myself  up  in  my  room.  My  mind  was  utterly  exhausted. 
I  threw  myself  into  a  diair,  where  I  remained  for  two  hours  in  a  state 
of  total  vacuity  of  thought.  At  length  I  roused  myself.  I  reflected 
on  ail  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  and  on  the  abundant  proofs  of 
my  integrity.  I  sat  down  to  my  desk,  and,  with  the  rapidity  of  a 
man  ia  a  high  fever,  I  wrote  an  exact  journal  of  my  actions  since  my 
arrival  at  Madrid :  names,  dates,  conversations, — everything  sprang, 
as  it  were,  into  my  memory,  and  &x.ed  itself  under  my  pen,  I  was 
still  writing  at  five  in  the  morning,  when  I  was  told  that  my  carriage 
was  ready.  Some  friends  wanted  to  accompany  me.  '  I  wish  to  be 
alone,'  I  said.  '  Twelve  hours  of  solitude  are  not  more  than  neccEk 
to  calm  the  agitation  of  my  frame.'     1  set  out  for  Aranjuez. 

"  When  I  arrived,  the  ambassador  was  at  the  palace,  and  I  could 
Dot  see  him  till  eleven  o'clock  at  night.  He  was  glad,  he  stud,  I  was 
come ;  for  he  had  been  very  uneasy  about  me.  During  the  last  fortnight 
my  adversary  had  gained  all  the  avenues  of  the  palace ;  and,  had  it 
not  been  for  him,  I  should  have  been  already  arrested,  and  probably 
sent  to  a  dungeon  for  life,  on  the  African  coast.  He  had  done  what 
he  could  with  M.  Grimaldi,  the  minister,  to  whom  he  had  earnestly 
represented  his  conviction  of  my  probity  and  honour ;  hut  all  was 
without  effect.  '  You  must  really  go,  M.  de  Beaumarchais,'  he  con- 
tmued.  <  You  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  I  can  do  nothing  in  op- 
position to  the  general  impression  against  you,  or  against  the  positive 
order  that  has  been  issued  for  your  imprisonment ;  and  I  should  be 
sincerely  grieved  should  any  calamity  happen  to  you  in  this  country. 
You  must  leave  Spain  instantly.' 

"  I  did  not  shed  tears  while  he  was  speaking,  but  large  drops  of 
water  fell  at  intervals  from  my  eyes,  gathered  in  them  by  the  con- 
traction of  my  whole  frame.  I  was  stupified  and  speechless.  The 
ambassador  was  affected  by  my  situation,  and  spoke  to  me  in  the 
kindest  and  most  soothing  manner ;  but  still  persisted  in  saying  that 
I  must  yield  to  necessity,  and  escape  from  consequences  which  could 
not  otherwise  be  averted.  I  implored  him  to  think  of  the  ruin  to 
my  own  character  in  France  if  I  fled  from  Spain  under  such  circum- 
stances,— to  consider  the  situation  of  my  unhappy,  innocent  sister. 
He  said  be  would  write  to  France,  where  his  account  of  my  conduct 
would  be  credited;  and  that,  as  to  my  sister,  he  would  not  neglect 
her,  I  could  bear  this  conversation  no  longer;  but,  abruptly  quitting 
his  presence,  I  rushed  out  of  the  house,  and  wandered  all  night  in 
the  dark  alleys  of  the  park  of  Aranjuez,  in  a  state  of  inexpressible 
anguish. 

<*  In  the  morning,  my  courage  rose ;  and,  determined  to  (rf>taia 
justice  or  perish,  I  repaired  to  the  levee  of  M.  Grimaldi,  the  minis- 
ter. While  I  waited  in  his  ante-chamber,  I  heard  several  voices  pro- 
nounce the  name  of  M.  Whal.  That  distinguished  and  venerable 
statesman,  who  had  retired  from  the  ministry  that,  in  the  close  o( 
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life,  he  might  hare  a  brief  interval  of  repose,  was  then  residing  in 
M.  Grimaldi's  house.  I  heard  this,  and  was  suddenly  inspired  with 
the  idea  of  having  recourse  to  him  for  protection.  I  requested  per- 
missioD  to  see  htm,  as  a  stranger  who  had  sotnething  i^  importance 
b)  c<Hnmunicate.  1  was  admitted;  and  the  sight  of  his  mild  and 
noble  countenance  gave  me  courage.  I  told  him  that  my  only  claim 
to  his  favour  was  that  1  was  a  native  of  the  country  in  which  he  him- 
self was  born,  persecuted  almost  to  death  by  cruel  and  powerful 
enemies ;  but  this  title,  1  trusted,  was  sufficient  to  obtain  for  me  the 
protection  of  a  just  and  virtuous  man. 

" '  You  are  a  Frenchman,'  he  said,  '  and  that  is  always  a  strong 
claim  with  me.  But  you  tremble — ^you  are  pale  and  breathless ;  sit 
down— compose  yourself,  and  tell  me  the  cause  of  such  violent  agi- 
tation.' He  ordered  that  no  one  should  be  admitted ;  and  1,  in  an 
unspeakable  state  of  hope  and  fear,  requested  permission  to  read  my 
journal  of  occurrences  since  my  arrival  in  Madrid.  He  complied, 
and  I  began  to  read.  As  I  went  on,  he  from  time  to  time  begged  me 
to  be  calm,  and  to  read  more  slowly  that  he  might  follow  me  the 
better ;  assuring  me  that  he  took  the  greatest  interest  in  my  narra- 
tive. As  I  proceeded,  t  laid  before  him  in  succession  the  letters  and 
other  documents  which  were  referred  to.  But  when  I  came  to  the 
criminal  charge  against  me, — to  the  order  for  my  imprisonment,  which 
had  been  only  suspended  for  a  little  by  M.  Grimaldi  at  the  request 
of  our  ambassador, — to  the  urgent  advices  which  1  had  received  to 
make  my  escape,  but  which  I  avowed  my  determination  not  to  follow, 
—he  uttered  an  exclamation,  rose,  and   took  me  kindly  by  the 

"'  Unquestionably  the  king  will  do  you  jus^cc,  M.  de  Besumar- 
chais.  The  ambsssador,  in  spite  of  his  regard  for  you,  is  obliged  to 
act  with  the  caution  which  befits  his  office ;  but  I  am  under  no  such 
restraint.  It  shall  never  he  said  that  a  respectable  Frenchman,  after 
leaving  his  home,  his  friends,  his  business, — afler  having  travelled  a 
thousand  miles  to  succour  an  innocent  and  unfortunate  sister,  has 
been  driven  from  this  country,  carrying  with  him  the  impression  that 
no  redress  or  justice  is  to  be  obtained  in  Spain.  It  was  I  who  placed 
this  Clavijo  in  the  king's  service,  and  I  feel  myself  responsible  for  his 
infamous  conduct.  Good  God  I  how  unhappy  it  is  for  statesmen  that 
they  ^nnot  become  sufficiently  aware  of  tlie  real  character  of  the 

Krsons  they  employ,  and  thug  get  themselves  surrounded  by  specious 
aves,  of  whose  shameful  actions  they  often  bear  the  blame.  A 
minister  may  be  forgiven  for  being  deceived  in  the  choice  of  a  worth- 
less subordinate  ;  but  when  once  he  comes  to  a  knowledge  of  his  cha- 
racter, there  is  no  excuse  for  retaining  him  a  miHnent,  For  my 
part,  I  shall  immediately  set  a  good  example  to  my  successors.' 

"  So  saying,  he  rang,  ordered  his  carriage,  and  took  me  with  him 
to  the  palace.  He  sent  for  M.  Grimaldi ;  and,  while  waiting  for  the 
arrival  of  that  minister,  went  into  the  king's  closet,  and  told  his  ma* 
jesty  the  story,  accusing  himself  of  indiscretion  in  recommendii^ 
such  a  man  to  his  majesty's  favour.  M.  Grimaldi  came ;  and  I  was 
called  into  the  royal  presence.  '  Read  your  memorial,'  said  M. 
Whal, — '  every  feeling  and  honourable  heart  must  be  as  much  moved 
by  it  as  I  was.'  1  obeyed.  The  king  listened  with  attention  and  in- 
terest ;  examined  the  proofs  of  my  statements  j  and  the  result  was  an 


jM,Googlc 


MARS   AND    VENUS.  2*7 

order  that  Clavijo  should  be  deprived  of  his  employment,  and  dis- 
missed for  ever  from  his  majesty's  service." 

From  subsequent  parts  of  the  narrative,  it  appears  that  Clavijo 
exerted  all  his  powers  of.  cunning  and  intrigue  in  order  to  get  himself 
re-inatated  in  his  situation ;  not  omitting  further  attempts  to  impose 
upon  M.  de  BeaumarcbalB,  accompanied  with  abject  entreaties  and 
hypocritical  professions.  All,  however,  was  in  vain ;  and  this  man. 
who  seems  to  have  been  an  extraordinary  compound  of  intellectual 
ability  and  moral  depravity,  seems  to  have  sunk  into  contempt  and 
ineignificance.  The  young  lady  recovered  the  shock  she  had  re- 
ceived ;  and  was  afterwards  hE4)pily  married,  and  settled  at  Madrid. 


MARS  AND  VENUS. 

One  day,  upon  ihat  Trojan  plain, 

Where  men  in  hecatombs  nere  slain. 

Th'  immottal  gods  (no  common  ai^t) 

Thought  dt  to  uiiugle  in  the  Bght, 

And  found  conrinciTig  proof  that  ihose 

Who  will  in  quarrels  interpose 

Are  often  doom'd  to  suffer  hann — 

Venus  was  wounded  in  the  arm  ; 

Whilst  Mnrs  hinuelf,  the  god  of  war, 

Eeceiv'd  an  ignominious  sear. 

And,  fairly  heat  hy  Diomi^, 

Fled  back  to  heav'n  and  kept  his  bed. 

That  hed  (the  proof  may  still  he  seen) 

Had  long  been  shared  with  beauty's  queen ; 

For,  with  Ih'  adventure  of  the  cage, 

Vulcan  had  vented  all  his  rage,  (a) 

And,  like  Italian  husbands,  he 

Now  wore  his  horns  resignedly. 

Ye  modest  critics  !  spare  my  song ; 

If  gods  and  goddesses  did  wronj. 

And  revell'd  in  illicit  love, 

As  poets,  sculptors,  painters,  prove. 

Is  mine  the  fault  1  and,  if  I  tell 

Some  tales  of  scandal  that  befell 

In  heathen  limes,  why  need  my  lays 

On  ladies'  cheeks  more  blushes  raise, 

When  read  (if  such  my  envied  lot) 

In  secret  boudoir,  homer,  or  grot. 

Than  scenes  which,  in  tlie  hlaxe  of  light, 

They  throng  to  witness  ev'ry  night  ? 

Ere  you  condemn  my  humble  page. 

Glance  for  a  moment  at  the  stage. 

Where  twirling  gods  to  view  expose 

Their  pliant  limhs,  in  tighlen'd  hose. 

And  goddesses  of  doubtliil  fame 

Are  hy  lord  chamberlains  allow'd. 
With  practis'd  postures,  to  inflame 

The  passions  of  a  gazing  crowd : 
And  if  great  camels,  such  as  tliese. 
Are  swallow'd  with  apparent  ease. 
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Oh  1  gtiain  not  at  a  gnat  like  m«, 
Nor  deem  roe  lost  to  deceacy. 
When  I  now  venture  to  decbire 
That  Mars  and  Venus — guilty  pair — 
On  the  same  couch  extended  lay, 
And  cuned  the  forluneg  of  the  day. 
The  little  Lorea,  who  round  them  Sen, 

Could  only  sob  to  show  theii  feelin)(. 
Since  they,  of  course,  much  better  Itnen 

The  art  of  bounding  than  of  healing. 
And  Cupid's  self  estay'd  in  rain 
To  ease  }iis  lovely  mother's  pain : 
The  chaplel  that  his  locks  cooftn'd 
He  tore  indeed  her  wound  to  bind ; 
But  from  her  sympathetic  fever 
He  had  no  nostrum  to  relieve  ber. 
And,  thinking  that  she  might  assuage 
Thai  fever,  as  she  did  her  ntge. 
By  talking  loud, — her  usual  fashion 
Whenever  she  was  in  a  passion, — 
He  stood,  with  looks  resign'd  and  gia*e, 
Frepar'd  to  hear  his  mother  nve. 
Who  thus  began  ;  "  Ah  I  Cupid,  why 
Was  1  so  silly  as  to  try 
My  fortune  in  the  battle-field,   {b) 
Or  seek  a  pond'rous  spear  lo  wield. 
Which  only  Pallas  (hated  name  1) 

Of  all  her  sex  can  wield  aright  ? 
What  need  had  I  of  martial  fiune. 

Sought 'midst  the  dangers  of  the  light. 
When  beauty's  prize,  a  trophy  hr 
More  precious  than  the  spoils  of  war, 
Was  mine  already,  won  from  those 
Whom  rivalry  has  made  my  foes, 
And  who  on  I'rojan  plains  would  sate 
E'en  with  my  blood  that  ranc'rous  hate 
Which  Ida's  neighb'ring  heights  inflame. 
And  not  this  wound  itself  can  taine  f 
Ah  I  why  did  I  not  bear  in  mind 
Thai  Beauty,  like  th'  inconstant  wind. 
Is  always  privileg'd  to  raise 
The  rage  of  others  to  a  blaie. 
Then,  luU'd  to  rest,  look  calmly  on. 
And  see  the  work  of  havoc  done  1 
Twaa  well  to  urge  your  fiither.  Mars, 
To  mingle  in  those  hated  wars  ; 
"Tvras  well — "   But  piteous  cries  of  pain. 
From  him  she  named,  here  broke  the  chain 
Of  her  discourse,  and  seem'd  to  say, 
"  What  want  of  feeling  you  display !" 
So,  turning  to  her  wounded  lover, 
She  kindly  uraed  him  to  discover 
By  whom  and  where  the  wound  was  given. 
That  sent  him  writhing  back  to  heaven. 
The  god,  thus  queslion'd,  huog  his  head, 
A  buruing  blush  of  shame  o'erspread 
With  sudden  flush  his  pullid  cheek. 
As  thus  he  answcr'd  :  "  Doit  thou  seek 
To  hear  a  tale  of  dire  disgrace, 
Which  all  those  honours  must  efface. 
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That,  hitherto,  have  made  my  narae 

Preeminent  in  watlike  ikme  1 

Yet — since  'two  thou  who  bad'st  me  go 

To  fight  with  mortilg  there  below — 

Tu  fitting,  too,  that  thou  shouldst  leam 

What  laurels  'twas  my  fate  to  earn. 

At  first,  in  my  resisllesi  car, 

I  seem'd  indeed  the  god  of  war; 

The  Trojans  rallied  at  my  side ; 

Changed  in  its  hue,  the  Xantfaui*  tide 

Its  waters  to  the  ocean  bore, 

Empurpled  deep  in  Grecian  gore ; 

And  o'er  the  corpse-impeded  Geld 

The  cry  was  still '  They  yield  I— ihej  yield  t' 

But  soon,  the  flying  ranks  to  stay, 

Thy  hated  rivals  joined  the  Iray ; 

They  nerved,  with  some  accuned  charm. 

Each  Greek's,  but  most  lydides'  arm, 

And,  Venus,  thou  first  felt  the  iman 

Ofhis  Minerra-guided  dart. 

I  »iw  thee  wounded,  saw  thee  fly, — 

I  saw  the  chief  triumphantly 

Tow'rda  me,  his  ardeni  coursers  turn, 

As  though  from  gods  alone  to  earn 

The  highest  honours  or  the  fight; 

I  kuow  not  why,  but,  at  the  sight — 

Eternal  shame  upon  rav  head  f— 

A  panic  seized  me,  and  1  fled — 

I  fled,  like  chaff  before  the  wind, 

And,  ah  1  my  wounds  are  bH — behind !" 

When  thus  at  length  the  truth  was  told, 

(The  shameful  truth  of  his  disgrace,) 
Again,  within  his  mantle's  fold. 

The  wounded  coward  hid  his  face;  (c) 
Whilst  Venus,  springing  from  his  side. 
With  looks  of  scornful  anger,  cried, 
"  And  didst  thou  fly  from  mortal  foe. 
Nor  stay  to  strike  one  vengefiil  blow 
For  her  who  fondly  has  belie»'d, 
By  all  thy  vat'rous  boasts  deceiv'd. 
That  in  the  god  of  war  she  press'd 
The  first  of  heroes  to  her  breast  ? 
Cupid,  my  swans  and  car  prepare — 
To  Cyprus  we  will  hasten,  where 
Some  youth,  as  yet  unknown  to  bme, 
May  haply  raise  another  flame ; 
For  Mara  may  take  his  leave  of  Venus, 

No  coward  shall  enjoy  my  love ; 
And  nothing  more  shall  pass  between  us, — 

I  swear  it  by  ray  fev'rite  dove," 
She  spake ;  and  through  the  realms  of  air, 
Before  the  humbled  god  could  dare 
Upraise  his  bead  to  urge  her  stay. 
Already  she  had  ta'eo  her  way; 
And  in  her  Cyprian  bow'r  that  night, 
(If  ancient  scandal  tell  aright,) 
Forgetful  of  her  recent  wound, 
In  place  of  Mais  another  found. 
And  to  a  mortal's  close  embraces 
Surrender'd  her  celestial  graces. 
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Tis  aaid  that  Veotu,  wont  to  ran^ 

Both  beaT'n  and  earth  in  search  of  change, 

Was  not  unwilling  lo  discoTcr 

Some  pretext  to  desert  her  lorer; 

Nor  do  I  combat  the  aisertion, 

But  from  the  cmue  of  her  detertion, 

Whilgt  you,  bir  readen,  justly  nil 

gainst  Her  moraU,  J  will  dare 
To  draw  (Ait  (nomlfor  my  tale,— 

**  None  but  tb«  biave  deserre  the  fiur  l" 

NOTES. 

((()  Orid  tktia  speak*  of  ibe  result  of  Valcan'i  eiponire  of  bii  wift'i  infi* 
deli^: 

"  Hoc  tlbi  profectum,  Vulcane,  quod  ante  tegebant, 
Liberius  &ciunt  ut  pudor  omnia  abmt ; 
Scepe  tamen  demens  staltb  fecisse  faterii, 
Tcque  fenmt  its  ptsnibiisM  tute-" 

(b)  Leonidu,  in  his  beautiful  epigram  to  Venus  armed,  says, 

AfUf  Ihw  ravrii  rim  x^t^  "  K^fju^ 

Aim  'Am'  yu/in  yit  iirrXitKt,  i<  11  A.!%i>irm 
Ka)  iiii,  <  J(«n>r  I'l'  />^T>n  Wiyut. 

(c)  Hie  lodents  were  seldom  guilty  of  making  the  actions  of  their  goda  in- 
connttmtwith  their  general  character  and  attributes;  but  there  SMms  to  have 
been  much  of  ihe  Captain  Bobadil  in  the  niigbty  god  of  war,  and  the  instaoce 
of  cowardice  here  alluded  to  is  not  the  only  one  recorded  of  him  by  the  poets. 
In  the  wan  with  the  Titans  he  showed  a  decided  "  white  feather,*  ana  suf- 
fered himself  to  be  made  prisoner. 


AN  EVENING  MEDITATION. 


I  loVE  the  sound  of  Nature's  happy  voice, 
The  music  of  a  summer  evening's  sky. 
When  all  things  fair  and  beautiful  rejoice, 
As  though  their  glory  ne'er  would  fade  and  die. 
Sweet  is  the  breeze  as  'mid  the  Bowers  it  sings. 
Sweet  ia  the  melody  of  falling  streams, 
Sweet  is  the  sky-lark's  sow  as  borne  on  wings 
Of  waving  light— a  bird  ofheHTcn  she  seems. 
Oh  I  for  the  hours,  when  wrapt  in  joy  I  've  sat. 
And  fell  that  hannony — "aUroumtty  hat  I" 
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XS    TBE  AUTHOR  OF  "SIOBIEB   OF   WATERLOO." 

Arnold.  Yout  form  is  ma^t,  and  jret  jmi  nuj  be  the  d^Til. 
Siraiiger.  Unless  7011  keep  company  nitb  him  (aod  jou  seem  scaice  tind 
to  aucb  high  company)  you  can't  tell  how  be  approaches. 

The  Deformed  Trayuformtd. 

I  REMBMBBs  having  been  eicceediiigly  amused  \ry  a  book  of  Ger- 
msti  diablerit,  in  which  the  movementt  of  his  Satanic  Majesty  were 
faithfully  and  &shioDably  chronicled.  He  had  chosen,  it  would  ap- 
pear, for  good  and  ci^nt  reasons,  to  revisit  our  earth  ineoffnib)  ;  and 
as  potentates  steal  occasionally  a  glance  at  the  world  to  see  how 
things  move  in  their  ordinary  courses,  he  too  indulged  his  princely 
curiosity,  and,  ssIm  la  rigk,  during  his  travels  assumed  a  borrowed 
title. 

I  had  business  to  transact  in  a  very  remote  district  of  the  kingdom 
of  Connau^t,  and,  as  some  delay  was  unavoidable,  I  threw  a  few 
books  cardessly  into  my  portmanteau.  Among  them  the  wild  con- 
ception (tf  Hoffimaon,  entitled  "  The  Devil's  Elixir,"  was  included  ;  and 
in  the  perosid  of  that  strange  tale,  I  endeavoured  to  amuse  the  tedium 
of  as  wet  a  day  as  often  comes  in  Connemara.  Bad  as  the  morning 
had  been,  the  ercntag  was  infinitely  worse  :  the  wind  roared  through 
Ae  moimtams ;  the  rain  came  down  in  torrents ;  and  every  unhappy 
wayfarer  pushed  hastily  for  the  nearest  inn. 

I  had  been  an  occupant  of  the  best  (and  only)  parlour  of  Tim  Cor- 
rigan  during  the  preceding  week ;  and  so  unfrequent  were  the  calls  at 
his  caravansera,  that,  like  Robinson  Crusoe,  I  could  stroll  out  upon 
the  moor,  and  proclaim  that  I  was  absolute  over  heath  and  "  hostel- 
rie."  But,  on  this  night,  two  travellers  were  driven  to  the  "  Cock 
and  Punchbowl."  They  were  bound  for  a  fair  that  was  to  be  holden 
on  the  morrow  some  twenty  miles  off;  and,  although  anxious  to  lodge 
themaelves  in  some  more  contiguous  hostel,  the  weather  became  so 
desperate,  that  by  mutual  consent  they  abandoned  their  intention,  and 
resolved  to  ensconce  themselves  for  the  night  in  a  double-bedded 
room,  which,  fortunately  for  them,  happened  to  be  unoccupied  in  the 
"  Cock  and  Punchbowl" 

Had  their  resolution  to  remain  been  doubtful,  one  glance  at  the 
kitdien  fire  would  have  confirmed  it.  There,  a  welt-conditioned  goose 
was  twisting,  on  a  string  ap^nded  to  the  chimney -breast ;  while  di- 
vers culinary  utensils  simmered  on  the  blazing  tun,  giving  sure  indi- 
cations  that  other  adjuncts  were  to  accompany  the  bird,  and  the  din- 
ner would  be  a  substantial  one.  I,  while  taking  "  mine  ease  in  mine 
inn,"  had  seen  the  travellers  arrive ;  and,  the  door  being  ajar,  heard 
the  "to  ride  or  not  to  ride"  debated.  That  question  settled,  other 
cares  arose. 

"  Tim,"  said  the  younger  guest  to  the  landlord,  as  he  nodded  sig- 
nificantly at  tbe  goose,  "I  'm  hungry  as  a  hawk." 

The  host  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and,  pointing  to  the  "  great  cham- 
ber," where  I  was  seated,  replied  in  an  under>tone,  "  There 's  a  custo- 
mer before  ye.  Master  Johnny." 

"  A  customer ! — tmly  one,  Tim  ?" 

8  2 
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"  Sorrow  more,"  replied  the  host. 

"  Why,  the  curse  of  Cromwell  on  ye  for  a  connoraot !"  said  the  tra- 
veller. "Three  priests,  after  confeHBing  half  a  parish,  would  scarcely 
demoliBh  that  wabbler.  1  '11  invite  mytielf  to  dinner ;  and  if  I  be  not 
in  at  the  dissection,  it  won't  be  Johnny  Dixon's  fault." 

"  Arrah  I  the  devil  a  fear  of  that,"  returned  the  landlord.  "  Your 
modesty  nivir  stopped  your  promotion,  Shawn  avourneen  f*  "  and  he 
of  the  Cock  and  Punchbowl  laughed  heartily  as  the  traveller  entered 
the  parlour. 

He  was  a  stout,  middle-sized,  foxy-headed  fellow  of  some  six  or 
eight-and- twenty.  His  face  was  slightly  marked  with  small-pox,  and 
plain,  but  not  unpleasing.  The  expression  was  good-humoured  and  in-  • 
telligent ;  while,  in  the  apH^rkle  of  his  light  blue  eye,  there  was  a  pretty 
equal  proportion  of  mirlh  and  mischief.  He  advanced  tome  with  per- 
fect nonchalance  ;  nodded  as  if  he  had  known  me  for  a  twelvemonth ; 
and,  as  if  conferring  a  compHtneat,  notified  with  great  brevity  that  it 
was  his  inten^on  to  honour  me  with  his  company.  No  proposition 
could  have  pleased  me  better,  and  it  was  fortunate  that  I  had  no  wish 
to  remain  alone  ;  for,  I  verily  believe,  the  traveller  had  already  made 
up  his  mind,  eouU  qui  caute,  to  aid  and  assist  in  demolishing  the 
bird  that  saved  the  Capitol. 

Presently  the  hostess  announced  that  alt  preparations  were  com. 
plete.  The  traveller,  who  bad  been  talking  of  divers  affairs,  rural  and 
political,  suddenly  changed  the  conversation.  "  There  was,"  he  said, 
"  an  unlucky  sinner  outside,  who  like  himself  had  been  storm-stayed 
that  evening.  He  was  a  priest's  nephew,  a  harmless  poor  devil, 
whom  the  old  fellow  had  worked  like  a  nigger,  until  one  sweet  even- 
ing he  smothered  himself  in  poteen-puncb,  leaving  Peter  Feaghan  a 
kettleful  of  gold.  If  he,  Peter,  were  only  let  in,  he  would  pray  for 
me  during  life ;  and,  as  to  eating,  would  be  contented  with  the  drum- 
sticks." 

I  laughed,  and  assented ;  and  "  Master  Johnny"  speedily  produced 
a  soft-looking,  bullet-headed  farmer ;  who,  afVer  scraping  his  1^ 
across  the  floor,  sate  himself  down  at  the  comer  of  the  teble. 

Dinner  came.  I,  since  I  breathed  the  keen  air  of  Connemara,  had 
felt  a  quickened  appetite  ;  but  "  Master  Johnny"  double-distanced 
me  easily  as  a  trencher-man,  and  he,  in  turn,  could  not  hold  a  candle 
to  the  nephew  of  the  defunct  priest.  Peter  Feaghan  was  a  silent  and 
a  steady  workman,  and  I  firmly  believe  the  drumsticks  were  regularlv 
skeletonized  before  the  priest's  heir  was  disposed  to  cry  "  Hold, 
enough !"  At  last  the  cloth  was  removed  ;  and  a  quert-botUe,  a  baain 
of  sugar,  with  a  jug  of  boiling  water  of  enormous  capacity,  were  aet 
down. 

"  What  an  infernal  night  it  is  I"  ejaculated  the  younger  traveller, 
as  a  gust  of  wind  drove  the  hail  against  the  window.  "  Were  you  not 
in  luck,"  he  continued,  *'  that  chance  drove  two  Christian  men,  like 
Peter  and  me,  among  the  mountains  ?  Honest  Tim  is  speechless  by 
this  hour,  or  he  has  shortened  his  allowance  greatly  since  I  was  here 
last.  No  flirting  in  the  house,  for  Mrs.  Corrigan  is  a  Carmelite,  and 
Srideen  dAvf  has  bundled  off  with  a  peeler^     In  ahor^  you  must 

*  Anglui,  John,  my  jewel, 
t  Avgliri,  Bl.ick  Biddy.  J  A  potiremao. 
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have  got  drunk  in  aelf-defence,  and,  for  lack  of  compan)',  as  I  have 
ofleD  done,  drank  one  band  against  the  other." 

"  Or,"  said  1,  "  diluted  the  poteen  with  a  draught  of '  The  Devirit 

"  The  Devil's  Elixir !"  repeated  the  foxy-headed  traveller ;  "  and 
pay  what  ipay  that  be  ?" 

Id  reply,  I  handed  him  a  volume  of  the  Prussian  Counsellor  ;  he 
looked  at  the  title-pa^e,  and  read  the  motto,  '*  la  that  yeare  the  Deville 
teat  altoe  teate  toaVdng publiclie  on  the  slreetes  of  BtrUne."  Laughing 
loudly,  he  turned  to  the  priest's  heir. 

"  Holy  Mary !  had  your  poor  uncle  Paul  been  in  town,  he  would 
^ve  had  a  shy  at  ould  Beelzebub,  or  made  him  quit  the  flagway." 

"  And  who  was  Unde  Paul  ?"  I  inquired  of  the  stranger. 

"  What  I"  he  exclaimed,  in  maaifeat  astonishment,  "  not  knojvthat 
excellent  and  gifted  churchman, — one  before  whom  the  devil  shook 
like  a  whipped  schoolboy  ?" 

"  And  was  Mr.  Feaghan's  influence  over  him,  sumamed '  the  Morn- 
ing Star,'  so  extraordinary  ?" 

"Extraordinary  you  may  well  call  it,"  resumed  Foxy-head.  "  The 
very  mention  of  Paul's  name  would  produce  an  ague-tit.  Many  a  set- 
to  they  had — a  clear  stage  and  no  favour — and  in  all  and  every,  the 
devil  was  regularly  floored.  There  is  the  old  house  of  Knockbraddi- 
gan,- — for  months,  man,  woman,  or  child  could  not  close  an  eye- 
Priest,  monk,  and  friar,  all  tried  their  hands  in  vain.  Holy-water 
was  expended  by  the  gallon — masses  said  thrice  a  week — a  saint's 
finger  borrowed  for  the  occasion,  and  brought  all  the  vray  from  Cork, 
— find  even  the  stable-lantern  had  a  candle  in  it,  blessed  by  the 
bishop.  For  all  these  '  Clooty '  did  not  care  a  button,  when  Father 
Paul  toddled  in,  and  saved  the  house  and  owner." 

"Indeed?" 

"  Ay !  and  I  'II  tell  you  die  particulars.  It  was  the  year  after  the 
banks  broke — times  were  bad — tenante  racked — and  Tom  Braddigan, 
like  many  a  better  man,  poor  fellow  I  was  cleaned  out  by  the  sheriC 
Never  was  a  tkuek*  sinner  harder  up  for  a  few  hundreds;  and,  to 
make  a  long  story  short,  Hocfty  came  in  the  way,  and  Tom  '  sould 
himself  regularly.  I  never  heard  the  sum,  but  it  is  said  that  it  was 
a  Uj^  figure ;  and  that,  to  give  the  devil  his  due,  he  never  cob- 
bled l<>r  a  moment,  but  paid  a  sporting  price,  and  came  down  like  a 
man.  Well,  the  lenure-day  came  round ;  Clooty  was  true  to  time, 
and  claimed  his  customer:  but  Tom  was  awake  ;  Paul  Feaghan  was 
at  his  elbow,  and,  as  it  turned  out,  Paul  proved  himself  nothing  but  a 
good  one. 

"  ■  Arrah  !  what  do  ye  want  here,  honest  man  ?'  says  the  priest  to 
tbe  devil,  opening  the  conversation  civilly. 

"  ■  No  ofi'ence,  I  suppose,'  says  the  other, '  for  a  body  to  look  after 

" '  None  in  the  world,'  replied  Father  Paul,  answering  him  quite  po- 
litely ;  and  all  the  while,  poor  Tom  shaking  like  a  Quaker. 

"  '  Mr,  Braddigan,'  says  the  devil, '  we  have  a  long  drive  before  us, 

and  the  carriage  is  waiting.    Don't  mind  your  Griajnort,\  Tom  ;'  and 

the  eternal  ruftian  put  his  tongue  in  his  cheek.     '  Though  the  day  's 

cold,  'pon  my  conscience,  you  shall  have  presently  an  air  of  the  fire.' 

*  An  Irish  phnue,  synonynoua  with  lUstreued.  f  Greal-coat. 
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" '  Asy,'  says  the  priest, '  wh&t  call  hare  you  to  a  Catholic  ?' 

" '  A  Catholic  I'  replied  the  devil,  with  a  twist  of  his  tip,  mimicluDg 
Father  Paul;  'maybe  your  reverence  would  tell  ns  when  he  was  laat 
at  confeesion  ?' 

'*  At  this  the  priest  lost  temper.  '  What  the  blazes,'  says  he,  'have 
you  to  do  with  that?  Was  there  any  body  present  at  the  bargain 
MAtne*  ye  ?' 

"  '  Hell  to  the  one,'  replied  the  devil. 

"  *  Then,'  says  Father  Paul, '  sorrow  leg  you  would  have  to  stand 
on  if  the  whole  thing  came  before  the  barrister.' 

"The  devil  gave  a  knowing  look,  and,  dipping  his  hand  into  the 
left  breeches-pocket,  took  out  a  piece  of  paper,  and,  as  an  attorney 
shows  the  corner  of  a  promissory-note  to  an  unwilling  witness,  he 
held  it  out  to  Tom,  and  asked  him  was  it  his  hand-writing ; '  Tummas 
a  Brawdeen,'"!-  says  he,  in  Irish,  '  is  that  yer  fist  V 

" '  There 's  no  denying  it,'  says  Tom,  with  a  shudder. 

" '  Then  draw  on  yer  boots,  and  let  us  be  jogging.' 

"'Asy,'  says  Fa^er  Feaghan.  'Did  ye  get  the  conoderation, 
Tom  ?■ 

"  The  devil  seemed  uncommonly  affronted.  '  Paul  Feaghan,'  says 
he, '  I  didn't  think  you  would  suppose  that  I  would  take  his  I.  O.  and 
not  post  the  coal  I  By  my  oath,  he  continued, '  and  let  him  contra- 
dict me  if  he  can,  a  Tuam  note  he  would  not  touch  with  the  tongs; 
and  the  devil  a  flimsy  would  go  down  with  him,  good  or  bad,  but  a 
regular  Bank  of  Irelwd !' 

" '  Oh,  be  Jakers  I'  says  the  priest, '  you  're  done,  Tom  1  Show  me 
the  not«,' 

« <  Bedershin  I'  says  the  devil,  clapping  his  right  fore-finger  on  hia 
nose. 

" '  Honour  bright  !*  replied  Father  Paul. 

" '  Will  ye  return  it  ?'  inquired  Old  Hoofey. 

"'Will  a  duck  swim 7' says  the  priest.  'Be  this  book,' says  he, 
layinghis  hand  upon  the  tea-caddy,  ■  ye  shall  have  it  in  two  twoa.' 

"  'There  it  is,  then,'  replied  the  other,  '  and  make  your  best  of  it 
Come,  Tom,  tliere  's  no  turnpikes  to  pay  where  you're  gcnng  to;  so 
on  with  your  wrap-rascal,'  pointing  to  the  cotamore. 

"  But,  sorrow  wink  was  on  Father  Feaghan  all  the  while.  He  ex- 
amined the  note,  and  not  a  letter  was  wanting.  It  waa  regular,  as  if 
the  devil  had  been  bound  to  an  attorney — drawn  on  a  three-shilling 
stamp, — and,  as  he  turned  it  round  and  round,  it  crumpled  like  singed 
parchment. 

"  '  You  're  dished,'  ejaculated  his  reverence,  looking  aver  at  Tom. 

" '  Murder  I  murder !'  says  he,  as  Hoofey  held  out  his  hand  for  the 
I.  O.  U. 

" '  Arrah  I'  says  Father  Paul, '  do  ye  keep  your  papers  in  a  tinder- 
box?' 

"'They're  over  dry,  I  allow,' replied  the  devil;  'but  in  my  place 
it 's  hard  to  find  a  cool  comer.' 

" '  We  'II  damp  this  one  a  little,'  says  the  priest,  slipping  his  hand 
hix  and  ssy  into  a  mug  of  holy-water,  and  splashing  half  a  pint  of  it 
on  TbrnnKU  a  Brmedeen'M  note.  '  Put  that  in  yer  pocket  to  balance 
yer  pipe.' 

*  BslwHU.  t  Anglite,  Tom  Braddigan. 
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« In  a  moment  the  devB  eteiged  colour.  '  Bad  ]uck  attend  je 
ni^t  and  day,  for  a  circumToDti^  villain  !'  bsjb  he. 

"'Off  irith  ye,  you  convicted  ruffin  J'  roared  Father  Paul,  making 
a  flourishing  >{•;  and  before  Tom  Braddigan  had  time  to  bleas  him- 
self)  Clooty  went  up  the  chimney  in  a  flaafa  of  fire,  leaving  the  room 
untenantable  for  a  fortnight,  from  the  sulphur ;  and  Tummas  a  Braw- 
dien  sung,  for  the  remainder  of  his  life, '  Wasn't  that  elegautly  done  ?'  " 

"  Nothing  could  be  better,"  said  I,  as  Bed-head  closed  his  story. 
"What  a  sensation  the  affair  must  have  occasioned.  'Like  angels' 
visita,'  I  presume)  the  old  gentleman's  are  ■  few  and  iar  between  ?' " 

"  By  no  means,"  returned  the  stranger,  "  there  are  few  families 
of  any  fashion  in  this  country,  who  have  not,  at  some  parlod  or  other, 
been  &voured  with  a  call ;  and  I  myself  was  once  honoured  by  his 
company  at  supper." 

I  stared  at  ^e  man ;  but  he  bore  my  Bcrutiny  without  ^inching. 

"Had  you  a  party  to  meet  his  Satanic  Majesty?"  I  inquired,  with 
a  smile. 

"Not  a  soul,"  replied  he.  "We  sapped  Ule-d^le!  and  a  plea- 
santer  fellow  never  stretched  bis  legs  breath  a  man's  mahogany." 

"  You  certainly  have  excited  my  curiosity  not  a  little,"  said  I. 

"  If  I  have,"  returned  the  foxy-headed  stranger,  "  I  shall  most 
willingly  give  you  a  full  account  of  our  interview. 

"  It  was  the  first  Friday  after  the  winter  fair  of  Boyle.  I  was 
returning  home  in  bad  spirits;  for,  though  I  sold  my  bullocks 
well,  I  had  been  regularly  cleaned  out  at  loo,  and  hit  uncom- 
maijy  hard  in  a  handicap.  For  three  nights  I  scarcely  won  a 
pool,  and  that  was  bad  enough;  but  to  lose  the  best  weight-carrier 
that  was  ever  lapped  in  leather,  for  a  paltry  ten-pound  note,  and  a 
daisy-cutter  with  a  fired  leg  and  feathered  eye,  would  make  a  saint 
■wear,  and  a  Quaker  kick  his  mother. 

"  Night  bad  closed  in,  as  I  passed  the  cross-roads  of  KilmactiguCi 
■bout  two  miles  from  home ;  and  I  pulled  up  into  a  walk,  to  bring 
my  bad  bargain  cool  to  the  stable.  Just  dien  I  heard  a  horse  be- 
hind me,  coining  on  in  a  slapping  trot ;  and,  before  you  could  say 
Jack  Robinson,  a  strange  horseman  was  beside  me. 

" '  Morra,*  Mistre  Dixon,'  says  he. 

" '  Morra  to  ye,  sir,'  says  I,  turning  sharp  about  to  see  if  I  could 
know  him.  He  looked  in  the  dim  light  a  '  top-sawyer,'  and,  as  far  as 
I  could  judge,  the  best-mounted  man  I  had  met  for  a  month  of  Sun- 
days. He  appeared  to  be  dressed  in  black ;  his  horse  was  the  same 
colour  as  his  coat,  and  1  began  to  tax  my  memory,  hard,  to  recollect 
the  place  where  he  and  1  had  met  before. 

" '  You  have  the  advantage  of  me,  sir,'  says  I. 

"■'Faith,  and  that's  odd  enough,'  says  he,  '  for  you  and  I  rode 
head  and  girth  together  at  the  stag-hunt  at  Rathgranaher.' 

"  '  Death  and  nouns  I'  says  I,  'is  this  Mr.  Magan?' 

" '  I  believe  so,'  says  he,  '  for  want  of  a  better.' 

"  ■  Ah  I  then,'  said  I,  '  I  'ro  glad  I  met  you.  Is  that  the  black 
mare  that  carried  you  so  brilliantly  7' 

"  '  The  same,'  he  replied. 

" '  No  wonder  I  didn't  know  ye :  you  wore  at  Rathgranaher  a  light- 
green  coatee,  and  now  you  're  black  as  a  bisbt^.' 
*  Good-morrow. 
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" '  I  buried  an  aunt  of  mine  latetj,'  Bays  he. 

"  '  Maybe  you  could  do  as  much  for  a  friend,'  replied  I ;  '  I  have  & 
couple  at  your  service  ;  and,  as  I  pay  ,them  a  hundred  a  year,  I  wish 
them  often  at  the  devil.' 

<"  I  It  make  no  objection  on  my  part,'  replied  Mr.  Magan.  '  But 
how  far  is  it  to  Temptebeg  ?     It  will  be  late  before  I  reach  it,  I  fear.' 

" '  It  'a  the  worst  road  in  Connaught,'  said  I :  '  my  den  is  scarcely 
a  mile  off;  and,  if  you  are  not  in  a  hurry,  turn  in  for  the  night,  and 
you  shall  have  a  warm  stall,  a  grilled  bone,  and  a  hearty  welcome.' 

" '  Never  say  it  again,'  says  Mr.  Magan  ;  and  on  we  rode,  cheek  bjr 
jowl,  talking  of  fairs,  horses,  and  the  coming  election.  Lord!  nothing 
came  amiss  to  him  :  he  was  up  to  every  thing,  from  eearii  to  robbing 
the  mail-coach;  and  in  politics  so  knowing,  that  one  while  I  fan- 
cied him  a  Whig,  and  at  the  next  I  would  have  given  my  book 
oath  he  was  a  black  Orangeman. 

"  Before  we  reached  the  avenue,  I  tried  if  be  would '  stand  a  knock.'* 

"  '  Would  you  part  with  the  mare?'  says  I. 

" '  If  I  was  bid  a  sporting  price,  I  would  part  with  my  grand- 
mother, if  I  had  one,'  was  the  reply. 

**  ■  What  boot  will  you  take,  and  turn  tails  P'  said  I. 

"  '  Neighbour,'  replied  Mr.  Magan,  '  it  must  be  a  long  figure  that 
gets  Black  Bess.     What 's  that  you  're  riding  ?' 

"  ■  A  thorough-bred  four-year  old,  by  La^ar,  out  of  a  Tom  Pipes 
mare.' 

"  '  Bedershio  I'  says  Mr.  Magan ;  ■  Tom  died  before  you  were  bom.' 

"  This  was  a  hard  hit.  Devil  a  one  of  me  knew  how  the  horse 
was  bred ;  but,  as  he  happened  to  be  a  chesnut,  1  thought  I  woukl 
give  him  Langar  for  a  sire.  Pretending  not  to  hear  the  remark,  I 
continued, 

"■He's  uncommon  fast  up  to  twelve  stone;  will  take  five  feet, 
'  coped  and  dashed,'  without  a  balk ;  and  live  the  longest  day  with  any 
finc^oundB  in  the  province.  At  three  years  old,  Peter  Brannick  re< 
fused  fifty  for  him.' 

" '  And  didn't  ask  a  rap  for  a  dark  eye  and  a  ring-bone,'  observed 
Mr.  Magan. 

"'Oh!'  says  I,  to  myself,  'Magan,  there's  no  coming  over  ye  I' 
So  I  thought  that  I  had  better  leave  horse-flesh  alone,  and  try  if  I 
could  draw  him  at  a  setch  of  loo,  or  a  hand  of  five  and  ten.' 

"  With  that  we  had  ridden  into  the  yard,  and  given  our  prads  to  the 
men,  with  a  hundred  charges  from  the  stranger,  that  his  mare  should 
have  a  bran-mash  and  warm  clothing.  Well,  I  ushered  him  into 
the  parlour,  and  there  was  a  roaring  fire,  and  the  cloth  laid  for  sup- 
per ;  for,  luckily  enough,  Judy  Mac  Keal  had  expected  me  home. 
Mr.  Magan  took  off  his  cotamore,  laid  his  hat  and  whip  aside,  and 
then  threw  his  eyes  over  the  apanment. 

« •  Mona  mon  diaoul  .''i  says  he,  '  if  there  'a  a  snugger  hunting-box 
between  Birr  and  Bantry.' 

"  '  Oh  r  said  I,  '  the  cabin  'a  well  enough  for  a  loose  lad  like  me. 
Everything  here  is  rough  and  ready  ;  and,  as  it 's  a  bachelor's  sht^, 
you  must  make  allowances.' 

"'Arrahl  nabocldish  IJ  I'm  a  single  man  myself,  and  it 'a  won- 
derful how  well  1  get  my  health,  and  manage  with  a  housekeeper. 
*  A  handicap.  f  An  Irish  imprecation.  1  Be  quiet. 
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By-tbe-bye,'  and  he  looked  knowiag  u  a  jsilor,  '  is  Judy  Mac  Keal 
with  you  still  ?' 

"  '  And  what  do  you  know  about  Judy,  neighbour  V  saya  I. 
" '  Don't  be  offended,'  replied  he.     '  The  boys  were  joking  after 
anpper  at  Dinny  Balfe'E;  and  Maurice  Ffrencb  named  her  for  face 
and  figure,  against  any  mentioned,  for  a  pony.' 

'"Ffrench  is  a  fool  I'  I  replied.  'But,  an  you  know  Judy  al- 
ready, we'll  ring,  and  see  if  there's  any  chance  of  supper.' 

"She  answered  the  bell;  told  us  the  ducks  were  at  the  fire, 
and  that  m  half  an  hour  all  would  be  ready.  When  she  went  away, 
Magan  swore  she  was  the  best-looking  trout  he  had  laid  eyes  on  for 
a  twelvemonth ;  and,  spying  out  a  pack  of  cards  upon  the  chimney- 
piece,  proposed  that  we  should  kill  time  with  a  game  of  hookey  or 
lansquenet. 

"It  was  the  Tery  thing  I  wanted;  but  I  took  the  offer  indifferently. 
" '  Egad  I  I  'm  ^raid  of  you,'  says  I,  as  I  laid  the  pack  upon  the 
table-cloth.     He  cut  the  cards. 

*'  ■  The  deal  is  yours.  What  an  infernal  ass  I  am  to  touch  paper,' 
■ays  he  ;  and  kissing  the  knave  of  cliibs,  '  By  this  book,  I  'm  such  an 
unlucky  devil,  that  1  verily  believe,  had  my  father  bound  me  to  a  hat- 
ter, men  would  be  born  without  heads.  Come,  down  with  the  dust!' 
and  be  pulled  from  bis  breast-pocket  a  parcel  of  notes  as  thick  as  an 
almanack.  They  were  chiefly  fives  and  tens ;  and  when  1  remarked 
ihem  all  the  blade  bank,*  I  set  him  down  a  Northman. 

"  We  pbyed  at  first  tolerably  even  ;  but,  by  the  time  supper  was 
served,  1  found  myself  a  winner  of  twenty  pounds.  Hiis  was  a  good 
beginning ;  and  I  determined  to  continue  my  good  luck,  and,  if  I 
coiitd,  do  Mr.  Magan  brown. 

"  Down  we  sate ;  my  friend  had  an  excellent  appetite,  and  6nished 
a  duck  to  his  own  share.  We  drank  a  bottle  of  sherry  in  double- 
quick,  got  the  cards  again,  and  called  for  tumblers  and  hot  water, 

"  Judy  brought  in  the  materials,  and  Mr.  Magan  began  to  quiz  her. 

"  '  Arrah  I  Miss  Mac  Keal,'  says  he,  '  will  ye  come  and  keq>  house 
for  me,  and  I  11  double  your  wages  ?' 

"  '  And  where  do  ye  live  7'  replied  she. 

" '  Down  iu  the  North,'  returned  Magan ; '  and  I  have  aa  nate  a 
place,  ay,  and  as  warm  a  house,  as  ever  you  laid  a  foot  in  I' 

" '  Have  done  with  your  joking,'  says  Judy,  '  and  go  home  to  your 
own  dacent  wife.' 

" '  I  have  her  yet  to  look  for,'  replied  he. 

"'Devil  have  the  liars,'  says  Judy. 

" '  Ah  then,  amen  !'  said  Magan. 

"  '  I  wouldn't  believe  ye,'  continued  she,  *  if  you  kissed  the  vest- 
ment on  it.' 

"  '  Liggum  laA(,'-\  says  he. 

"  '  Why,  what  good  Irish  you  have  for  a  Northman  V  replied  Judy. 

*' '  My  mother  was  a  Munster  woman,'  says  Mr.  Magan. 

" '  Is  she  alive  7'  inquired  she. 

<>  <  Dead  as  Cleopatra,'  he  said,  with  a  laugh ;  and  Judy  afterwards 
remarked,  '  she  knew  he  was  a  rascal,  or  he  would  have  added,  *  God 
rest  her  soul  1' 

*  One  of  the  Belfast  banks  ij  thus  named, 
I  Anglki,  llavt;  it  your  own  way. 
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**  When  the  hooBekeeper  disappesreil,  the  Btranger  filled  a  bumper. 
*  Egad  r  thought  1,  '  I  'II  try  him  now,  whether  he  be  radical  or  true- 
blue;  and,  lifting  up  the  tumbler,  1  proposed,  'The  glorions,  pioui, 
and  tDiinortal  memory — ' 

" '  Of  the  great  and  good  King  William,'  says  he,  taking  the  word 
out  of  my  mouth. 

*' '  Who  freed  ui  from  Pope  and  popery,  knavery,  slavery — ' 

" '  Brass  money,  and  wooden  shoes,  returned  the  Northman. 

« <  May  he  who  would  not,  on  bare  and  bended  knee,  drink  this 
toast,  be  rammed,  crammed — ' 

" '  And  damned  !'  roared  Magan,  as  if  the  sentiment  came  from  hit 
very  heart.  '  Here  's  the  Pope  in  the  pillory,  and  the  Devil  pelting 
priests  at  him  I'  cried  the  Northman;  and,  with  a  laugh,  off  went  the 
bumpers,  and  we  commenced  the  cards  anew. 

« Well,  sir,  that  night  1  had  the  luck  of  thousands.  The  black 
bank-notes  came  over  the  table-cloth  by  the  dozen;  and,  as  the 
Northman  lost  his  money,  his  temper  went  along  with  it.  He  cursed 
the  cards,  and  their  maker ;  swore  he  would  book  himself*  againat 
bones  and  paper  for  a  twelvemonth ;  made  tumbler  after  tumbler ; 
and,  as  he  drank  them  boiling  from  the  kettle,  I  wondered  how  he 
could  swallow  poteen-punch  hot  enough  to  scald  a  pig. 

" '  Come,'  says  he,  in  a  rage,  '  I  see  how  the  thing  will  end ;  and 
die  sooner  I  am  cleaned  out,  the  better.  Instead  of  a  beggarly 
flimsey,  fork  out  a  Eve-pound  note.' 

"  '  With  all  my  heart,'  replied  I. 

'"Curse  of  Cromwell  attend  upon  all  shoemakers  I'  ejaculated  Mr. 
Magan,  with  a  grin. 

"  '  Arrah  !  what  's  vexing  ye  now  ?'  Bays  I,  pulling  the  third  five- 
puunder  across  the  cloth. 

" '  Every  thing !'  returned  he, '  1  have  the  worst  of  luck,  a  tight 
boot,  and  u  bad  corn.' 

"  '  1  '11  get  ye  slippers  in  a  shake.' 

"'Mind  your  cards,'  says  he,  rather  cross;  'there's  nobody  here 
but  ourselves,  and  I  '11  pull  off  my  boot  quietly  under  the  table  '.' 

"  He  did  so :  we  continued  play ;  and,  though  he  lost  ahead,  he 
recovered  his  temper,  and  seemed  to  bear  it  like  a  gentleman.  It 
was  quite  clear  that  the  boot  had  made  him  cranky.  No  wonder:  an 
angry  com  and  tight  shoe  would  try  tlie  patience  of  a  bride. 

"  Wei!,  the  last  of  his  bundle  of  bank-notes  was  in  due  course 
transferred  to  me,  and  I  fancied  I  had  him  '  polished  off;'  but,  dip- 
ping his  hand  into  his  big-coat  pocket,  he  produced  agreen  silk  purse, 
half  a  yard  long,  and  stuffed,  apparently,  with  sovereigns.  I  lighted 
a  cigar,  and  offered  him  another,  but  he  declined  it ;  and,  after  groping 
his  coAmiore  for  half  a  minute,  produced  &  dtuiheen,i  vhifii  heligbted 
at  the  candle.  I  have  smokea  tobacco  these  ten  years, — Persian  or 
pigstail  were  all  the  same  to  me ; — but  the  first  whiff  of  Magan's  pipe 
I  thought  would  have  smothered  me  on  the  spoL 

"  *  Holy  Bridget  I'  says  I,  gasping  for  breath.  '  Arrab  I  what  stuff 
is  that  you  're  blowing?' 

"  '  It's  rather  strong,'  says  he,  ' but  beautiful  when  you're  used  to 
it.  Cut  the  cards;  and,  as  they  say  in  Connaug^t, '  if  money  stands, 
luck  may  turn.' 

*  Take  bis  oath.  t  Anglici,  A  short  pipe. 
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"  Jiut  then  Judy  came  in  to  uk  Mr.  Magsn  if  he  would  hBTe  a 
wcood  pair  sf  blankets  on  bis  bed. 

"  '  Will  you  ctHne  with  me  ?'  aays  he,  putting  his  ann  round  her 
jtAingly. 

u  <  Godtakeyeiif  pouible  I' cried  Judy :' pbeaks  I  ye'r  not  over  well 
honest  man,  for  your  hand's  in  a  fever.' 

"  *  It  'b  the  llker  my  heart,  Judy,'  and  he  gave  her  a  coaxing  smile. 

"  '  Sorrow  one  of  me  liked  his  making  so  Iree.  'Go  on  with  your 
game,'  says  I,  '  and  don't  be  putting  your  wmetlur*  over  my  house- 
keeper.' 

"  At  die  moment  a  horse-tramp  was  heard  in  the  yard,  and  Judy 
rvi  to  the  window. 

"'Who's  that?'  says  I.  '  Devil  welcome  him,  whoever  he  is;"  for  I 
thoi^t  he  would  interrupt  us. 

**  *  It 's  a  short  man  on  a  grey  pony,'  says  Judy, '  with  a  big  Uua 
cloak  about  him.' 

"  <  Phew  r'  and  I  whistled.    '  It 's  Father  I^ul  Fe^an.' 

"  '  Father  Paul !'  ejaci^ted  Mr.  Magaa,  turning  pale  as  a  shirt- 
frill,  and  dropping  the  dvdhttn  on  the  floor. 

"  '  Oh,  death  and  nouns  !  the  carpet  will  be  ruined !'  roared  Judy, 
plumping  down  upon  her  knees,  ana  snatching  at  the  pipe ;  but,  be- 
fore we  reached  it,  she  gave  a  wild  scream,  as  if  she  saw  a  ghost,  and 
began  blessing  herself  busily.  But,  scarcely  had  she  made  the  sign 
of  the  >h  when  a  thunder-clap  shook  the  lodge ;  a  blaze  lightened 
through  the  supper-room,  and  Mr.  Magan,  taking  with  him  the  black 
bank-notes,  and  the  hand  of  cards  he  was  playing  with,  vanished  up 
the  chimney.  No  doubt  he  would  have  taken  the  roof  away  into 
the  bargain,  had  not  Father  Paul  been  fortunately  so  near  us." 

"  Ana,"  said  I,  "  did  no  other  evil  consequences  attend  this  unhal- 
lowed vi«t '(" 

"  Evil  consequences  1"  returned  Johnny  Dixgn,  as  he  repeated  my 
words :  "  my  stable-boy  was  frightened  into  fits ;  Judy  Mac  Keal  kept 
her  bed  for  a  fortnight, — and,  mona  man  diaoutfi  thirty  shillings  did 
not  pay  the  glazier, — for  Magan, — the  Lord's  curse  light  upon  him  I 
— masDed  the  windows  into  smithereens.  But  it  grows  late,"  he 
c(wtioued,  addressing  his  companion;  "and  you  and  I,  Peter,  must 
be  up  ere  cockcrow.  Good  night,  sir  I"  and  he  turned  to  me. 
"  Should  you  ever  meet  Mr.  Magan,— while  you  remain  in  his  society, 
never  be  persuaded,  as  they  say  in  Mayo,  to  '  prove  agreeable,'  or, 
'  fight,  flirt,  play  cards,  or  hold  the  candle.' " 

^NoTB. — The  story  was  told  roe  at  a  supper-table  bya  Connaught 
gentleman,  with  the  most  profound  gravity  imaginable.  He,  the 
nero,  believed  it  religiously  himself;  and  woe  be  to  the  sceptic 
who  gaiosayed  its  authenticity. 

Poor  Johnny  lies  under  a  ton  weight  of  Connemara  marble.  Re- 
qmiaeat!  A  better  fellow  never  took  six  feet  in  a  stroke,  carried  off 
a  third  bottle,  or  gave  a  job  to  the  coroner.     Segvieseat  f  Amen  /] 

*  A  pbtase  expressiveof  using  the  power  of  persuasion. 
t  My  soul  to  thede«il. 
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BY    THOMAS   HAYMBS  BAYLY. 

Dover,  December  20th,  1836. 

Dear  your  Lordship, — I  never  writ  to  a  lord  before,  and  don't 
do  it  now  spontaneous;  but  Mrs.  Miggina  desires  me  to  ask  you  to 
join  our  Christmas  party  next  vreek.  Now  I  think  that  will  be  what 
you  call  a  bore,  because  'tian't  only  us  ourselves,  but  I  can't  give  up 
old  friendB  and  relations,  and  so  tliere'll  be  more  Migginsee  than  you 
ever  saw  before ;  and,  always  excepting  daughter  Sophy,  1  suspect 
you  've  seen  more  already  than  you  ever  wish  to  see  again.  However, 
daughter  Sophy  did  seem  to  attract  your  notice  like,  last  autumn 
here,  when  you  was  staying  with  the  duke.  I  saw  clear  enough  you 
didn't  want  the  duke  nor  the  duchess  to  know  about  it,  and  so  I  were 
glad  when  you  took  yourself  away ;  but  Sophy  hankers  after  you,  and 
my  wife  says, — and  she  's  right  enough  there,  though  it  doesn't  gene- 
rally follow  that  a  thing's  right  because  she  saya  it, — that  there  'b  do 
reason  why  daughter  Sophy  shouldn't  be  a  lord's  wife  and  a  lady  her- 
self, like  other  tine  girls  no  ways  her  betters ;  and,  though  I  did 
make  my  money  in  the  eoap  and  candle  line,  the  money,  now  it's 
made,  an't  the  worse ;  and  so,  if  you  really  wants  to  marry  Sophy,  say 
it  out  and  out,  and  I'll  give  my  consent.  It  is  but  fair  and  right  to 
tell  your  lordship  that  there  's  another  young  man  desperate  about 
her, — not,  when  1  say  another  young  man,  that  I  mean  to  call  your 
lordship  a  young  raaa,  for  I  know  that  wouldn't  be  respectful.  How- 
ever, if  I  had  my  own  way  in  all  things, — which  I  haven't,  and  few  men 
have, — Captain  Mills  of  the  artillery  would  be  the  man  for  Sophy.  He 's 
a  mighty  proper  man  to  look  at,  and  I  've  asked  him  down  to  spend 
Christmas  here  too  :  so,  if  your  lordship  don't  think  it  worth  while 
to  come,  why  only  say  the  word,  and,  to  my  thinking,  Captaio  Mills 
wUI  have  a  good  chance. 

People  do  report  things  that  I  don't  want  to  believe  about  your 
lordship's  ways  of  going  on;  but  if  you  do  marry  Sophy,  bang  it  I 
make  her  happy.  Don't  take  her  away  from  them  as  loves  her,  and 
then  be  neglectful  and  unkind ;  for  she  don't  know  yet  what  unkind- 
nesB  is,  and  I  know  'twould  break  her  heart,  and  then  I  should  break 
mine,  and  my  poor  wife  would  follow, — so  that  would  break  us  all. 
But  a  lord  muat  be  a  gentleman,  and  a  gentleman  can't  behave  like  a 
blackguard  to  a  woman.  So  come  down  here  on  Saturday  the  24di, 
and  we  '11  have  a  merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year.  In  all 
which  my  wife  and  Sophy  do  join.  So  no  more  at  present 
From  your  dear  lordship's 

humble  servant  at  command, 

Pktkb  MiaciKs. 

Peter  Miggins's  letter  to  Lord  John  Lavender  has  probably  suffi- 
ciently introduced  him  to  the  reader.  The  right  honourable  person- 
age to  whom  that  letter  was  addressed  was  the  youngest  son  of  a 
duke,  and  in  ail  respects  as  great  a  contrast  to  all  the  blood  of  the 
Miggins^  as  can  possibly  be  imagined. 
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Lord  John  had  heen,  for  many  yeari,  one  of  the  best-looking  men 
aboat  town ;  ho  many  years,  indeed,  had  he  been  a  beauty,  Uiat  it 
was  quite  wonderful  to  detect  no  change  in  hii  figure,  face,  or  manner. 
He  still  looked  as  he  always  had  looked,  and  probably  always  intend- 
ed to  look.  There  is  this  one  great  advantage  in  beginning  to  maie 
t^  early  in  life, — nobody  detects  any  difference.  The  toilet  requires 
a  more  protracted  attention,  and  a  steadier  hand ;  but,  once  com- 
pleted, to  the  eye  of  the  observer  the  colours  and  the  outline  are  the 
same.  No  woman  ever  thought  more  about  her  appearance  than  did 
Lord  John  Lavender ;  yet  there  was  a  manliness  in  his  manner  and 
conversation  which  rescued  bim  from  the  charge  of  effeminacy. 

He  was  devoted  to  the  &ir  sex ;  so  much  so,  that  the  world  could 
not  help  giving  him  credit  for  being  bo  sedulously  attentive  to  the 
beautification  of  his  person  solely  that  he  might  reader  himself  agree- 
able in  their  eyes. 

He  certainly  succeeded  most  admirably ;  and,  at  the  same  time  that 
he  was  in  all  societies  courted  and  caressed  by  the  fairest  and  the 
most  distinguished,  there  was  one  little  well-known  theatrical  con- 
nexion, (^  which  we  will  say  as  little  as  possible,  and  to  which  old 
Mr.  Miggins  had  alluded  in  his  letter. 

Lord  John  Lavender's  income  was  email,  his  expectation*  minute, 
his  expenses  great,  and  his  debts  amounted  to  his  overplus  expend!, 
tiire  for  the  number  of  years  he  had  been  about  town.  Of  the  sum 
total  of  his  incumbrances  he  was  ignorant.  Bills  came  in  at  stated 
periods,  and  were  carelessly  thrown  aside ;  for  what  was  the  nse  of 
looking  at  their  amount,  knowing  beforehand  that  he  could  not  pay 
them  ?  But  he  was  aware  this  could  not  go  on  for  ever ;  he  knew 
that,  according  to  custom,  tradesmen  would  trust  him,  as  they  con* 
itantly  trust  others,  almost  to  any  amount,  for  a  certain  period,  with- 
out having  from  the  first  the  slightest  reason  to  suppose  that  the  indi- 
vidual so  trusted  would  ever  be  in  a  condition  to  pay  them  ;  and  then 
all  of  a  sudden  they  would  pounce  upon  him,  demand  payment  of  all 
arrears,  and  trust  no  more. 

Now,  it  was  quite  impossible  for  Lord  John  to  think  of  retrench- 
ment. Among  the  absolute  necessaries  of  life  he  reckoned  at  least 
two  pair  of  primrose  kid  gloves  a-day,  at  three  shillings  a-pair.  Two 
guineas  a-week  for  gloves, — the  price  of  a  moderate  bachelor's  lodg- 
ing I  Life  would  be  intolerable  without  such  things  ;  so,  in  order  that 
he  might  continue  in  the  land  of  the  living,  his  fastidious  lordship  had 
deigned  to  smile  upon  Miss  Sophy  Miggins,  and  had  permitted  the 
idea  of  marriagewith  a  plebeian  to  enter  his  aristocratic  mind. 

No  wonder  that  Sophy  should  be  dazzled  by  smiles  from  such  a 
quarter.  She  was  pleased  and  flattered,  and  imagined  that  she  liked 
his  lordship  exceedingly,  though  she  never  felt  at  ease  in  his  presence. 
He  was  so  unlike  everybody  with  whom  she  bad  been  accustomed  to 
associate,  that  she  had  sense  enough  to  suppose  she  must  be  equally 
unlike  his  former  companions,  and  she  was  alwoys  afraid  of  exciting 
his  wonder  and  ridicule  by  some  awkward  breach  of '^he  usages  of 
good  society.  But  then  to  walk  about  with  a  lord,  was  a  thing  not  to 
be  resisted ;  and  though  she  would  have  been  much  happier  with  the 
Captain  Mills  of  whom  her  father  made  honourable  mention  in  his 
letter  to  Lord  John,  still  she  never  could  bring  herself  to  reject  the 
proffered  arm  of  his  lordship. 
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And  had  ihe  msde  up  ber  mmd  to  accept  the  iand  of  Lord  John 
Lavender,  should  that  also  in  due  course  of  time  be  proAered  P  Mot 
exactly;  but  Mrs.  Mig^a  had  decided  for  her.  That  his  intentkms 
were  honourable,  she  coold  not  doubt.  Honourable  ]  nay,  was  he  not 
a  riglit  honourable  later?  So,  in  full  expectation  of  an  offer  for  her 
daughter,  the  old  \ady  bought  a  "  Peerage,"  placed  it  in  a  conspicuoos 
part  of  her  drawing-room,  and  looked  very  coldly  on  CsptaJn  Mills. 

The  captain  was  ordered  to  Woolwich  ;  and  Lord  John  having  left 
Dover,  Sopfaj  could  not,  at  parting,  help  evincing  to  poor  Mills  a  tittle 
of  the  partiality  which  she  felt.  Such  was  the  position  of  affairs  when 
Mr,  Mi^ns,  who  had  no  notion  of  men  (nor  lords  neither)  being 
■hilly  nhftHy.  as  he  called  it,  was  determined  to  bring  matters  to  a 
cnais.  He  therefore,  after  much  serious  cogitation,  wrote  the  letter 
which  has  been  confidentiall}'  exhibited  to  the  reader  ;  and  also  an- 
other, requiring  infinitely  less  forethought,  which  he  despatched  to 
Captain  Mills. 

"  What  day  of  the  month  is  it?"  said  Lord  John  to  his  vtdet,  after 
perastng  the  epistle  of  his  Dover  correspondent. 

«  The  twen^-firat,  my  lord." 

"  The  twenty-first !"  exclaimed  his  lordship  finishing  his  coff^. — 
"  Wednesday,  I  dedare  I — and  Sunday  is  Christmas-day  I  If  I  go  at 
all,  I  must  go  on  Saturday  at  latest." 

"My  lord?" 

"  I  most  go  to  Dover,  Friday  or  Saturday." 

"  Oh  I  on  your  way  to  the  Continent  p  I  think  it  would  be  ad- 
visable, my  lord." 

"The  Continent !  no : — why  advisable  ?" 

"  Why,  my  lord ;  ma;/  I  speak  ?"  ioqased  Faddle,  as  he  removed 
breakfast. 

"  Certainly :  what  have  yoa  to  tay  ?" 

"Why,  the  tndenieople,  my  lord: — just  at  Christmas-time  the 
like  a  shower 

y» 

Haw  over,  eh  ? 


bills  do  fall  in  like  a  shower  of  paper-snow  In  a  st^e-play." 

"  Oh  I  and  yoa  diink  I  must  get  out  of  the  way,  and  let  the  stoma 


"  I  do,  indeed,  my  lord ;  for  I  'm  sorry  to  say  it 's  very  threatening." 

"Oh,  Weill  we'll  go  as  &r  as  Dover;  Uiere  's  no  occasion  to 
cross  that  odious  channel." 

"  If  I  may  make  bold  to  ask,  why  will  your  It/rdshlp  be  safer  at 
Dover  than  in  London?" 

"Don't  you  remember  that  pretty  girt,  Faddle?  the  girl  with 
the  rich  father, — Misa  Miggins?" 

"  Oh  [  marrioffe  /"  said  Faddle,  with  a  very  deep  stgh. 

"  Yes,  Paddle,  marriage." 

"  And  here 's  a  billet  from  May-fiiir  I" 

"Ah  [  let  me  see;"  and  Lord  John  opened  an  elegant  little  note, 
penned  on  a  rose-leaf, — at  least,  in  colour  and  fragrance  it  resembled 

*<  She  acts  to-night,  and  desires  me  to  dine  with  her  on  Christ- 
mas-day. Leave  me,  Faddle.  Give  me  pen,  ink,  and  paper ;  send 
me  the  coiffeitr  directly.  I  must  apeak  to  Tightfit's  man  at  one ;  ap- 
point Heeltap  at  two,  and  Gimcrack  and  Shine  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
later." 

»  To  apeak  about  their  bills,  my  lord  ?" 
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<*0h  dear,  no;  to  elongate  their  biUi.  But  &ejf  are  too  diadn- 
guisbed  in  their  respective  hnes  to  breathe  a  hint  about  the  trijUt, 
As  to  the  canaiHe  of  tradeameo,  mention  my  intended  mBiriage." 

"Oh I  it's  settled?" 

""Why,  to  be  sure;  you  don't  suppose  I  've  hnjthingto  Aq  but  to  go!" 

The  valet  bowed,  and  left  the  noble  lord  to  his  meditations.  At 
three  he  was  in  his  cab, — at  five  in  May-fair, — at  eight  in  the  green- 
room. 

Rapidly  passed  Thursday  and  Friday ;  and,  among  his  many  pre- 
parations for  departure  on  Saturday,  Lord  John  forgot  to  write  to 
his  future  father-in-law,  to  intimate  that  it  was  his  intention  to  de- 
part No  matter ;  they  would  only  be  the  more  delighted  at  his  un- 
expected arrival.  Faddle  packed  up  all  his  things;  and,  as  his  cam- 
bric handkerchiefs  and  kid  gloves  entirely  filled  one  portmanteau, 
some  notion  may  be  formed  of  the  quantity  of  luggage  which  it 
was  absolutely  necessary  for  him  to  take. 

All  this,  however,  was  despatched  by  the  mail  on  Friday  night, 
directed  to  "LordJohn  Lavender,  Worthington's  Ship  Hotel."  On 
Saturday  morning,  his  lordship,  accompanied  by  hit  faithful  Faddle, 
was  to  follow  in  a  post-chariot  and  four.  But  Saturday  aorning  came, 
and  with,  it  came  another  rose-leaf,  on  which  were  lines  so  delicately 
penned,  that 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  Lord  John  Lavender  postponed  his  departure, 
dined  in  May-fair  on  Christmas-day,  and,  having  resolved  to  travel 
all  night,  ordered  horses  to  be  at  the  door  at  ten.  He  at  length 
tore  himself  away,  wrapped  himself  up  in  several  cloaks,  threw  him- 
self into  a  comer  of-the  carriage,  and  fell  fast  asleep.  Poor  Faddle 
in  the  nimble  was  most  uncomfortably  situated.  It  was  no  commoa 
snow-storm  that  commenced  on  Christmas-night  1836,  nor  was  it  a 
commonly  keen  wind  that  blew  upon  him-  He  shivered  and  shook, 
muttering  foul  curses  oo  May-fair ;  and  very  shortlv  became  as  white 
as  a  sugar  ornament  on  the  exterior  of  a  twelfth-cake,  and  very  nearly 
as  inenmiate.  With  much  ado  they  reached  Cantei^ury;  their  st(^ 
ping  suddenly,  roused  Lord  John  Lavender  from  his  repose.  Some- 
body tapped  at  the  window,  and  most  reluctantly  he  opened  it. 

"  If  you  please,  my  lord,  we  can't  go  any  further,"  stammered  the 
miserable  and  long-suffering  Faddle. 

"If/pleasel  nonsense;  horses  out  directly  I" 

"  They  say  it 's  not  possible,  my  lord :  we  've  come  through  terrible 
dangers  as  it  is." 

"  Not  possible !  why  not?" 

**  The  snow,  my  lord." 

"  Snow  I  nonsense  1 — as  if  it  never  snowed  before !  Tell  them  who 
I  am.  I  say,  you  fellows,  put  horses  to, — the  distance  is  notbmg; — 
go  on  ;"  and  Lord  John  pulled  up  the  glass,  threw  himself  again  into 
his  comer,  and  the  landlord,  knowing  that  though  they  woidd  inevi- 
tably be  obliged  to  return,  the  horses  must  be  paid  for,  tipped  the 
postilioD  the  wink,  and  on  tbey  went. 

But  not  to  Dover  /  Slowly  they  proceeded  :  now  one  wheel  was 
up  in  the.  air,  and  then  the  other.  Lord  Jghn  was  himself  startled 
when  he  saw  the  deep  drifts  through  which  they  waded ;  and  when 
■t  last  they  stopped  at  a  low  miserably  hovel  by  the  road-side,  he  no 
longer  urged  the  poasibility  of  proceeding  farther. 
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"  We  muat  return  to  Canterbury." 

"  Impossible,  my  lord :  after  we  passed  a  part  of  the  road  which 
had  been  cut  between  two  hills,  an  immense  mass  of  snow  fell,  and 
blocked  it  up.  It  is  a  mercy  it  did  not  fall  upon  u(,— we  bad  a 
narrow  escape." 

"  We  can't  stay  herci"  said  Lord  John,  looking  at  the  wretched  hut 
before  him. 

"  We  mtut  stay  here,"  said  one  of  the  drivers. 

"  Why,  I  haven't  got  my  things  ! — what  can  I  do,  Faddle,  without 
my  things  P  I  haven't  even  a  clean  cambric  handkerchief,  nor  « 
tooth-brush !" 

It  was  too  true:  it  had  appeared  so  easy  to  have  his  "Ait^" 
unpacked  and  placed  on  his  dressing-table  the  moment  he  arrived  at 
Dover,  that  literally  nothing  had  been  provided.  Intense  cold  soon 
drove  Lord  John  into  the  hut ;  from  which,  however,  his  first  impulse 
was  to  emerge  again,  so  execrable  were  the  fumes  of  bad  tobacco, 
and  BO  odious  the  gr&up  which  preoccupied  the  low  chamber, 

"Walk  in  and 'welcome,"  cried  a  tipsy  waggoner;  "we  be  all 
Jriends." 

"  Oh,  faith  I"  said  an  Irisb  lady,  whose  husband,  a  "  needy  knife- 
grinder,"  was  asleep  on  the  floor,  "  he  's  a  rale  gintleman,  and  I  'II 
give  him  a  sate  by  myself,  and  p'raps  he  '11  tr^te  me  to  a  drop  of 
comfort." 

Lord  John  felt  exceedingly  sicL ;  and,  choking  with  anger  and  to- 
bacco-smoke, he  turned  to  Uie  ragged  lad  of  the  house,  and  ordered 
a  private  room. 

"  There  be  no  room,  sir,  but  this  here,  besides  that  there  up  the 
ladder." 

"  Up  there,  then,"  said  his  lordship,  approaching  it. 

"  No,  but  ye  can't  though,"  said  the  lad  interposing :  "  irother  and 
sister 's  asleep  up  there,  and  the  waggoner's  wife,  and  all  the  females 
except  she  as  sits  there,  by  the  fire." 

Lord  John  paused ;  he  could  not  invade  the  territory  of  the  fair 
Bex  :  what  was  to  be  done  ? 

"  Can't  I  have  a  bed?" 

"  There  be  some  dry  straw  left,  I  take  it :  I  'II  go  and  see,  and  give 
yoii  a  shake  down  here,  and  welcome." 

"  A  shake  down !"  groaned  his  lordship.    "  Faddle  I" 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  Where  are  you  ?" 

"■  Here — dying,  I  believe ;  I  never  was  so  ill  1"  and  there  in  truth 
lay  Faddle,  rolling  on  the  bare  floor. 

"  I  say.  Mother  Murphy,"  said  the  tipsy  waggoner,  "  that  ere 
chap's  a  lord!" 

"  They  be  going  to  do  away  wi'  them,  I  hear,"  said  the  Radical 
knife-grinder,  waking  up;  "and  a  good  job  too; — werry  useless  fel- 
lors,  I  take  it." 

"  Bless  his  pretty  face  I"  said  the  Irish  lady :  "  exchange  is  no 
robbery  ;  and  I  'd  gi'  him  a  kiss  for  a  drop  of  the  cratur." 

"  You  he  bungl"  cried,  her  husband,  throwing  a  stool  at  her  head ; 
"  you've  had  too  much  already." 

The  fair  representaUve  of  Hibernia  was  not  to  be  put  upwi;  up 
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gbe  started,  and  there  was  a  pitched  battle  between  her  and  her  hus- 
band, which  ended  in  the  fall  of  both. 

Unused  to  fatigue.  Lord  John  at  last  threw  himself  od  his  straw. 
But  what  a  night  did  he  pass!  the  noise,  the  smell,  the  discomfort, 
the  deae — oh  I 

By  many  will  the  last  weetof  1636  be  long;  remembered,  but  by 
none  with -greater  bo'rror  than  by  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Jolm 
Lavender. 

Without  wholesome  food, — without  a  change  of  linen, — exposed  to 
cold,  privation,  and  every  possible  annoyance,  he  became  seriously 
unwell ;  and  when,  at  the  end  of  a  weel^  the  indefatigable  Mr.  Wor- 
tbington  opened  a  communication  between  Dover  and  Canterbury 
by  means  of  a  sledge,  the  poor  prisoner  was  unable  to  avail  bimself 
of  it  Some  coniforts  and  necessary  restoratives  were,  however, 
conveyed  to  him  ;  and  at  the  end  of  another  week,  after  the  road  had 
been  traversed  by  many,  four  horses  were  again  put  to  his  carriage, 
and,  entering  it  like  the  shadow  of  his  former  self,  he  once  more 
started  on  his  way  to  Dover.  We  have  said  that  there  is  a  great 
advantage  in  having  begun  to  "  make  up "  early  in  life.  Not  so, 
however,  when  the  process  has  been  suddenly  and  unavoidably  inter- 
mpted.  But  Lord  John  was  sure  to  find  ail  he  wanted  as  soon  as 
he  arrived  at  the  Ship  Hotel ;  a  few  hours'  renovation  would  prepare 
him  for  his  interview  with  the  fair  Sophy.  He  threw  himself  back  in 
the  carriage,  and  indulged  in  the  most  gratifying  anticipations. 

He  was  roused  from  his  reverie  by  the  rapid  approach  of  a  chariot 
and  four  greys  ;  and,  leaning  forward,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Sophy, 
— the  lovely,  amiable  Sophy, — who,  having  beard  of  bis  dilemma,  had, 
doubtless,  set  out  to  seek  him  .' 

"  Stop  !  stop  I"  cried  Lord  John.  "  Here,  Faddle,  get  down ;  call 
to  those  drivers.  Hollo  there  I — open  the  door — let  down  the  ste^^— 
give  me  your  arm — that  will  do:  I'm  delighted  to  see  you,  Sophy  j 
I  recognised  you  in  a  minute :  I  was  on  my  way  to  Dover  to  pay  my 
ren>ects." 

Sophy  blushed,  and  smiled,  and  did  not  teem  to  know  what  to  say : 
at  last  she  articulated, 

"  Papa  and  mamma  will  be  happy  to  see  you,  my  lord :  allow  me 
to  introduce  to  your  lordship  my  husband.  Captain  Mills ;"  and  a  gen- 
tleman leaned  forward  and  bowed,  who  had  before  be^  invisible. 

"  Your  lordship  will  be  in  time  for  the  wedding-dffner ;  you  will 
have  the  kindness  to  say  you  have  seen  us." 

Saving  thus.  Captain  Mills  and  Aur  lady  again  bowed  and  smiled ; 
and,  leaving  his  lordship  in  amazement,  the  wedding  equipage  dashed 
on. 

Lord  John  Lavender  proceeded  to  Dover,  and,  looking  into  some 
Snnd^  chronicle  of  fashionable  scandal,  he  saw  that  his  friend  of 
May-fair  had  just  entered  into  another  arrangemenL  His  case  was 
desperate  ;  and,  accompanied  only  by  his  valet,  he  proceeded  on  what 
lords  and  gentlemen  so  circunutanced,  call,  a  Gmtifuntal  tr^. 

They  who  choose  to  read  a  document  on  a  certain  church-door, 
may  ascertain,  that  Uiough  no  Hobin  Hood,  the  Right  Honourable 
Lord  John  Lavender  is  an  outlaw. 
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LBGtKI>    OF    HAMILTON    TIGHC 

Tapton  E^erard,  Feb.  14,  1837. 
Friknd  Bbhtley, — I  see  you  have  got  hold  of  some  of  our  family 
secrets ;  but  Seaforth  was  always  a  bleib.  l3o  matter :  as  you  bavt 
found  your  way  into  our  circle,  why,  I  suppose  we  must  even  make 
the  best  of  it,  and  let  you  go  on.  The  revival  of  "  Old  Sir  Giles's  " 
story  has  set  us  all  rummaging  among  the  fainlly  papers,  of  which 
there  is  a  large  chest  full  "  apud  ctutro  de  Tappington,"  as  a  literary 
friend  of  mine  has  it.  Id  the  course  of  her  researches,  Caroline  the 
other  day  popped  upon  the  history  of  a  &r-off  cousin,  some  four  or 
five  generations  back, — a  sad  story, — a  sort 'of  Uriah  business, — in 
which  a  principal  part  was  played  by  a  great-great-aunt  of  ours.  In 
order  to  secure  her  own  child's  succession  to  a  fair  estate,  she  was 
always  believed  to  have  wantonly  exposed  the  life  of  her  husband's 
only  son  by  a  former  marriage ;  and  through  the  assistance  of  her  bro- 
ther, a  sea-captain,  to  have  at  least  thrust  him  unnecessarily  into 
danger,  even  if  their  machinations  went  no  farther.  The  lad  was 
killed ;  and  report  saJd  that  an  old  boatswain  confessed  on  his  death- 
bed—  But  Miss  Simpkinson  will  tell  you  the  story  better  than  I  can. 
She  has  dished  it  up  for  you  in  her  choicest  Pineries ;  and  though 
the  maiden  is  meek,  her  muse  is  masculine. 

Yours,  as  it  may  be, 

Thomas  Ihooldsby. 

THE  LEGEND  OF  HAMILTON  TIGHE. 

The  captain  is  walking  his  quarter-deck. 
With  a  troubled  brow  and  a  bended  neck; 
One  eye  is  down  through  the  hatchway  cast. 
The  other  turns  up  to  the  truck  on  the  mast ; 
Yet  none  of  the  crew  may  venture  to  hint 
«  Our  skipper  hath  gotten  a  sinister  squint !" 

The  captain  again  the  letter  hath  read 

Which  the  bum-boat  woman  brought  out  to  Spithead— 

Still,  since  the  good  ship  sailed  away, 

He  reads  (hat  letter  three  times  a-day  ; 

Yet  the  writing  is  broad  and  fair  to  see 

As  a  skipper  may  read  in  his  degree. 

And  the  seal  is  as  black,  and  as  broad,  and  as  flat. 

As  hie  own  cockade  in  his  own  cock'd  hat: 

He  reads,  and  he  says,  as  he  walks  to  and  fro, 

"  Curse  the  old  woman — she  bothers  me  so  I" 

He  pauses  now,  for  the  topmen  hail — 

"Ou  the  larboard  quarter  a  sail  I  a  sail !" 

That  grim  old  captain  he  turns  him  quick, 

And  bawls  throagh  bis  trumpet  for  Hairj-faced  Dick. 

"  The  breeze  is  blowing — huzza  I  huzza  I 
The  breese  is  blowing — away!  away  ! 
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The  breeze  is  blowing— a  race  I  a  race  1 

The  breeze  is  blowing — we  near  the  chaae ! 

Blood  will  flow,  and  bullets  will  Qy, — 

Ob  where  will  be  then  young  Hamilton  Tighe?" — 

—"On  the  foenun's  deck,  where  a  man  should  be, 
With  his  aword  in  hit  hand,  and  his  foe  at  his  knee. 
Cockswain,  or  boatswain,  or  reefer  may  try, 
But  the  first  man  on  board  will  be  Hamilton  Tighe  I" 

Hairy-faced  Dick  hath  a  swartiiy  hue, 
Between  a  gingerbread  nut  and  a  Jew, 
And  his  pigtail  is  long,  and  bushy,  and  thick. 
Like  a  pump-handle  stuck  on  the  end  of  a  stick- 
Hairy-faced  Dick  understands  his  trade  ; 
He  stands  by  the  breech  of  a  long  carronade. 
The  linstock  glows  iii  his  bony  hand, 
Waiting  that  grim  old  skipper's  command. 

"The  bullets  are  flying — huzza  1  huzza! 
The  bullets  are  flying — away  I  away  I" 
The  brawny  boarders  mount  by  the  chains. 
And  are  oyer  their  buckles  in  blood  and  brains : 
On  the  foeman's  deck,  where  a  man  should  be. 

Young  Hamilton  Tighe 

Waves  big  cutlass  high. 
And  Ct^itaine  Orapaud  bends  low  at  his  knee. 

Hairy-faced  Dick,  linstock  in  band. 

Is  waiting  that  grim-looking  skipper's  command : — 

A  wink  comes  sly 

From  that  sinister  eye — 
Hairy-foced  Dick  at  once  lets  fly. 
And  knocks  off  the  head  of  young  Hamilton  Ughe  t 

There 's  a  lady  sits  lonely  in  bower  and  hall. 

Her  pages  and  handmaidens  come  at  her  call : 

"  Now  haste  ye,  my  handmaidens,  haste  and  see 

How  he  sits  there  and  glow'rs  with  his  head  on  his  knee  !" 

The  maidens  smile,  and,  her  thought  to  destroy. 

They  bring  her  a  little  ]»ale  mealy-faced  boy ; 

And  the  mealy-faced  boy  says,  "  Mother  dear. 

Now  Hamilton 's  dead,  I  've  a  thousand  a-year  !" 

The  lady  has  donn'd  her  mantle  and  hood. 
She  is  bound  for  shrift  at  St.  Mary's  Rood:— 
"  Oh  I  the  taper  shall  bum,  and  the  bell  shall  toll. 
And  the  mass  shall  be  said  for  my  step-son's  soul, 
And  the  tablet  fair  shall  be  hung  up  on  high, 
Orale pro  animd  Samillon  Tighe  f" 

Her  coach  and  four 
Draws  up  to  the  door, 
With  her  groom,  and  her  footman,  and  half  a  score  more ; 
T  2 
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The  lady  itepa  into  her  coach  alone. 

And  they  hear  her  aigh  and  they  hear  her  groan  ; 

They  close  the  door,  and  they  turn  the  pin. 

But  there 's  one  rides  with  her  who  ttet>tr  ti^  in  / 

All  the  vay  there,  and  all  the  way  back. 

The  hameBS  straios,  and  the  co&ch-spriDg8  crack, 

The  horaes  snort,  and  plnn^,  and  kick, 

Till  the  coachman  thinks  he  is  driving  Old  Nick ; 

And  the  grooms  and  the  footmen  wonder  and  say, 

"  What  makes  the  old  coach  so  heavy  to-day  ?" 

But  the  mealy-faced  boy  peeps  in,  and  sees 

A  man  sitting  there  with  hiH  head  on  his  knees. 

'Tis  ever  the  same,  in  hall  or  in  bower, 

Wherever  the  place,  whatever  the  hour. 

That  lady  mutters  and  talks  to  the  air. 

And  her  eye  is  fixed  on  an  empty  chair  ; 

But  the  mealy-faced  boy  still  whispers  with  dread, 

"  She  talks  to  a  man  with  never  a  head  I" 

There  'a  an  old  yellow  admiral  living  at  Bath, 

As  grey  as  a  badger,  as  thin  as  a  lath  ; 

And  his  very  queer  eyes  have  such  very  queer  leers, 

They  seem  to  be  trying  to  peep  at  his  ears. 

That  old  yellow  admiral  goes  to  the  Rooms, 

And  he  plays  long  whist,  but  he  tVets  and  fumes, 

For  all  his  knaves  stand  upside  down. 

And  the  Jack  of  clubs  does  nothing  but  frown ; 

And  the  kings,  and  the  aces,  and  all  the  best  trumps. 

Get  into  the  hands  of  the  other  old  frumps ; 

While,  close  to  his  partner,  a  man  he  sees 

Counting  the  tricks  with  his  head  on  his  knees. 

In  Ratcliife  Highway  there  'b  an  old  iDarine  store, 

And  a  great  black  doll  hangs  out  at  the  door; 

There  are  rusty  locks,  and  dusty  bags, 

And  musty  phials,  and  fusty  rags. 

And  a  lusty  old  woman,  call'd  Thirsty  Nan, 

And  her  crusty  old  husband's  a  hairy>&ced  man  I 

That  hairy-faced  man  ie  sallow  and  wan. 
And  his  great  thick  pigtail  is  wither'd  and  gone  : 
And  he  cries,  "  Take  away  that  lubberly  chap 
That  sits  there  and  grins  with  his  head  in  his  lap  I" 
And  the  neighbours  say,  as  they  see  him  look  sick, 
"  What  a  rum  old  covey  is  Hairy-faced  Dick  1" 

That  admiral,  lady,  and  hairy-faced  man 

May  say  what  they  please,  and  may  do  what  they  can ; 

But  one  thing  seems  remarkably  clear, — 

They  may  die  to-morrow,  or  live  Ull  next  year, — 

But  wherever  they  live,  or  whenever  they  die, 

They  '11  never  get  quit  of  young  Hamilton  Tighe. 
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Or,  SkeUhet  ef  Naval  Life  during  the  War, 


t    OLD    SAILOB. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  CABIN. 

For  ihe  purple  Nautilus  is  my  boat, 
In  which  I  ove-  *'• "—  ■ 


Of  all  the  craft  that  ever  swam  upoD  salt-water  give  tne  the  dash-  ■ 
ing  forty-four  gun  frigate,  with  a  ship's  company  of  dare-devils  who  - 
would  board  his  Satanic  Majesty's  kitchen  in  the  midst  of  cooking- 
time,  if  they  could  only  get  a  gallant  spirit  to  lead  them.  And  pra^, 
what  would  a  ship's  company  be  without  leaders  p  for,  after  all,  it  is 
the  officers  that  make  the  men  what  they  are ;  so  that,  when  I  see  a 
well'rigged  man-o'-war,  in  which  discipline  is  preserved  without  un- 
necessary punishment  or  toil,  that 's  the  hooker  for  me  ;  and  such  was 
his  Britannic  Majesty's  frigate,  "  the  saacy,  thrash -'em-si  1  Sfamk- 
AWAY,"  for  by  that  title  was  she  known  from  Yarmouth  Roads  to  the 
Land's  End.  Oh,  she  was  a  lovely  creature  !  almost  a  thing  of  life  t 
and  it  would  he  outraging  the  principles  of  beauty  to  give  her  any 
other  than  a  female  designation.  Everybody  has  been  in  love  some 
time  or  other  in  the  course  of  his  existence,  and  tlie  object  of  affection 
was  no  doubt  an  angel  in  the  eyee  of  the  ardent  lover  : — just  so  was 
the  frigate  to  me — an  angel ;  for  she  had  wings,  and  her  movements 
were  regulated  by  the  breath  of  heaven.  She  was  the  very  standard 
of  loveliness,  the  most  exquisite  of  graceful  forms.  At  aochor  she 
aat  upon  the  water  with  all  the  elegance  and  ease  of  the  cygnet,  or 
like  a  queen  reclining  on  her  downy  couch.  Under  weigh  she  resem- 
bled the  pretty  pintado  bird  skimmiag  the  billow  tope,  or  the  fleet 
dolphin  darting  from  wave  to  wave.  Then  to  see  her  climb  the  roll- 
ing swell,  or  cleave  the  rising  foam,  baptising  her  children  with  the 
spray,  and  naming  them  her  seamen — Oh,  it  was  a  spectacle  worth  a 
lUe  to  witness  I 

And  who  was  her  captain  ?  the  intrepid  Lord  Eustace  Dash ;  a 
man  more  ennobled  by  his  acts  than  by  the  courtesy  which  conferred 
his  title  i  one  who  loved  the  women,  hated  the  French,  and  had  a 
constitutional  liking  for  the  rattling  reports  of  a  long-eight een.  His 
first  lieutenant,  Mr.  Seymour,  knew  his  duty,  and  performed  it.  The 
■econd  lieutenant,  Mr.  Sinnitt,  followed  the  example  of  his  senior. 
The  third  lieutenant,  Mr.  Nugent,  obeyed  orders,  touched  the  guitar, 
and  was  extremely  anxious  to  become  an  author.  Then  there  was 
Mr.  Scalpel,  the  surgeon i  Mr.  Squeez'en,  the  purser;  and  Mr.  Par- 
allel, the  master ;  with  the  two  marine  officers,  Plumstone  and  Pea- 
body.  Such  were  the  etite  of  the  frigate ;  but  it  would  be  unpardon- 
able— a  sort  of  sea-sacrilege— not  to  notice  Mr.  Savage,  the  boat- 
swain ;  Mr.  Blueblazes,  the  gunner ;  and  Mr.  Bracebit,  tlie  carpenter, 
all  good  men  and  true,  who  had  come  in  at  the  hawseholes,  and  served 
through  the  various  gradations  till  tbey  mounted  the  anchor- button 
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an  their  long-tailed  coats.  As  for  the  mates,  midBhipmen,  andsMiat- 
ant-surgeons,  there  was  a  very  fair  sprinkliog, — the  demons  of  the 
orlop,  each  with  his  nidmame.  Her  crew — but  we  will  speak  of  th«a 
presently. 

Hark  I  it  is  four  bells,  in  the  first  dog-watch  ;  and  there  rolls  the 
summons  bj  the  drum,  calling  the  brave  to  arms.  See  how  the  hatch- 
wavs  pour  forth  the  living  mass  I  and  in  three  minutes  every  soul  fore 
and  afl  is  at  his  appointed  post.  The  gallant  ship  lies  almost  slum- 
bering on  the  fair  bosom  of  the  waters,  and  the  little  'progress  she 
does  make  is  as  noiseless  as  a  delightful  dream ;  like  the  lone  point  in 
the  centre  of  a  circle,  she  is  surrounded  by  the  blue  waves,  and  no- 
thing ioterreties  to  break  the  connected  curve  of  the  horizon.  Upon 
the  quarter-deck,  his  right  hand  thrust  into  his  waistcoat,  aiid  his  feet 
firmly  planted  on  the  white  plank,  as  if  desirous  of  maki&g  the  baric 
feel  his  own  peculiar  weight,  stands  her  brave  ccunmander :  near  him 
Hr.  Squeez'em  and  two  young  imps  of  aides-de-camp  take  up  their 
allotted  stations;  the  former  to  oote  and  minute  down  the  details  of 
action,  the  latter  to  fly  to  the  infernal  regions  of  the  magazine,  or  any- 
where else,  at  the  bidding  of  their  chiet^  The  lieutenants  are  mus- 
tering their  divisions  through  the  agency  of  the  young  gentlem«i ;  die 
Burgeon  and  his  assistants,  happily  having  nothing  to  do  below,  ap- 
pear abaft  the  mizeo-mast ;  whilst  Mr.  Parallel  holds  brief  consulta- 
tion with  the  veteran  Savage,  whose  portrait  is  affixed  to  each  cat- 
bead.  Mr.  Bracebit  is  sounding  the  well,  and  old  Bluebiazes  is  skim- 
ming about  wherever  circumstances  require  his  presence.  The  marines^ 
stiffened  with  pipe-clay,  and  their  heads  immoveable  from  what  the 
negroes  appropriately  call  "  a  top-boot  round  de  neck,"  are  parading 
on  the  gangway — their  thumbs  as  stark  as  tobacco- a  toppers,  and  their 
fingers  as  straight  as  a  "  hap'orth  of  pins."  What  a  compomid  of  po- 
matum and  heel-ball,  pipe-clay  and  sand-paper  I 

And  now  the  officers  give  in  their  reports  to  the  captain,  who  walks 
round  the  quarters  to  make  a  perstHial  inspection,  and,  as  be  looks 
along  the  frowning  battery,  his  lordship  is  proud  of  his  bonny  bark ; 
whilst,  as  he  gazes  on  his  gallant  crew,  his  heart  exults  in  beholding 
some  of  the  finest  specimens  of  Britain's  own  that  ever  made  their 
"  home  upon  the  deep." 

"  What  think  you  of  the  weather,  Mr.  Parallel  7"  inquires  his 
lordship,  on  returning  to  the  quarter-deck.    ■'  Will  it  be  fine  to- 

The  old  man  scans  the  hoHzon  with  an  eye  of  professional  scrutiny, 
and  then  replies,  "  I  have  my  doubts,  my  lord;  but  at  this  time  o' 
year  the  belements  are  beyond  the  ken  of  human  understanding. 
I  've  been  up  the  Mediterranean,  off  and  on,  man  and  boy,  some  five- 
and-forty  years ;  it  is  to  me  like  the  face  of  a  parent  to  a  child,  but  I 
never  could  discover  from  its  features  what  was  passing  in  its  heart, 
or  the  fit  it  would  take  next ;  one  minute  a  calm,  the  next  a  squall ; 
one  hour  a  gentle  breeze  that  just  keeps  the  sails  asleep,  the  next  a 
gale  of  wind  enough  to  blow  the  devil's  horns  off." 

Lord  Eustace  well  knows  the  veteran's  peculiarities  ;  indeed  he  ta 
the  only  privileged  talker  in  the  ship,  and  so  much  esteemed  by  all, 
that  no  one  seeks  to  check  his  loquacity. 

"  Beat  the  retreat,  and  reef  the  topsails,  Mr.  Seymour,"  cries  the 
captain  to  his  first  lieutenant,  and  the  latter  despatches  one  of  the 
young  gentlemen  to  repeat  the  orders. 
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Rub-a-dub  goes  the  drum  again ;  but  before  tbe  sound  of  the  Uat 
tap  has  died  away,  the  twhit-twhit  of  the  boatswain's  call  summons 
bis  mates  to  their  dutj>  ;  a  loud  piping  succeeds,  and  "  Reef  topsails 
ahoy  !"  is  bellowed  forth  from  lungs  that  might  have  been  cased  with 
sheet-iron,  so  hoarse  is  tbe  appeal.  And  see  I  before  you  can  slue 
round  to  look,  from  the  tack  of  tbe  fljring-jib  to  the  outer  clue  of  the 
spanker,  the  lower  rattlins  of  the  fore,  main,  and  mizen  shrouds  are 
thronged  with  stout  active  young  men,  who  keep  stealthily  ascending, 
till  the  first  neuteoant's  "  Awayalod!"  sends  tbeiu  up  like  sparks  from 
a  chimney'pot.  'The  top-sails  are  lowered,  the  studding-sail  booms  are 
triced  up,  the  tt^men  mount  the  horses,  the  earings  are  hauled  out, 
the  reef-points  tied,  tlie  sails  rehoisted,  and  the  men  down  on  deck 
again  in  one  minute  and  fifty-two  seconds  from  the  moment  the  hal- 
liards first  rattled  from  the  rack. 

"  Very  well  done,  Mr.  Seymour  I"  exclaims  his  lordship,  as  he 
stands  near  the  wheel,  with  his  gold  repeater  in  his  baud ;  "  and  cle- 
verly reefed  too :  those  after-points  are  well  taut,  and  show  as  straight 
a  line  as  if  it  had  been  ruled  by  a  schoolmaster." 

"  Natur  's  their  schoolmaster,  my  lord,"  says  old  I^allel,  with  a 
pleased  and  business-like  countenance ;  "  and,  consequently,  they  have 
everything  well  taut." 

"  Very  good,  master,"  exclaimed  his  lordship,  laughing^  "  you  get 
more  witty  than  ever." 

"It 's  strange,"  muttered  the  veteran,  surlily,  "  that  I  can't  speak 
a  simple  truth,  without  their  logging  it  down  again'  me  for  wit.  For 
my  part  I  see  no  wit  in  it." 

"  Pipe  the  hammocks  down,  Mr.  Seymour ;  give  them  half  on  hour, 
and  then  call  the  watch,"  orders  his  lordship. 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir  I"  responds  the  first  lieutenant.  "  Stand  by  the  ham- 
mocks, Mr.  Savage." 

"  Twhit-twhit  J"  goes  the  boatswain's  call,  fallowed  by  a  voice  like 
a  dietant  thunder-clap,  "  Hammocks  ahoy  I"  and  away  flies  every  man 
to  tlie  nettings;  but  not  a  lashing  is  touched  till  the  whple  have 
found  owners,  (the  occupation  of  a  minute,)  when  the  6r8t  lieutenaDfa 
"  Pipe  down  I"  draws  forth  a  lark-like  chirping  of  the  calls,  and  in  a 
few  seconds  the  whole  have  disappeared ;  even  tbe  hammock-men  to 
the  young  gentlemen  have  fetched  their  duplicate,  and  the  cloths  are 
rolled  up  for  the  nighL  The  gallant  Nebon  had  his  coffin  publicly  ■ 
exhibited  in  his  cabin ;  but  what  of  that  ?  the  seaman  constantly  sleeps 
in  his  coffin,  for  such  is  his  hammock  should  he  die  at  sea. 

Lord  Eustace  has  retired  to  his  cabin,  and  the  officers  are  pacing  to 
and  fro  the  quarter-deck,  conversing  on 

"  Promotion,  mess-debts,  absent  friends,  and  love." 
The  glory  of  the  day  is  on  the  wane ;  the  full  round  moon  arises 
bright  and  beautiful,  like  a  gigantic  pearl  from  the  coral  caverns  of 
the  ocean ;  but  there  is  a  sort  of  sallow  mistiness  upon  the  verge  of 
the  western  horizon,  tinged  with  vermeil  "streaks  from  the  last  rays  of 
the  setting  sun,  that  produce  feelings  of  an  undefined  and  undefinable 
nature :  yet  there  is  nothing  threatening,  for  all  is  delightfully  tran- 
quil ;  no  cloud  appears  to  excite  apprehensions,  for  there  is  a  smile 
upon  tbe  face  of  the  heavens,  and  its  dimples  are  reflected  on  the 
surface  of  the  clear  waters  as  assurances  of  safety.     Yet,  why  are 
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there  many  keen  and  experienced  eyes  glancing  at  tliat  sickly  aspect 
of  the  west,  aa  if  it  were  lomething  which  tellg  them  of  Endden  s^uslla, 
or  whirling  hurricanes,  like  the  unnatural  Hush  that  gives  warning  of 
approaching  fever. 

"  The  captain  will  be  happy  to  have  the  company  of  the  gtm-room 
officers,  to  wind  up  the  day,  sir,"  said  his  lordship's  steward,  addressing 
the  first  lieutenant. 

"  The  guD-room  officers,  much  obliged,  will  wait  upon  his  lordship," 
returned  Mr.  Seymour  ;  then,  turning  to  Mr.  Parallel,  "  Come,  mas- 
ter ;  what  attracts  your  attention  there  to  windward?  The  captain 
has  sent  lu  an  invitation  to  take  our  grog  with  him.  Are  yon 
ready?" 

"  Ay,  ay  I"  responded  the  old  man,  "  with  pleasure ;  his  lordship 
means  to  make  Saturday  night  of  it,  I  suppose ;  and  I  must  own  it 
has  been  a  precious  long  week,  though,  according  to  the  log,  it 's 
ouidy  Thursday." 

The  cabin  of  Lord  Eustace  had  nothing  splendid  about  it;  the 
guns  were  secured  by  the  tackles,  ready  for  instant  use,  and  every- 
thing was  plain  and  simple  ;  the  deck  was  carpeted,  and  the  furniture, 
handsome  of  its  kind,  more  suited  for  utility  than  show.  The  baize* 
covered  table  was  amply  supplied  with  wines,  spirits,  and  liquors, 
which  his  lordship  prided  himself  in  never  having  but  of  the  best 
quality  ;  and  a  jovial  party  sat  around  to  enjoy  the  invigorating  cheer. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  his  lordship,  rising,  "  The  King  I" 

Heartily  was  that  toast  drunk,  for  never  was  monarch  more  affec- 
tionately served  by  his  royal  navy  than  George  the  Third.  Other 
toasts  were  given,  national  and  characteristic  songs  were  sung;  the 
relaxation  of  discipline  loosened  the  restraints  on  harmony,  and  that 
kindly  feeling  prevailed  which  forms  the  best  bond  of  union  amongst 
the  officers,  and  commands  respect  and  esteem  from  tl)e  men. 

"  Come,  Mr.  Nugent,  have  you  nothing  new  to  give  us  ?  no  fresh 
effusion  of  the  muse  ?"  inquired  bis  lordship, 

"  As  for  any  thing  tresh,"  said  old  Parallel,  "  1  know  he  puts  us  all 
into  a  pretty  pickle  with  his  'briny  helement,'  and  his  'salt-sea 
sprays,'  everlasting  spouting  like  a  fin-back  at  play;  what  with  him 
and  the  marines'  flutes  I  suffer  a  sort  of  cable-laid  torture." 

"  You  've  no  taste  for  poetry,  master,"  returned  the  young  officer : 
"but  come,  I'll  give  you  my  last  song;  Plumstone  has  set  it  to 
music ;"  and  with  a  clear  sonorous  voice  he  sang  the  following : 


"  Hail  to  the  flag — Ihe  gallant  flag !  Brilannia'j  proudest  boast ; 
Her  herald  o'ei  the  dislaot  sea,  the  guardian  of  her  coast ; 
Where'er  'tis  spread,  on  field  or  flood,  the  blaionty  of  fame  i 
And  Britons  hail  ili  mastery  with  abouts  of  loud  acclaim. 
Hail  to  the  Sag'-the  gallant  fj^  I  in  battle  or  in  blast ; 
Whether  'tia  hoisted  at  the  pealc,  or  nail'd  to  splinter'd  mast ! 
Though  rent  by  service  or  by  shot,  all  tatter'd  it  may  be. 
Old  England's  tan  shall  still  maintain  its  dread  supremacy. 
Hail  to  the  fias— die  gallant  flag,  tha^  Nelson  proudly  bore. 
When  hostile  banners  waved  aloft,  amid  the  cannon's  roar  I 
When  Fiance  and  Spain  in  unison  the  deadly  battle  close. 
And  deeper  than  its  own  red  hue  the  vital  current  flows. 
Hail  to  the  Sag — the  gallant  flas !  for  it  is  Victory's  own. 
Though  IWalgsr  re-tcboes  still  the  hero's  dying  groan : 
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The  Sptnntdt  dom'd  Ibeir  javodiced  ng  on  that  «*entfdl  day, 

And  Gallic  eagles  humbly  ooach'd,  ackoowledgiog  oui  iway. 

Hail  to  the  Sag — the  gallant  flag  I  come,  hoiat  it  once  again; 

And  ihow  the  haughty  natioiui  round,  our  throne  ia  on  the  maiD : 

Unr  ships  aie  croniw  and  sceptres,  whose  titles  ha?e  do  flaw, 

Aod  legislators  are  oui  guns  dispensing  cannon  law. 

Once  more  then  hail  the  gallant  flag  I  the  seanian's  honest  pride, 

Who  lores  to  see  it  flaunt  the  bieeie,  and  o'er  the  ocean  lide : 

Like  the  genius  or  his  counti</,  'tis  ever  bold  end  free  ; 

And  he  will  prore,  where'er  it  flies,  we  're  soTereigns  of  the  sea." 

"  Very  fair,  very  &ir,  Mr.  Nugent,"  said  hie  lordship;  "and  not 
Indly  sung,  either." 

"  Ay,  ay,  my  lord,  the  youngster  'b  well  enough,"  chimed  in  old 
Parallel ;  "  but,  what  with  his  poetry  and  book -making,  I  'm  half  afraid 
he  'II  forget  the  traverse-tablea  altogether." 

"  And  pray  how  does  the  book-making,  as  the  master  calls  it,  get 
on,  Nugent  ?"  inquired  the  captain  ; "  have  you  made  much  progress  ?" 

"I  have  commenced,  my  lord,"  returned  the  junior  lieutenant, 
pulling  out  some  papers  from  his  pocket ;  "  and,  with  your  lordship's 
permi&si  on " 

"  You  11  inflict  it  udod  us,"  grumbled  the  old  master,  and  shrugging 
up  his  shoulders  as  tie  perceived  his  messmate  was  actually  about 
to  read,  whether  the  captain  sanctioned  it  or  not. 

"  Now  then,  attention  to  my  introduction !"  said  Nugent,  holding 
up  the  manuscript,  heedless  of  the  nods  and  winks  of  his  companions ; 
" I 'm  sure  you '11  like  it.  'The  moon  is  high  in  the  mid  heavens, 
and  not  a  single  envious  cloud  frowns  darkly  upon  her  fair  loveliness  ; 
there  is  a  flood  of  silvery  light ;  and  fleecy  vapours,  with  their  hoary 
crests,  like  snow-wreaths  from  the  mountain  top,  float  on  its  eur&ce 
to  do  honour  to  the  (jueen  of  nighL  The  winds  are  sporting  with  the 
waters ;  the  amorous  waves  are  heaving  up  their  swelling  bosoms  to 
be  kissed  by  the  warm  breeze  that  comes  laden  with  perfumes  from 
the  sunny  clime  of  Italy.  There  is  a  glow  of  crimson  lingering  m 
the  west,  as  if  departing  day  blushed  for  her  wanton  sister.  Hail, 
thou  inland  sea,  upon  whose  breast  the  gallant  heroes  of  the  British 
isles  have  fought  and  conquered  I  Ancient  history  recounts  thy  days 
of  old,  and  the  bold  shores  that  bind  thee  in  their  arms  stand  aa  in- 
dubitable records  of  the  truth  of  Holy  Writ.  The  tall  ship,  reflected 
on  tby  ocean  mirror,  seems  fo  view  her  symmetry  in  silent  exultation, 
ms  if  conscious  of  her  grandeur  and  her  beauty,  her  majesty  and  her 
might.  The  giantess  of  the  deep,  her  lightnings  sleeping  and  her 
thunders  hushed,  dances  lightly  o'er  thy  mimic  billows,  and  curtseys 
to  the  gentle  gale.'  There,  my  lord,  that  is  the  way  1  begin ;  and  I 
appeal  to  your  well-known  judgment  whether  it  is  not  a  pretty  pic- 
ture, and  highly  poetical." 

"  A  pretty  picture  truly,"  grumbled  .old  Parallel :  "  it  ounly  wants 
a  squadron  of  angels  seated  with  their  bare  stams  upon  the  wet 
clouds,  scudding  away  before  it  like  colliers  in  the  Sevin,  and  in  one 
comer  the  heads  of  a  couple  o'  butcher's  boys  blowing  wooden  skew- 
ers,  and  then  it  would  be  complete.  Why,  there's  the  marine 
a-laughing  at  you.  Talk  about  the  winds  kissing  the  waves,  indeed. 
Ay,  ay,  young  sir,  when  you  've  worked  as  many  reckonings  aa  ould 
Will  Parallel, — and  that's  myaetf, — ^you  'II  And  'em  kiss  somut  else. 
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or  70U  'II  have  better  luck  than  your  DMg^bours.  Why  don't  yon 
stidc  to  Natur,  if  you  meat)  to  write  a  book?  and  how '11  the  log 
atand  then  ? — Why,  HU  Majesty's  ship  Spankaway  cruising  in  the 
Mediterranean  :  and  if  you  've  worked  your  day's  work,  you  ought  to 
know  the  latitude  and  longitude.  Well,  there  she  is,  with  light  winds 
and  fioe  weather,  under  double-reefed  top-aels,  jib,  and  spanker,  the 
courses  snugly  hauled  up,  the  t'gant-'sels  furled  in  a  skin  as  smooth 
as  an  infant's,  the  staysels  nicely  stowed,  and  not  a  yard  of  useless 
canvass  abroad.  There  'd  be  some  sense  in  that,  and  everybody  would 
understand  it;  but  as  for  your  kissing  and  blushing,  and  such  like 
stuff,  why  it 's  all  nonsense.' 

"  That 's  always  the  way  with  you  matter-o'-tact  men,"  retorted  the 
lieutenant :  "  you  make  no  allowance  for  the  colourbgs  of  the  imagina- 
tion ;  your  ideas  of  the  picturesque  never  go  beyond  the  ship's  paint." 
"  But  they  do,  though,  my  young  friend,"  asseverated  the  matter, 
to  the  great  amusement  of  all  present.  "  Show  me  the  ship's  ^ut 
that  can  compare  with  the  ruby  lustre  of  this  fine  old  port — here 's  a 
discharge  of  grape." 

"  That 's  a  metaphor,  master,"  said  the  purser ;  and,  moreoveci" — 
and  he  seenied  to  shudder  at  the  abomination, — "  it  is  a  pun." 

"  Ay,  ay,"  answered  the  veteran,  holding  up  his  glass  to  the  light, 
and  eyeing  its  contents  with  evident  satisfaction,  "  we  've  often  met 
afore  ;  and  as  for  the  pun,  I  'II  e'en  swallow  it :"  and  he  drank  off  his 
wine  amidst  a  general  laugh.  "  But  do  you  really  mean  to  write  a 
book,  Nugent  ?" 

"  I  do,  indeed,  master,"  answered  the  lieutenant ;  "  but  whether  it 
wilt  be  read  or  not  is  an  affair  for  others  to  determme.  I  've  got  aa 
far  as  I  have  repeated  to  you,  and  must  now  pick  up  incidents  and 
characters." 

"  A  bundle  of  shakings  and  a  head-rope  of  wet  swabs .'"  uttered  the 
old  master  contemptuously.  "  Stick  to  your  l(^-book,  Mr,  Nugent, 
if  ever  you  hopes  to  get  command  of  such  a  sweet  craft  as  this  here, 
ofwhidi  I  have  the  booaur  to  be  the  master.  Lam  to  keep  the 
ship's  reck'ning,  and  leave  authorship  to  the  poor  devils  who  starves 
by  it.  There  's  ounly  two  books  as  ever  I  look  at — Hamilton  Moore 
and  the  Bible;  and  though  I  never  yet  sailed  in  a  craft  that  rated  a 
parson  in  commission,  yet  I  make  out  the  latter  tolerably  well,  not- 
withstanding my  edication  sometimes  gets  jaram'd  in  a  clinch,  and  my 
knowledge  thrown  slap  aback ;  but  that's  all  nat'ral;  forbowcan  a 
man  work  to  wind'ard  through  a  narrow  passage  without  knowing 
Bomut  o'  the  soundings  or  the  outline  o'  the  coast.  Howsomever, 
there 's  one  course  as  is  plain  enough,  and  I  trust  it  will  carry  me 
clear  at  last, — to  do  my  duty  by  my  king,  God  bless  him  [ — and  whilst 
the  yards  of  conscience  are  squared  by  the  lifts  and  braces  of  hones^, 
I  have  no  fear  but  I  shall  cheat  the  devil  of  one  messmate,  and  that's 
ould  Will— myself." 

"  A  toast,  gentlemen — a  toast  I"  exclaimed  his  lordship  in  high 
animation ;  "  '  The  master  of  the  Spaokaway  and  bis  lady-mate.' " 

"  I  beg  pardon,  my  lord,"  interrupted  the  surgeon,  "  the  master  is 
not  married  ;  he  ie  yet  a  solitary  bachelor." 

"  True — most  true,"  chimed  in  Nugent,  laughing ;  "  for,  according 
to  the  words  of  the  poet, 

**  None  but  himself  can  be  bis  piballel." 
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"  You  sre  too  faatidioiu,  gentlemen,"  said  hii  lordship :  "  rooeiii- 
ber,  it  is  '  Wives  and  sweethearts ;'  and,  as  it  ie  a  favourite  toast  of 
mine,  we  will,  if  you  pleaie,  drink  it  atanding."  The  toast  was  drank 
with  all  due  honours.  "  And  now,"  continued  his  lordship,  "  without 
further  preface,  I  shall  volunteer  a  song,  which  Nugent  msy  hoist 
into  his  book,  if  he  pleases. 

"  Drink,  drink  to  drai  wonun,  wboM  beauliful  eye, 
Like  the  diamond's  rich  lustre  or  gem  in  die  iky, 
I(  beamioK  (tilb  rapture,  full,  iparUing,  and  bright — 
Here  '■  woman,  the  soul  of  man's  choiceat  delight. 

Chosvs. 
Then  fill  up  a  bumper,  dear  woman 's  our  toast, 
Our  comfort  in  sorroni — in  pleasure  our  boaaL 

Drink,  drink  to  dear  woman,  and  gue  on  her  amile ; 
Love  hidea  in  ihoM  dim]^  hi«  iunoocot  guile : 
Til  a  aignal  Ibi  joy — 'tis  a  balm  for  alt  woe  ; — 
Here  'a  woman,  6e»i  woman,  man's  heaven  below. 

CaoBus. 
Theo  611  up  a  bumper,  dear  woman's  our  toast. 
Our  comrort  in  sorrow — in  pleasure  out  boast. 

Drink,  drink  to  dear  woman,  and  look  on  her  tear; — 
1b  it  pain  1 — ii  it  grief  1 — is  it  hope ! — is  it  fear  T 
Oh  I  kiss  it  away,  and  believe  whibl  i^ou  prea, 
Here 's  woman,  dear  woman,  men's  fnend  in  ditlten. 

Chorvs. 
liken  fill  up  a  bumper,  dear  woman  'a  our  toast. 
Our  comfbit  in  sorrow — in  pleasure  our  boast. 

Drink,  drink  to  dear  woman,  whose  exquisite  form 
Was  never  design'd  to  encounter  the  storm. 
Yet  should  sickness  assail  us,  or  trouble  o'ercast, 
Here  's  woman,  dear  woman,  man's  friend  to  the  last. 
Chorob. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper,  dear  woman's  our  toast. 

Our  comfort  in  sorrow — in  pleasure  our  boast." 

As  in  duty  bound,  this  song  elicited  great  applause,  and  Nugent 
declared  he  should  roost  certainly  avail  himseirof  his  lordship's  pro- 
potal  for  inserting  it  in  his  book.  "  But  you  have  done  nothing,  Mr. 
Nugent,"  said  ttw  captain.  "You  say  you  want  incident  and  cha- 
racter. You  have  already  taken  the  frigate  for  your  text ; — there  'a 
the  master  now,  a  perfect  character." 

"For  the  love  of  good  old  port,"  exclaimed  Parallel,  as  if  alarmed, 
"  let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  gibbet  me  In  your  consam.  But  I  'm  not 
afraid  of  it;  book-makiiig  requires  some  head-piece;  there's  nothing 
to  be  done  without  a  head,  nor  ever  has  been.' 

••  I  must  differ  with  you  there,  Mr.  Parallel,"  said  Seymour  imob- 
trusively ;  "  for  I  myself  saw  a  very  difficult  thmg  done  literally  with- 
out a  bead. 

"  Galvanisedj  I  suppose,"  uttered  the  doctor  in  a  tone  of  inquiry ; 
"  the  power  of  the  battery  is  wonderful." 

"  There  assuredly  was  a  battery,  doctor,"  responded  the  lieute- 
nant, laughing ;  "  and  a  very  heavy  one  too.     But  the  event  I  'm 
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q>eal[ing  of  had  no  connexuHi  with  galvaninn :  it  was  sheer  muscular 
motion." 

"  Out  with  it,  Seymour  I" — "  Let  '■  have  it  by  all  means  I" — "  It 
will  be  an  incident  for  Nugent  I" — "  Out  with  it  1 '  burst  forth  simul- 
taneously from  all. 

"  It  certainly  is  curious,"  said  the  first  lieutenant,  assuming  mucA 
gravity  of  countenance,  "and  happened  when  I  was  junior  luff  of  the 
old  Sharksnose.  We  were  running  into  Rio  Janeiro  tnan-o'-war 
lashion,  with  a  pennant  as  long  as  a  purser's  account  at  the  mast- 
head, and  a  spanking  ensign  hoisted  at  the  gaff-end,  with  a  fly  that 
would  have  swept  all  the  sheep  off  of  the  Isle  of  Wight.  Away  we 
gallop'd  along,  when  a  shot  from  Santa  Cruz,  the  three-deck'd  bat- 
tery at  the  entrance,  came  slap  into  our  bows.  '  Tell  him  we  're 
pretty  well,  thanky,'  shouted  the  skipper ;  and  our  jolly  first,  vrho 
took  hie  meaning,  literally  pointed  the  fokstle  gun,  clapp'd  the  match 
to  the  priming,  and  off  went  the  messenger,  which  struck  the  sentry, 
who  was  pacing  his  post,  right  between  the  shoulders,  and  whipt  off 
his  head  as  clean  as  you  would  snap  a  carrot ;  he  was  a  stout-made 
powerful-looking  man,  and  by  sheer  muscular  motion,  as  I  said  before, 
his  head  flew  up  from  his  body  at  least  a  fathom  and  a  half,  and  ac- 
tually descended  upon  the  point  of  his  bayonet,  where  it  stuck  fast, 
and  the  unfortunate  fellow  walked  the  whole  length  of  the  rampart  in 
that  way;  nor  was  it  till  he  got  to  the  turn,  and  was  steering  round 
to  come  back  again,  that  he  discovered  the  loss  of  his  head,  when, 
according  to  the  most  approved  practice  in  similar  surgical  cases,  he 
fell  to  the  ground.  It  was  sheer  muscular  motion,  gentlemen, — sheer 
muscular  motion." 

"  He  would,  no  doubt,  have  been  a  good  mussulman,  Seymour,  if 
he  had  been  a  Turk,"  said  his  lordship. 

"  He  couldn't  come  the  right-about  face,"  said  Feabody,  "having 
lost  his  head.  It  would  have  been  a  comical  sight  to  have  seen  him 
present  arms;  pray  did  he  come  to  the  present?" 

'■  No,  nor  yet  to  the  recover,  I  'II  be  sworn,"  observed  Plumstone  ; 
*'  no  doubt  he  grounded  his  arms  and  his  head  too." 

"  Them  chance  shots  often  do  the  most  mischief,"  remarked  Par- 
allel. "  Who  would  have  thought  that  it  would  have  gone  right 
through  his  chest,  so  as  to  leave  him  a  headless  trunk.  Pray  may  I 
ax  you  whether  he  was  near  his  box  7" 

"  Well  hove  and  strong,  master,"  exclaimed  Sinnltt,  joining  in  the 
general  laugh  ;  "  your  wit  equali  your  beauty." 

"  What  have  I  said  that 's  witty  now  ?"  returned  the  veteran ;  "  I 
can't  open  ray  mouth  to  utter  a  word  of  truth,  or  to  ax  a  question, 
but  I  'm  called  a  wit ;  for  my  part,  I  see  no  wit  in  it." 

"  Your  anecdote,"  said  his  lordship,  "  reminds  me  of  something 
similar  that  I  witnessed,  when  a  youngster,  at  one  of  the  New  Zea- 
land Isles.  Our  captain  took  a  party  of  us  to  see  his  dun-coloured 
majesty  at  court.  The  monarch  was  seated  in  a  mud,  or  rather  clay 
building,  nearly  in  a  stite  of  nudity,  his  only  covering  being  an  tdd 


uniform  coat  and  a  huge  cocked-hat :  his  queens — happy  man  .' 
think  he  had  seventy — not  quite  so  decently  dressed  as  himself,  were 
squatting,  or  lying  down,  in  different  directions ;  several  of  them  with 
such  ornaments  through  their  lips  and  noses,  as  would  have  answered 
the  pulfHise  of  rings  in  the  decks  to  a  stopper'd  best  bower  cable.     I 
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he&rtily  wish  some  of  our  court  ladies  could  have  seea  this  royal 
q>ectacle.  We  were  ushered  in  through  an  entrance,  on  each  side  of 
which  was  a  pile  of  heads  without  tails  to  them,  most  probably  drop- 
ped in  their  hurry  to  wait  upon  the  king.  His  majesty  was  a  man  ol' 
mild  countenance,  and  of  most  imperturbable  gravity ;  behind  him 
stood  a  gigantic-looking  rascal,  with  an  enormous  dragoon's  sabre 
over  his  shoulder,  by  way  of  warning  to  his  majesty's  wives  not 
to  disturb  his  majesty's  repose,  or  it  was  amongst  the  chances  of 
royalty  that  he  would  shorten  their  bodies  and  their  days  at  the 
same  moment, — a  sort  of  summary  process  to  make  good  women 
of  them  ;  and  I  began  to  suspect  that  some  of  those  which  we  saw 
at  the  entrance  had  once  touched  noses  with  his  most  disgusting 
majesty,  —  for  a  tilthier  fellow  I  never  set  eyes  on.  You  've,  no 
doubt,  seen  some  of  those  curiously  figured  heads  which  grow  upon 
New  Zealand  shoulders,  for  maoy  have  been  brought  to  England; 
our  skipper,  who  was  a  sort  of  collector  of  curiosities,  was  ex- 
tremely desirous  of  obtaining  one,  but  he  was  aware  that  it  was  only 
the  head  men  who  were  thus  marked  or  tattooed,  and  he  had  run 
bis  eye  over  the  samples  at  the  door-way,  but  could  not  detect  one 
chief  who  had  been  deprived  of  his  caput.  Nevertheless,  by  signs 
and  through  means  of  a  Scotch  interpreter,  (for  the  prime  minister 
b>  Longchewfishcow  was  a  Scotchman,)  his  majesty  was  informed  of 
the  captain's  wish  ;  and  in  a  short  time  several  natives  handsomely 
tattooed  were  drawn  up  within  the  buildiog :  the  skipper  was  re- 
quested to  select  the  figures  which  pleased  biro  most;  and  he,  ima- 
gining that  the  chiefs  had  been  exhibited  merely  by  way  of  pattern, 
fixed  upon  one  whose  features  appeared  to  have  had  pricked  off  upon 
them  every  day's  run  of  the  children  of  Israel  when  cruising  in  the 
wilderness.  The  chief  bowed  in  token  of  satisfaction  at  being  thus 
highly  honoured ;  but,  before  he  could  raise  his  head,  it  sprang  away 
from  his  shoulders  into  the  captain's  arms,  with  thanks  for  the  com- 
pliment yet  passing  from  the  lips ; — the  life-guardsman  of  the  king 
had  obeyed  his  majesty's  signal,  and  the  dragoon's  sabre  had  made 
sharp  work  of  it." 

"  It  was  quick  and  dead,"  said  the  old  master.  "  Now,  Mr.  Nu- 
gent, you  may  begin  your  book  as  soon  as  you  please.  I  'm  sure  you 
have  plenty  of  heads  to  work  upon." 

"  You  talk  as  if  I  had  no  head  of  my  own,  master,"  retorted  the 
lieutenant,  somewhat  ofTended;  "  and  with  all  your  wit  you  shall  find 
that  I  have  got  a  head." 

"  So  has  a  scupper-nail,"  returned  the  veteran,  <■  but  it  requires  a 
deal  of  hammering  before  you  can  get  it  to  the  leather." 

"  Good-humour,  gentlemen  I  good-humour  1"  said  the  captain, 
laughing;  "  no  recriminations,  if  you  please,  or  we  shall  bring  some 
of  your  heads  to  the  block." 

"  To  make  blockheads  of  'em,  I  8UOT)ose,"  observed  old  Parallel ; 
"  by  every  rope  in  the  top,  but  that 's  done  already  !  Howsomerer, 
as  you  are  lecturing  upon  heads,  why  I  'II  just  relate  an  anecdote  of  a 
circumstance  that  I  was  eye-witness  to  upwards  of  thirty  years  ago. 
1  was  then  just  appointed  acting-master  of  the  '  Never-so- quick,'  one 
o'  your  ould  ship  sloops ;  and  we  were  cruising  in  among  the  West 
Ingee  islands,  but  more  especially  boxing  about  the  island  of  Cuba, 
and  that  way,  for  pirates.    Wellt  ooe  momiag  at  day-bre^  the  looL- 
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out  hsd  just  got  upon  ^e  itiretopsel-yard,  when  word  vaa  pasted  that 
there  were  two  sail  almost  alon^ide  of  each  other,  and  dead  down  to 
looard  of  us.  There  was  a  nice  little  breece,  and  so  we  nps  stick, 
squares  the  yards,  and  sets  the  stud'nsels  a  both  sides,  to  run  down 
and  overhaul  the  strangers,  though  we  made  prettj  certain  it  was  a 
pirate  plundering  a  capture ;  and  we  was  the  more  convinced  of  the 
&ct  when  tu-oftd  daylight  came,  and  our  glasses  showed  that  one  of 
'em  was  a  long  low  Bchooner,  just  such  a  one  as  the  picarooning  ma- 
rauders ribk'd  their  necks  in,  and  certainly  better  judges  of  a  swift 
craft  never  dipp'd  their  hands  in  a  tar-bucket.  She  saw  us  a-coming, 
and  away  she  pay'd  off  before  the  wind,  and  up  went  a  iquaresel  of 
light  duck  that  dra^'d  the  creatur  along  beautifullt'.  The  other 
craft,  a  large  brig,  lay  quite  still  with  her  maintopse!  to  the  mast, 
except  that  she  came  up  and  fell  ofl'aa  if  hw  helm  was  Issh'd  a-lee. 
Now  the  best  point  of  the  outd  Never-so-qnick's  sailing  was  right 
afore  it,  and  so  we  not  only  held  our  own,  but  draw'd  upon  the  vaga- 
bond thief  that  was  doing  bis  best  to  slip  bis  head  out  of  a  hangman's 
noose,  when  it  fell  stark  calm,  the  brig  lying  about  midway  between 
his  Majesty's  ship  and  the  devil's  own  schooner.  Out  went  her 
sweeps,  and  out  went  our  boats ;  but  she  altered  her  course  to  get 
in  shore,  and  without  a  breath  of  wind  they  swept  her  along  at  the 
rate  of  four  knots  and  a  half,  whilst  our  ould  beauty  would  hardly 
move ;  so  the  captain  recalls  the  boats,  and  orders  'em  to  overhaul 
the  brig.  We  got  alongside  about  noon,  a  regular  wasting  bumb^ 
hot  noon ;  and  we  found  a  hand  cut  olf  at  the  wrist  grasping  one  of 
the  main-chain  plates,  so  that  it  could  hardly  be  disengaged." 

"  Muscular  power  I"  said  Seymour ;  "  the  death-grapple,  no  doubt ! 
astonishing  tenacity  ootwithstaading." 

**  Howsomever,  we  did  open  the  fingers,"  contimiMl  the  master, 
"  and  found  by  its  delicate  whiteness,  and  a  ring  on  the  weddings 
finger,  that  it  belonged  to  a  woman.  When  we  got  on  board,  the 
blood  in  various  parts  of  the  quarter-deck,  and  at  the  gangways,  indi- 
cated the  murderous  tragedy  that  had  been  acted ;  but  no  semblance 
of  human  being  could  we  find  except  a  head, — a  bloody  head  that 
seemed  to  have  been  purposely  placed  upon  a  flour-cssk  that  was  up- 
ended near  the  windlass.  *  Well,  I  'm  bless'd,'  says  one  of  our  boa- 
Bun's-mates,  who  had  steered  the  pinnace, — '  I  'm  bless'd  if  they  am't 
shaved  you  clean  enough  at  any  rate ;  but  d —  my  tarry  trousers,  look 
at  that ! — why  then  I  'm  a  Dutchman  if  it  am  t  winking  at  me.' — 
'  Batherghin  I'  says  an  Irish  topman,  '  it 's  stretching  his  daylights  he 
is,  mightily  plased  to  see  such  good  company  ;'  and  sure  enough  the 
eyes  were  roUmg  about  in  a  strange  fashion  for  a  head  as  had  no 
movables  to  consort  to  it ;  and  presently  the  mouth  opened  wide,  and 
then  the  teeth  snap'd  to  again,  just  like  a  cat-fish  at  St.  Jago's.  '  It  *s 
a  horrible  sight,'  said  one  of  the  cutters,  '  and  them  fellows  'II  go  to 

for  it,  that's  one  consolation;  but  ain't  it  mighty  queer,  sir, 

that  a  head  without  ever  a  body  ^ould  be  arter  making  such  wry 
fkces,  and  opening  and  shotting  his  sallyport,  seeing  as  he 's  scratched 
out  of  his  mess  ?*  A  hideous  grin  distorted  every  feature,^ — so  hideous 
that  it  made  me  shudder ;  and  first  one  eye  and  then  the  other  opened 
in  rapid  succession.  '  I  say,  Jem,'  says  one  of  the  pinnaces  to  the 
boasun's-raate, — '  I  say,  Jem,  mayhap  the  gentleman  wants  a  bit  o' 
pig-tail,  for  most  likely  he  ara't  had  a  chaw  since  be  lost  his  'bacok- 
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box.'  This  sally,  with  the  usual  reckkasness  of  seamen,  produced  a 
general  laugh,  which  emboldened  Jeni  to  take  out  hu  quid,  and, 
watching  an  opportunity,  he  daps  it  into  between  the  jaws;  but  before 
he  could  gather  in  the  slack  of  his  arm,  the  teeth  were  fast  hold  of 
his  fingers,  and  there  he  was,  jamm'd  like  Jackson,  and  roaring  out 
ten  thousand  murders.  He  tried  to  snatch  his  hand  away,  but  the 
head  held  on  to  the  cask  like  grim  death  against  the  doctor ;  at  last 
away  it  roll'd  over  and  Jem  got  clear,  hut  the  head  stuck  fast,  and 
then  we  discovered  that  there  was  a  body  inside.  The  head  of  the 
cask  had  been  taken  out,  and  a  hole  cut  hardly  large  enough  to  admit 
of  the  poor  fellow's  neck ;  hut  nevertheless  it  had  been  hoop'd  up 
again,  and  when  we  got  an  board  he  was  in  the  last  convulsive  gasps, 
of  strangulation.  We  released  him  immediately,  but  it  was  only  to 
find  him  so  shockingly  mutilated  that  he  died  in  id>out  tea  minutes 
afterwards ;  and  not  a  soul  was  lef\  to  tell  us  the  fatal  tale,  though 
from  an  ensign  and  some  shreds  of  papers  we  conjectured  the  brig 
was  a  Spaniard.  The  pirates  had  scuttled  her.  She  made  water 
too  fast  to  think  of  saving  her,  and  in  a  couple  of  hours  she  went 

"  Thankye,  master,  tbankye,"  exclaimed  several ;  "  why  we  shall 
have  you  writing  a  book  before  long,  and  you  'li  beat  Nugent  «ut  and 
out.     See,  he  's  ready  to  yield  the  palm." 

"  Him  1"  uttered  the  old  man,  with  a  look  expressive  of  rather  more 
contempt  tban  the  young  lieutenant  merited.     "  Him  V 

"Come,  master,  said  Nugent,  "we  tmat  have  your  song, — it  is 
your  turn  next." 

"  So  it  appears,"  replied  the  old  man,  as  the  frigate  suddenly 
heeled  over.  "  You  have  had  so  much  singing  that  even  the  winds 
must  have  a  iqvail."  They  were  rising  hastOy  from  their  seats,  when 
in  an  instant  the  frigate  was  nearly  thrown  on  her  beam-enda. 
Away  went  Parallel  right  over  the  table  into  the  stomach  of  the 
marine  Peabody,  whom  he  capsized ;  and  before  another  moment 
elapsed  the  gallant  captain  and  his  officers  were  scrambling  between 
the  guns  to  leeward,  and  half  buried  in  water,  amidst  broken  decan- 
ters  and  glasses,  sea-biscuit  and  bottles.  Old  Parallel  grasped  a  de- 
canter of  port  that  was  clinking  its  sides  against  a  ring-bolt,  and,  un- 
willing that  so  much  good  stuff  should  be  wasted,  clapped  the  mouth 
to  his  own  ;  the  purser  was  fishing  for  his  wig,  as  he  was  exuemely 
tenacious  on  the  score  of  his  bald  head ;  the  captain  and  Seymour 
were  trying  for  the  door ;  the  doctor  got  astride  one  gun,  and  the  two 
marine  officers  stru^led  for  the  other,  so  that  as  fast  as  one  got  hold 
his  messmate  unhorsed  him  again.  Sinnitt  had  crawled  up  to  the 
table,  and  Nugent  twisted  his  coat-laps  round  him  to  preserve  his 
MS.  fiiMn  beooming  saturated.  The  frigate  righted  again.  His 
lordship  and  his  lieutenaots  rushed  on  deck,  to  behold  the  three  top- 
masts, with  all  their  lengths  of  upper  spars,  hanging  over  the  side, 
having  in  a  white  squall  been  snapped  short  off  by  the  c^s.  We 
will  leave  them  tor  the  present  to 

«  Call  all  hands  to  clear  dw  wreck." 
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It  appears  that  Hajji  Baba,  the  Persian  adventurer,  known  in 
this  country  as  the  author  of  certain  memoirs,  is  no  more.  In 
what  particular  manner  he  quitted  this  world,  we  have  not  been 
able  to  ascertain  ;  but,  through  the  kindness  of  a  frieDd  recently 
returned  from  the  East,  we  have  been  put  in  possession  of  the 
fragment  of  a  Journal  written  by  him,  by  which  we  learn  that 
he  once  again  visited  England  (although  incog.)  some  time  after 
tlie  passing  of  the  Reform  bill.  The  view  which  he,  his  Shah, 
and  nis  nation,  took  of  that  event,  is  so  characteristic  of  the  ig- 
norance in  which  Eastern  people  live  in  matters  relative  to  Eu- 
rope, and  to  England  in  particular,  that  we  deem  ourselves  for- 
tunate in  being  able  to  lay  so  curious  a  document  before  our 
readers,  and  shall  take  the  liberty,  from  time  to  time,  to  insert 
portions  of  it,  until  it  be  entirely  exhausted. 


SiNCB  my  return  from  Frangistan,  the  current  of  my  existence 
flowed  more  like  the  waters  of  a  canal  than  those  of  a  river.  I 
have  been  allowed  to  smoke  the  pipe  of  tranquillity,  a|ted  upon 
the  carpet  of  content ;  and  as  my  duties,  which  priiwlpally  con- 
sisted in  standing  before  the  king  at  stated  times,  and  saying 
"  Belli — Yes,"  and  "  Maskaltak — Praise  be  to  God  i''.'at  proper 
intervals,  I  could  not  complain  of  the  weight  of  responsibiuty 
imposed  upon  me. 

I  lived  in  the  smallest  of  houses,  consisting  of  one  room,  a 
shoe  closet,  and  a  small  court ;  also  of  a  kitchai.  My  principal 
amusement  was  to  sit  in  my  room  and  look  into  my  court-ysird, 
and,  as  one  must  think,  my  thoughts  frequently  would  run  upon 
my  travels,  upon  the  strange  things  which  I  had  seen,  and  upon 
the  individuals  with  whom  I  had  become  acquainted.  My  heart 
would  soften  as  it  dwelt  upon  the  charms  of  the  moonfaced 
Bessy,  and  would  rouse  into  anger  when  I  reflected  that  she  was 
possessed  by  the  infidel  Figsby,  at  a  time  that  she  might  have 
Deen  the  head  of  the  harem  of  a  true  believer.  1  frequently  re- 
called to  myself  all  the  peculiarities  of  the  strange  nation  with 
which  I  had  lived,  and  compared  it  with  my  own.  I  brought 
to  mind  all  its  contrivances  to  be  happy,  its  House  of  Com- 
mons and  its  House  of  Lords,  its  eternal  quarrels,  its  crytDgs 
after  "justice  and  no  justice,"  and  its  dark  climate.  I  read 
over  my  journals,  and  thus  lived  my  life  over  again ;  but  in 
proportion  as  years  passed  away,  so  1  thought  it  right,  in  re- 
lating my  adventures  to  my  countrvmen,  to  diminish  the  most 
won&rful  parts  of  my  narrative,  for  I  found  that,  had  I  not  done 
so,  I  should  have  been  set  down  as  the  greatest  liar  in  Persia. 
Truth  cannot  be  told  at  all  times, — ^|that  is  a  common  saying ; 
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but  now  I  found,  in  what  regarded  the  Francs,  that  truth  ought  , 
never  to  be  told.  When,  on  my  return  to  Persia,  I  informed  my 
countrymen  that  their  men  and  women  lived  together  promi»- 
cuously, — that  everybody  drank  wine  and  ate  pork, — ^that  they 
never  prayed, — that  their  kings  danced,  and  that  they  had  no 
harems,  I  was  believed,  because  I  had  many  to  confirm  what  I 
uid;  but  now  that  I  stood  alone,  I  found  it  would  not  do  to 
venture  auch  assertians,  for  whenever  I  did  I  was  always  told 
that  such  events  mieht  have  taken  place  when  I  was  in  Frangis- 
tan,  but  that  now  Allah  was  great,  and  that  the  holy  Prophet 
could  not  allow  such  abominations  to  exist. 

The  news  of  the  death  of  the  King  of  England,  to  whom  I 
had  been  presented,  had  reached  the  ears  of  our  Shah  ;  and  we 
were  informed  that  he  was  succeeded  by  his  brother,  a  lord  of 
the  sea.  Years  passed  away,  with  all  their  various  events,  with- 
out much  intercourse  taking  place  between  Persia  and  En^ 
land.  England  required  no  longer  the  friendship  of  the  Shah, 
and  she  therefore  turned  us  over  to  the  Governor  of  India* 
for  which  she  duly  received  our  maledictions  ^  and  every  one 
Tvho  knew  upon  what  a  footing  of  intimacy  the  two  nations  had 
stood,  said,  as  he  spat  upon  the  ground,  "  Pooh  I  may  their 
house  be  ruined  I"  She  left  our  country  to  be  conquered,  our 
finest  provinces  to  be  taken  from  us,  and  never  once  put  her 
band  out  to  help  us. 

However,  Allah  buxurg  at ! — God  is  great !  we  soon  fonnd 
that  the  good  fiHlune  of  the  king  of  kings  had  not  forsaken 
btm.  Rumours  began  to  be  spread  abroad  that  affairs  in  Eng- 
land were  in  a  bad  way.  Many  foreigners  had  enlisted  them- 
selves in  the  Shah's  troops,  and  from  them  we  learned  that,  no 
doubt,  ere  l<Hig  that  country  must  be  entirely  ruined,  for  great 
dangers  threatened  their  present  king.  He  was  said  to  have  got 
into  the  possession  of  a  certain  rebellious  tribe,  whose  ultimate 
aim  w««  to  set  up  a  new  sovereign,  called  'People  Shah,'  and 
to  depose  him  and  his  dynasty.  We  heard  that  great  poverty 
reigned  in  that  land,  which  I  had  known  so  rich  and  proapei> 
ous;  and  that  every  department  in  the  state  had  been  so  re- 
dticed,  that  the  king  had  not  a  house  to  live  in,  but  that  the 
nation  was  quarrelling  about  the  expense  of  building  him  one. 

We  still  had  an  English  elchi  at  our  court,  but  he  enjoy- 
ed little  or  no  consideration ;  and  the  news  of  the  poverty  of 
his  country  waa  confirmed  to  us  by  what  we  learnt  from  his 
secretaries.  Orders,  it  seems,  had  just  arrived  from  his  court 
that  every  economy  should  be  observed  in  his  expenses ;  and 
one  may  suppose  to  what  extent,  when  we  are  assured  that, 
by  way  of  saving  official  ink,  it  bad  been  strictly  prohibited  to 
put  dots  to  the  J's,  or  strokes  to  the  T's.  Presents  of  all  sorts 
"were  done  away  with : — the  ambassador  would  not  even  receive 
the  common  present  of  a  water-melon,  lest  he  should  be  obliged 
to    send  one   in  return;  and  his  whole  conduct  seemed  more 
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directed  by  the  calculations  of  debtor  and  creditor,  like  a  mer- 
chant, than  by  the  intercourse  of  courtesy  which  ought  to  take 
place  between  crowned  heads.  Some  wicKed  infidels  of  French 
would  whisper  abroad,  that  kings  in  Europe,  like  Saadi  at  Ta- 
briz, were  now  become  lesa  than  dogs,  and  that  therefore  their 
representatives  had  no  dignities  to  represent :  the  English  elchi, 
however,  would  not  allow  this,  but  gave  us  other  reasons  for  the 
economy  practised  in  his  country,  stating  that,  although  every 
one  allowed  that  such  policy  was  full  of  mischief,  yet  that  it  was 
necessary  to  humour  the  whim  of  this  People  Shan,  who  aspired 
to  the  crown,  and  whose  despotism  was  greater  than  even  that  of 
our  famous  Nadir  Shah. 

When  I  appeared  at  the  King^s  Gate,  and  took  my  seat  among 
the  minor  officers  who  awaited  the  presence  of  the  vizier  previ- 
ously to  his  going  before  the  Shah,  the  enemies  of  England, 
of  whom  there  were  many,  would  taunt  me  with  the  news 
spread  to  her  disadvantage,  for  I  was  looked  upon  as  a  Frangi 
myself. 

"After  all,"  said  one, "  own,  0  Hajji  !  that  these  Ingliz  are  an 
unclean  generation ;  that  it  is  quite  time  they  should  eat  their 
handful  of  abomination.^ — "  We  are  tired  of  always  hearing 
them  lauded,"  said  another.  "  Praised  be  the  Prophet !  that 
little  by  little  we  may  also  de£le  their  fathers'*  graves,  and  point 
our  lingers  at  their  mothers.^ 

"  Why  address  me,  O  little  man  ?"  said  I.  "  Am  I  their  fa- 
ther, mother,  brother,  or  uncle,  that  you  address  me  ? — It  was 
my  destiny  to  go  amongst  them;  it  was  my  destiny  to  come 
back.  A  fox  does  not  become  a  swine  because  he  goes  through 
the  ordure  of  the  sty  in  search  of  his  own  affairs.  Let  their 
houses  be  bankrupt,  let  their  fathers  grill  in  Jehanum — what  is 
that  to  me  P" 

*'  What  words  are  these  ?"  said  a  third.  "  Yout  beard  has 
changed  its  colour.  What  are  become  of  your  guns  that  would 
reach  from  Tehran  to  Koro  placed  side  by  side,  or  to  Ispahan 
placed  lengthwise  ?  Where  now  are  your  ships  that  spout  more 
Bre  than  Demawand,  and  your  women  like  houris  that  can  read 
and  write  like  men  of  the  law  p  Formerly  there  was  nothing  in 
the  world  like  Francs ;  now  you  look  upon  them  as  dirt." 

Had  I  persisted  in  tipholdiog  my  Ingliz  Mends,  now  that  the 
tide  had  turned  against  them,  f  should  liave  done  them  no  good, 
and  myself  harm ;  therefore  I  applied  the  cotton  of  deafness  to 
the  ear  of  unwillingness.  Most  true,  however,  it  was  that  they 
daily  lost  in  public  estimation  ;  and  rumours  of  the  approaching 
downfal  of  Snglish  power  and  prosperity  came  to  us  from  so 
many  quarters,  that  we  could  not  do  otherwise  than  believe  them. 
Whenever  an  Englishman  now  appeared  in  the  streets,  he  was 
called  pig  with  impunity ;  and,  instead  of  the  bastinado  which 
the  man  who  so  insulted  him  formerly  was  wont  to  get,  he  now 
was  left  to  repeat  the  insult  at  his  leisure. 
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Tlie  fact  principally  urged  was,  that  a  disorder  had  broken 
out  amongst  them,  which  affected  the  brain  more  than  any  other 
organ  ;  that  it  had  taken  possession  of  high  and  low,  rich  and 
poor,  master  and  servant;  and  raged  with  such  violence,  that  it 
was  almost  dangerous  to  go  amongst  them,  although  strangers 
were  said  not  to  catch  it.  It  was  neither  cholera,  plague,  nor 
faeart-oche,  aud  could  not  be  assimilated  to  any  known  disorder 
m  the  East.  We  have  no  name  for  it  in  Persia ;  in  England  it 
ia  called  Reform :  and,  as  it  had  suddenly  attacked  the  country 
when  in  a  state  of  great  health  and  prosperity,  it  was  supposed 
that  some  one  great  evil  eye  had  struck  it,  and  that  therefore  no 
one  could  foresee  what  might  be  its  mischievous  results. 


CBAPTBR   II. 

Whilst  seated  one  morning  in  my  room,  inspecting  my  face 
in  my  looking-glass  and  combing  my  beard,  preparatory  to 
ffoing  to  the  daily  selam  before  the  ung,  and  thanking  Allah 
nom  the  bottom  of  my  heart  for  being  secure  in  my  mediocrity 
from  all  the  storms  and  dangers  of  public  life,  a  loud  knock- 
ing at  my  gate  announced  a  visiter  of  no  small  importance. 
My  servant,  for  I  kept  one,  quickly  opened  it,  and  I  soon  was 
greeted  by  the  leiam  al  aikuia  of  one  of  the  royal  ferashes, 
who  exclaimed  "  The  Shah  wants  you." 

So  unusual  a  summons  first  startled,  then  alarmed  me.  A 
thousand  apprehensions  rushed  through  ^ay  mind  as  quick  as 
lightning,  for  on  such  occasions  in  Persia  one  always  appre- 
bends^one  never  hopes.  However,  I  immediately  gave  the 
usual  "  Bechethm !  —  Upon  my  eyes  be  it !"  and  prepared  to 
obey  his  command.  "Can  I  have  said  'Belli'  in  the  wrong 
place,"  thought  I,  *'  at  the  last  selam  ?  or  did  I  perchance  ez- 
daim  'Inskallah — Please  God,'  instead  of  saying  '  MathalloA 
— Praise  be  to  Gtod  'P  Allah  only  knows,"  thoucht  I,  shrugging 
up  my  shoulders,  "  for  I  am  sure  1  do  not.  Whatever  hashap- 
pened,  Khoda  is  merciful  l^ 

I  followed  the  ferash,  but  could  gain  no  intelligence  from  him 
which  could  iu  the  least  clear  up  my  doubts.  One  thing  I  dis- 
covered, which  was  that  no/eiek,  or  sticks,  had  been  displayed  in 
the  Shah's  presence  as  preparatory  to  a  tMstinado ;  and  so  far  I 
frit  safe. 

The  Shah  was  seated  in  the  gulUlan,  or  rose-garden ;  the 
gnad  vizier  stood  before  him,  as  well  as  Mirza  Firooz,  my  old 
master.  When  I  appeared,  all  my  apprehensions  vanished,  for 
with  a  goodnatured  voice  the  king  ordered  me  to  approach.  I 
made  my  most  profound  bow,  and  stood  on  the  bnnk  of  the 
marble  basin  without  my  shoes. 

The  king  said,  *'  MaihaUah !  the  Hajji  is  still  a  kkoobjuan 
~^  fine  youth ;  he  is  a  good  servant." 
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UpoD  hearing  these  ominoua  words,  I  immediately  felt  that 
some  very  objectionable  service  was  about  to  be  required  of  me. 
I  answered, 

"  May  the  shadow  of  the  centre  of  the  universe  never  be  less ! 
Whatever  your  slave  can  do,  he  will  by  his  head  and  by  hia 
eyes." 

Af^  consulting  with  the  f^vnd  vizier,  who  was  standing  in 
the  apartment  in  which  the  king  was  seated,  his  majesty  ex- 
claimed, 

"  Hajji,  we  require  zeal,  activity,  and  intellieence  at  your 
hands.  Matters  of  high  import  to  the  state  of  Persia  demand 
that  one,  the  master  of  wit,  the  lord  of  experience,  and  the  ready 
in  eloquence,  ahould  immediately  depart  from  our  presence,  in 
order  to  seek  that  of  our  brother  the  King  of  England.  You 
are  the  man  we  have  selected ;  you  must  be  on  horseback  as  soon 
as  a  fortunate  hour  occurs,  and  make  your  way  choppari^as  a 
courier,  to  the  gate  of  power  in  London." 

With  my  thanks  for  so  high  an  honour  sticking  in  my  throat, 
I  knelt  down,  and  kissed  the  ground  i  but  if  any  one  present 
had  been  skilful  in  detecting  the  meaning  of  looks,  surely  he 
would  have  read  dismay  and  disappointment  in  mine. 
■  **  It  is  plain,"  said  the  Sbah,  turning  towards  tlw  vizier  and 
Mirza  Firooa  occasionally  as  he  spoke,  "  from  all  that  has  been 
reported  to  us,  that  England,  as  it  is  now,  is  not  that  England 
of  whose  riches,  power,  and  prosperity  so  much  has  been  said. 
It  has  had  its  day.  It  is  falling  fast  into  decay.  Its  men  are 
rebellious.  Its  ancient  dynasty  ere  this  may  have  been  sup- 
planted by  another,  and  its  king  a  houseless  wauderer." 

"  Belli!  belli. >"  said  the  vizier  and  Mirza  Firooz. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  continued  the  Shah,  "  you  must  acquaint 
the  king,  my  brother,  if  such  he  still  be,  that  the  gate  of  the 
palace  of  the  king  of  kings  is  open  to  all  the  world ;  it  is  an 
asylum  to  kings  as  well  as  to  beggars;  the  needy  find  a  roof, 
and  the  hungry  food.  Should  the  vidssitudes  of  hfe,  as  we  hear 
they  are  likely  to  do,  throw  him  on  the'world,  tell  him  he  will 
find  a  comer  to  sit  in  near  our  threshold ;  no  one  shall  molest 
him.  He  shall  enjoy  bis  own  customs,  savii^,  always,  eating 
the  unclean  beast ;  wine  shall  he  have,  and  he  will  be  allowed 
to  import  his  own  wives.  He  may  sit  on  chairs,  shave  whatever 
parts  of  his  body  he  likes,  wear  a  shawl  coat,  diamond-beaded 
daggers,  and  gold-headed  furniture  to  his  horse.  Upon  all 
these  different  heads  make  his  mind  perfectly  easy." 

"  Upon  my  eyes  be  it !"  I  exclaimed,  with  the  profoundest 
respect. 

"  In  the  next  place,"  said  the  king, "  we  have  long  heard  that 
England  possesses  a  famous  general,  a  long-tried  and  faithful 
servant  to  his  king.  If  be  be  a  good  servant,  he  will  stick  by 
his  master  in  his  distress.  You  must  see  him»  Hajji,  and  teU 
him  from  the  lips  of  the  king  of  kings  that  he  will  be  welcomv 
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in  Persia;  that  he  will  find  protection  at  our  stirrup,  and, 
Jmhallah !  he  will  be  able  to  make  his  face  white  beKire  ut. 
Whatever  else  is  necessary  to  our  service  will  be  explained  to 
you  by  our  grand  vizier,"  said  the  Sfiah ;  and  then,  after  making 
me  B  few  more  complimentary  speeches,  1  was  dismissed. 

When  I  left  the  presence,  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  the 
Shah  must  be  mad  to  send  me  upon  so  long  a  journey  upon  so 
strange  an  expedition ;  and  I  inferred  that  there  must  be  some- 
thing more  in  it  than  met  the  eye.  I  was  not  mistaken.  No 
sooner  had  the  grtind  vizier  been  dismissed  than  he  called  me 
into  his  kheivet,  or  secret  chamber,  and  there  unfolded  to  me 
the  true  object  of  my  mission. 

**  It  is  plain,"  said  he,  with  the  most  unmoved  gravity,  "  that 
the  graves  of  these  infidels  have  been  defiled,  ana  that  ere  long 
there  will  be  an  end  of  them  and  their  prosperity.  We  must 
take  advantage  of  their  distress.  Much  may  be  done  by  wis- 
dom. In  the  first  place,  Hajji,  we  shall  get  penknives  and 
broad-cloth  for  nothing,  that  is  quite  clear;  then,  spying- 
elaaaes  and  chandeliers,  for  which  they  are  also  famous,  may  be 
had  for  the  asking ;  and — who  knows  P — we  may  obtain  the  work- 
men who  manufactured  them,  and  thus  rise  on  the  ruins  of  the 
infidels.  All  this  will  mainly  depend  upon  your  sagacity.  Then 
the  Shah,  who  has  long  desired  to  possess  some  English  slaves 
in  his  harem,  has  thought  that  this  will  be  an  excellent  moment 
to  procure  some,  and  you  will  be  commissioned  to  buy  as  many 
as  you  can  procure  at  reasonable  prices.  Upon  the  breaking  up 
of  communities  at  the  death  of  kings  and  governors,  we  haveaL 
ways  found,  both  in  Iran  and  Turkey,  that  slaves  and  virgins 
were  to  be  bought  for  almost  nothing;  and,  no  doubt,  that 
must  be  the  case  among  Francs." 

I  was  bewildered  at  all  I  heard ;  and  thus  at  once  to  be  trans- 
formed from  a  mere  sitter  in  a  corner  to  an  active  agent  in  a 
foreign  country,  made  my  liver  drop,  and  turned  my  face  up- 
dde  down. 

"  But,  in  the  name  of  Allah,"  said  I,  "  is  it  quite  certain  that 
this  ruin  is  going  on  in  England  ?  I  have  not  read  that  wise 
people  rightly,  u  so  suddenly  they  can  allow  themselves  to  be 
involved  m  misery." 

"  What  words  are  these  V  said  the  vizier.  *'  Everybody 
speaks  of  it  as  the  only  thing  certain  in  the  world.  Their  own 
elchi  here  allows  it,  and  informs  everybody  that  a  great  change 
is  going  to  take  place  in  his  government.  And  is  it  not  plain, 
thai,  if  under  their  last  government  they  have  reached  the 
height  of  prosperity,  a  change  must  lead  them  to  adversity?" 

**  We  shall  see,**  said  I ;  "  at  all  events,  I  atn  the  Shah's  ser- 
vant ;  whatever  he  orders  I  am  bound  to  obey." 

"  It  is  evident  the  good  fortune  of  that  country,"  exclaimed 
Mirza  Firooz,  who  was  present  also,  **  has  turned  ever  since  it 
abandoned  Peraa  to  follow  its  own  selfish  views.    Did  I  not 
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say  SO  a  thousand  times  to  the  ministers  of  the  kiog  of  'Bug' 
land ;  but  they  would  not  heed  me  ?" 

"  Whatever  has  produced  their  misfortunes,  Allah  only  knows,** 
said  the  grand  vizier;  "it  is  as  much  their  duty  to  submit, 
as  it  is  ours  to  take  advantage  of  them.  We  must  do  every- 
thing to  secure  ourselves  affainst  the  power  of  our  enemies. 
You  must  say  to  the  King  of  England  that  the  asylum  of  tbe 
universe  is  ready  to  do  everything  to  assist  him ;  and,  as  he 
is  a  man  of  tbe  sea,  you  will  just  throw  out  the  possibility  of 
his  obtaining  a  command  of  the  Shah's  grab  (ship  of  war)  iu  the 
Caspian  Sea.  As  for  the  famous  general  of  whom  the  Shah  spoke, 
(may  the  holy  Prophet  take  him  in  his  holy  ke«^ing !)  when  once 
we  have  obtained  possession  of  him,  Inshallah  .'not  one  Russian 
will  we  leave  on  this  side  the  Caucasus  ;  and  it  will  be  well  for 
them  if  we  do  not  carry  our  arms  to  the  very  walls  of  Peters- 
burg." 

To  all  these  instructions  all  I  had  to  say  was,  "  Yes,  upon 
my  eyes  be  it !"  and  when  I  had  fully  understood  tbe  object  of 
my  mission,  I  took  my  departure,  in  order  to  make  prq>arations 
for  my  journey. 


THE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY. 

Physiookomy  is  the  most  important  of  ail  studies.  Well  versed 
in  this  science,  no  man  wilt  be  cursed  with  a  scolding  wife,  a  pilferiog 
servant,  or  an  imbecile  teacher  for  the  offspring  of  his  connubial  feli- 
city. It  has  ever  been  my  favourite  pursuit;  and,  when  a  child,  I 
would  not  have  tossed  up  with  a  pieman  if  be  had  exhibited  a  crusty 
countenance.  Lavater's  immortal  works  are  my  vad^  mecum,  and  I 
have  carefully  collected  engraved  portraits  to  discover  the  character 
of  every  individual  the  limner  had  painted  ere  I  read  their  lives.     I 

lately  found  that  the  Marquis  of had  pursued  a  similar  plan. 

His  splendid  gallery  of  pictures  is  well  known  in  all  Europe ;  but  his 

collection  of  portraits  at  his  favourite  seat  in has  been  seen  but 

by  a  few  privileged  persons,  and  I,  fortunately,  was  one  of  the  num- 
ber, having  been  taken  to  his  delightful  mansion  by  his  librarian,  an 
old  college  chvm. 

Over  the  entrance  of  this  gallery  is  an  allegorical  painting  b^  Wat* 
teau,  or  Lancret,  which  my  guide  explained.  On  the  summit  of  a 
rock,  apparently  of  granite,  and  older  than  the  Deluge,  rose  tbe 
Temple  of  Fame.  Tlie  paths  that  led  to  it,  were  steep  and  intricate, 
difficulties  that  were  not  foreseen  by  the  travellers  tempted  to  thread 
this  labyrinth  by  the  roseate  bowers  that  formed  their  entrance, 
inviting  tlie  weary  pilgrim  to  seek  a  soft  repose  in  their  refreshing 
shade.  But  when  he  awoke  from  his  peaceful  slumber  and  delicious 
visions,  renovated  and  invigorated,  to  pursue  his  journey,  the  scene 
soon  changed ;  brambles,  bushes,  and  tangling  weeds  impeded  his 
path;  and,  despite  the  apparent  solidity  of  the  ground  he  trod, 
quicksands  and  moving  bogs  would  often  dishearten  the  most  adven- 
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turvub  Mumeroui  were  the  traTellers  who  strove  to  ascend  the 
height,  but  few  attained  its  wished-for  summit ;  while  many  of  themr 
overcome  with  fatigue,  and  despairing  of  success,  stopped  at  some 
of  the  bouses  of  reception,  bad,  good,  and  indifferent,  that  they 
found  on  tbe  road-side. 

However,  the  back  part  of  the  acclivity  presented  a  different  pro- 
spect There,  the  rock  formed  a  terrific  precipice,  that  no  one  could 
sscend  by  the  ordinary  means  of  locomotion.  A  balloon  at  that  pe- 
riod had  not  been  invented  ;  yet  I  beheld  a  good  number  of  visitors 
merrily  hopping  over  the  flowery  mead  that  led  to  the  temple,  culling 
posies  and  running  after  butterflies,  and  in  hearty  fits  of  laughter 
on  beholding  the  poor  pilgarlicks  who  were  puffing  and  blowing 
in  vain  to  climb  up  the  other  face  of  the  hill.  The  success  of  these 
fortunate  adventurers  amazed  me,  until  my  deerone  pointed  out  to 
tne,  a  personage  fantastically  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion,  be- 
whiskered  and  moustached,  hoisting  up  his  favourite  companions  with 
a  rope,  securely  fastened  to  the  brink  of  the  difl\  This  individual,  I 
found,  was  a  brother  of  the  goddess,  and  his  name  was  Effrontu*. 
His  sister  had  long  endeavoured  to  rid  herself  of  his  importunities, 
and  had  frequently  complained  to  Jupiter  to  send  the  knave  out  of 
the  country ;  but  the  fellow  had  so  ingratiated  himself  at  court,— 
more  especially  with  the  ladies,  one  of  whom,  by  name  Famoia, 
supported  him  in  all  his  extravagancies, — that  he  snapped  his  fingers 
at  bis  sister,  and,  by  means  of  a  latch-key,  (forged  by  Vulcan  as  a 
reward  to  Mercury  for  his  vigilance  over  his  wife,  when  he  was  obliged 
to  be  absent  in  bis  workshop,)  he  could  admit  his  impertinent 
cronies  into  the  very  sanctum  of  her  abode,  where  they  not  only  re- 
velled in  every  luxury,  but  actually  sent  out  their  scouts  and  tigers 
to  increase  the  obstacles  that  rendered  the  roads  up  the  hill  more  im- 
practicable, and  terrify  by  alarming  reports  tbe  timid  voyagers  who 
were  struggling  up  the  rugged  steep.  The  contrast  between  these 
adventurers  was  curious.  The  creatures  f^  Effronttu,  whom  he  had 
hoisted  up,  were  all  clad  in  cloth  of  gold,  or  in  black  suits  of  silk 
and  broadcloth,  and  some  of  them  wore  large  wigs  of  various  forms 
and  dimensions ;  while  the  poor  pilgrims  were  all  in  tatters,  and,  to 
all  appearance,  not  rich  enough  to  purchase  wigs,  although  they  most 
needed  them,  as  they  were  nearly  all  bald  or  greyheaded.  Howbeit, 
these  fortuoate  candidates  for  celebrity  were  not  always  prosperous ; 
for  the  height  they  had  ascended,  swinging  to  and  fro  by  the  rope 
ot  Effrontiu,  like  boys  bird-nesting  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  suspended 
jrom  the  cliff,  frequently  made  them  giddy,  and  occasioned  vertigoes 
and  dimness  of  sight,  in  consequence  of  which  they  would  sometimes 
&1I  over  the  precipice  when  they  fancied  they  were  roaming  about  in 
security,  and  were  dashed  to  pieces  in  the  very  dirty  valley  where 
not  long  before  they  had  grovelled. 

This  allegory  appeared  to  me  ingenious ;  but  when  my  guide 
opened  the  door,  and  I  found  myself  in  a  room  hung  round  with  por- 
traits of  celebrated  physicians,  I  observed  that  the  painting  was  most 
applicable  to  the  gallery.  My  companion  smiled  at  my  remark,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  describe  some  of  the  doctorswhose  likenesses  I  beheld.  He 
said  *■  This  gentleman,  so  finicatly  dressed,  with  powdered  curls,  Brus- 
sels lace  frills  and  ruffles,  was  tbe  celebrated  Da.  Dulckt.  You  may 
perceive  that  a  smile  of  self-complacency  plays  on  his  simpering  coun- 
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teDBUce,  yet  his  brow  portrays  some  enxioui  caret,  arising  from  in- 
ordinate vanity :  and  those  furrows  on  the  forehead  show  that,  forta- 
nale  as  he  may  have  beeiii  ambition  would  sometimes  ruffle  hii  pillow. 

Dulcet  was  of  a  )ow  origin,  and  his  education  had  been  much  neg- 
lected i  however,  be  possessed  a  good  figure,  handsome  features,  and 
a  tolerable  share  of  impudence.  When  an  apothecary's  apprentice, 
bis  advantageous  points  had  been  perceived  by  a  discrim  ins  ting 
duchess,  who  sent  him  to  Aberdeen  to  graduate;  and  shortly  aAer 
his  return,  he  was  introduced  to  royalty  and  fashion.  Aware  of  tha 
fickleness  of  Fortune,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  miseries  that 
attend  ber  frowns,  he  displayed  a  tact  in  courting  the  beldame's 
favour  that  would  have  done  honour  to  the  most  experienced  aod 
tanny  emigrant  from  the  Land  of  Caket  roving  over  the  world  in  search 
of  br^id.  He  commenced  his  career,  by  courdng  the  old  and  the 
ugly  of  the  fair  sex,  and  devoting  his  petitt  aoma  to  all  the  little 
urchins  whom  lie  was  called  to  attend.  Handsome  women  he  well 
knew  were  satiated  with  adulation,  whereas  flattery  was  a  god-send 
to  those  ladies  who  were  not  so  advantageously  gifted:  these  he 
complimented  on  their  intellectual  superiority,  their  enlightened 
mind,  "  that  in  itself  contains  the  living  fountams  of  beauteous  and 
sublime."  Though  the  object  of  his  attentions  never  opened  a  book, 
save  aod  excepting  the  I^ady's  Magazine,  or  read  any  thing  but  ac- 
counts of  fashioDable,/W»i«,  offences,  and  births,  deaths,  and  mar- 
riages in  the  newspapers,  he  would  discourse  upon  literature  and  arts, 
bring  them  publications  as  intelligible  to  them  as  a  Hebrew  Talmud, 
ask  their  opinion  of  every  new  novel  or  celebrated  painting, — any  po- 
pular opera  or  favourite  performer.  If  the  lady  had  children,  the 
ugliest  little  toad  was  called  an  angel ;  and  such  of  the  imps  who  had 
been  favoured  by  nature  in  cross-breeding,  he  would  swear  were  the 
image  of  their  mother.  To  court  the  creatures,  be  constantly  gave 
them  sugar-plums  (which  afforded  the  double  advantage  of  ministering 
to  their  gluttony  and  to  his  friend  the  ^mthecary) ;  while  he  presented 
them  with />re%  little  books  otptcturei,  aod  nice  toys.  He  had,  more- 
over, ahappyknack  of  squeezing  out  a  sympathetic  tear  from  the  comer 
of  his  eye  whenever  the  brat  roared  from  pain  or  perversity  ;  and  on 
those  occasions  be  would  screw  his  eyes  until  the  crystal  drop  waa 
made  to  fall  upon  the  mother's  alabaster  hand.  It  is  needless  to  add, 
that  the  whole  coterie  rang  with  the  extreme  sensibility,  the  excellent 
heart  of  tbe  dear  doctor,  who  bad  saved  the  darling's  life,  although 
nothing  had  ailed  the  sweet  pet  but  an  over-stuffing. 

Another  quality  recommended  him  to  female  protection.  Husbands 
and  father  she  ever  considered  as  intruders  in  a  consultation  :  he  mere- 
ly looked  upon  them  as  the  bankers  of  tbe  ladies.  It  is  true  that,  after 
a  domestic  breeze,  his  visits,  were  sometimes  dispensed  with  for  a  short 
time  ;  but  dreadful  hysterics,  that  kept  the  whole  house  in  an  uproar 
both  night  and  day,  soon  brought  back  tbe  doctor,  who  was  tbe  only 
person  who  knew  mj/  lad}/'*  constitution,  and  on  these  occasion*  the 
lady's  lord  was  too  happy  to  take  his  hat  and  seek  a  refuge  at  Crock- 
ford's,  or  some  otber  consolatory  refuge  from  nerves.  It  was  certainly 
true  that  Dulcet  had  made  many  important  discoveries  in  the  treatment 
of  ladies'  affections.  For  instance,  he  had  ascertained  that  a  pair  of 
bays  were  more  effectual  in  curing  spasms,  than  chestnuts  or  greys, 
unless  his  patient  preferred  them.  Then,  again,  he  was  convinced  that 
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Randell  and  Bridge  kept  better  remediei  than  Savory  and  Moore : 
a  box  at  the  Opera  wai  an  iafallible  cure  for  a  head-ache ;  and  the  air 
of  Brighton  was  abcolately  necesBar;  when  its  salutary  effects  were 
incresMd  by  the  breath  of  Royalty.  Cards  he  looked  upon  ac  in- 
diipens^le>  to  prevent  ladies  from  taking  laudanum ;  and  a  successful 
game  of  eearti  was  aa  effectual  an  opiate,  as  extract  of  lettuce, — one 
of  his  most  lavourite  druge. 

In  this  career  of  prosperity,  a  circumstance  arose  that  for  a  time 
damped  his  ardour.  Dulcet  had  attended  an  East-Indian  widow,  the 
wealthy  relict  of  a  civil  servant  of  the  Company.  Her  hand  and  for- 
tune would  have  enabled  the  doctor  to  throw  physic  to  the  dogs,  and 
all  the  nasty  little  brats  whom  he  idolised  after  it.  He  had  succeed- 
ed in  becoming  a  great  favourite.  The  disconsolate  ladv  could  not 
eat,  drink,  or  sleep,  without  giving  him  his  guinea.  Sne  scarcely 
knew  at  what  end  she  was  to  break  an  egg,  or  how  many  grains  of 
salt  she  could  safely  put  in  it,  without  bis  opinion ;  but,  unfortunately, 
there  was  a  certain  colonel,  an  old  friend  of  her  former  husband,  who 
WHS  a  constant  visitor,  and  who  seemed  to  share  with  her  medical 
attendant  the  lady's  confidence.  Though  Dulcet  ordered  her  not  to 
receive  visitors  when  in  a  nervous  state,  somehow  or  other  the  coIo- 
nel  had  been  admitted.  On  such  occasions  be  would  shake  his  head 
in  the  most  sapient  manner,  and  observe  that  the  pulse  was  much 
agitated ;  but  he  did  not  dare  forbid  these  (to  him)  dangerous  visits, 
and  therefore  endeavoured  to  attain  his  ends  by  a  more  circuitous 
route,  and  gain  time  until  the  colonel's  departure  for  Bengal  afforded 
him  the  vantage-ground  of  absence.  The  widow  would  sometimes 
complain  of  her  moping  and  lonely  life.  On  tliese  occasions  Dulcet 
would  delicately  hint  that  at  tome  futttre  period  a  change  of  condition 
might  be  desirable,  and  the  widow  would  then  sigh  deeply,  and  per- 
chance shed  a  few  tears,  (whether  from  the  recollection  of  her  dear 
departed  husband,  or  the  idea  of  the  'fiOure period'  of  this  change 
of  condition, — afuturitj/  which  was  tine  dit, — I  cannot  pretend  to  say) ; 
but  the  doctor  strove  to  impress  upon  her  mind,  that  in  her  prtient 
delicate  slate,  the  cares  of  a  &mily,  the  pangs  of  absence,  the  turmoil 
of  aociety,  would  shake  her  'too  tender  frame '  to  very  atoms,  nhile 
the  slightest  shadow  of  an  unkind  shade  would  break  her  senEitive 
heart;  whereas  a  UttU  tranquillity  would  soon  restore  her  to  that  so- 
ciety of  which  she  was  considered  the  brightest  ornament !  And  then 
the  sigh  would  become  still  deeper,  and  the  tears  would  trickle  down 
her  pallid  cheek  with  increased  rapidity,  until  Dulcet  actually  fancied 
that  'the  Heaven-moving  pearls'  were  not  beaded  in  sorrow,  but 
were  'shed  from  Nature  like  a  kindly  shower.'  Still  he  knew  the 
sex  too  well,  to  venture  upon  so  delicate  a  subject  as  matrimonial  con- 
solation ;  and  he,  with  no  little  reluctance,  parted  with  a  few  fees  to 
obtain  some  intelligence  regarding  the  lady's  toilet-thoughts  and  con- 
versation with  her  favourite  woman,  a  certain  cunning  abigail  named 
Mercer.  Mercer  was  of  course  subject  to  nervous  affections,  which 
she  caught  from  her  mistress ;  and  Dulcet  was  as  kind  to  the  maid 
as  to  her  lady,  well  knowing  that  as  no  hero  ia  a  great  man  in  the 
eyes  of  his  valet,  no  widow  was  crystalised  with  her  waiting-maid. 
Ihe  visits  of  the  colonel  had  not  been  as  frequent  as  usual ;  nay. 
Dulcet  fancied  that  he  was  received  with  some  coolness,  and  on  this 
intpOTtant  matter  Mercer  was  prudently  consulted.   The  result  of  the 
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conference  fully  confinned  the  doctor's  ibndeat  hopes ;  for  he  learnt 
from  Mercer  that '  her  missus  liked  him  above  all  things,  and  was  ne- 
ver by  no  means  half  as  fond  of  the  colonel,  as  ghe  knew  for  certain 
that  ^ose  soldier-officers  were  not  better  than  they  ought  to  be,  and 
there  were  red-rags  on  every  bush.'  This  commnnication,  although 
made  with  cockney  vulgarity,  had  a  more  powerful  effect  upon  the 
doctor  than  had  he  beard  Demosthenes  or  Cicero  ;  and  he  could  have 
embraced  the  girl  with  delight  and  gratitude  had  he  dared  it, — but 
she  was  handsomer  than  her  mistress  :  he,  moreover,  fancied  that  such 
a  condescension  might  tempt  the  girl's  vanity  to  boast  of  the  favour ; 
but  he  gave  her  something  more  substantial  than  a  kiss, — a  diatnond 
ring -that  graced  his  little  finger,  and  which  he  always  displayed  to 
advantage  when  feeling  a  tender  pulse. 

Dulcet  now  altered  his  plan  of  campaign,  redoubled  his  assiduity, 
assured  the  widow  that  she  was  fast  recovering  her  pristine  strength 
and  healthy  glow,  and  recommended  her  to  shorten  the  'futurity 
of  the  period '  he  had  alluded  to ;  assuring  her  that  now  the  cares 
of  a  family  would  give  her  occupation,  and  society  once  more  would 
hail  her  presence  with  delight.  In  her  sweet  smiles  of  satisfactioD 
he  read  his  future  bliss  and  independence.  The  colonel  never  came 
to  the  house ;  and,  one  day,  our  doctor  was  on  the  point  of  declaring 
the  purity  and  the  warmth  of  big  affection,  when  the  widow  rendered 
the  avowal  needless,  informing  him  that  she  had  resolved  to  follow  his 
kind  advice,  and  that  the  ensuing  week  she  was  to  be  married  to  the 
COLONBL,  who  had  gone  down  into  the  country  to  regulate  his  af. 
fairs.  The  blow  fell  upon  Dulcet  like  an  apoplexy.  Prudence  made 
him  cODceal  the  bitterness  of  his  disappointment,  and  even  induced 
him  to  be  present  at  the  wedding  breakfast ;  though  his  appetite 
was  doubly  impaired  when  he  found  that  Miss  Mercer  had  married 
the  colonel's  valet,  and  he  beheld  his  diamond  guarding  her  wed- 
ding-ring, while  an  ironical  smile  showed  biro,  what  little  faith  yna 
to  be  reposed  in  ladies'  women. 

The  report  of  this  adventure  entertained  the  town  for  nine  days  ; 
but  on  the  tenth,  through  the  patronage  of  his  protectresses,  Dulcet 
was  dubbed  a  knight,  and  soon  after  married  a  cheesemonger's 
daughter,  ugly  enough  to  have  a  hereditary  claim  to  virtue  ;  but  who 
possessed  an  ample  fortune,  and  was  most  anxious  to  become  a  lady. 

The  librarian  was  proceeding  to  give  me  an  account  of  the  nest 
personage,  a  Dr.  Cleaver,  when  the  bell  rung  for  dinuer,  and  we 
adjourned  our  illustrations  until  the  following  morning. 


THE  SORROWS  OF  LIFE. 
Who  would  lecal  departed  dsys  and  years 
To  tiead  again  the  dark  and  clieerles*  road. 
Which,  leading  through  this  glooray  vale  of  tears. 
His  weary  feet  in  pain  and  toil  have  trod ! 
I  've  felt  the  bitterness  of  grief — I  've  shed 
Such  tears  as  only  wretched  mortals  pour, 
And  wish'd  among  the  calm  and  quiet  dead 
To  find  my  sorrows  and  toy  sufleriiigs  o'er ; 
Yet  firm  in  heart  and  hope  I  still  b«ir  np. 
And  onward  steer  my  course — a  true  "  Flace-up." 
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Bkfobb  we  plunge  headlong  into  this  paper,  let  us  at  once 
confess  to  a  fondnetts  for  pantomimes— to  a  gentle  sympathjr 
with  clowns  and  pantaloons — to  an  unoualified  admiration  of 
harlequins  and  colutnbines — to  a  chaste  aelight  in  every  action 
of  tlieir  brief  existence,  Taried  and  many-coloured  as  those 
actions  are,  and  inconsistent  though  they  occasionally  be  with 
those  rigid  and  formal  rules  of  propriety  which  regulate  the 
proceedings  of  meaner  and  less  comprehensive  minds.  We 
revel  in  pantomimes — not  because  they  dazzle  one's  eyes  with 
tinsel  and  gold  leaf;  not  because  they  present  to  us,  once  again, 
the  well-beloved  chalked  faces,  and  goggle  eyes  of  our  child- 
hood ;  not  even  because,  like  Christmas-day,  and  Twelfth-night, 
and  Shrove  Tuesday,  and  one's  own  hirth-day,  they  come  to  us 
but  once  a-year ; — our  attachment  is  founded  on  a  graver  and  a 
very  different  reason.  A  pantomime  is  to  us,  a  mirror  of  life ; 
nay  more,  we  maintain  that  it  is  so  to  audiences  generally,  al- 
though they  are  not  aware  of  it ;  and  that  this  very  circum- 
stance is  the  secret  cause  of  their  amusement  and  delight. 

Let  us  take  a  slight  example.  The  scene  is  a  street :  an 
elderly  gentleman,  with  a  large  face,  and  strongly  marked  fea- 
tures, appears.  His  countenance  beams  with  a  sunny  smile, 
and  a  perpetual  dimple  is  on  his  broad  red  cheek.  He  is  evi- 
dently an  opulent  elderly  gentleman,  comfortable  in  circum- 
stances, and  well  to  do  in  the  world.  He  is  not  unmindful  of 
the  adornment  of  his  person,  for  be  is  richly,  not  to  say  gaudily 
dressed ;  and  that  he  indulges  to  a  reasonable  extent  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  table,  may  be  inferred  from  the  joyous  and  oily 
manner  in  which  he  rubs  his  stomach,  by  way  of  informing  the 
audience  that  he  is  going  home  to  dinner.  In  the  fullness  of  his 
heart,  in  the  fancied  security  of  wealth,  in  the  possession  and 
enjoyment  of  all  the  good  things  of  life,  the  elderly  gentle- 
man suddenly  loses  his  footing,  and  stumbles.  How  toe  au- 
dience roar  I  He  is  set  upon  by  a  noisy  and  officious  crowd, 
who  buffet  and  cuff  him  unmercifully.  They  scream  with  de- 
light .'  £very  time  the  elderly  gentleman  struggles  to  get  up, 
his  rdentless  persecutors  knock  him  down  again.  The  specta^ 
tors  are  convulsed  with  merriment !  And  when  at  last  the 
elderly  gentleman  does  get  up,  and  staggers  away,  despoiled  of 
hat,  wig,  and  clothing,  himseu  battered  to  pieces,  and  his  watch 
and  money  gone,  they  are  exhausted  with  laughter,  and  express 
their  merriment  and  admiration  in  rounds  of  applause. 

Is  this  like  life ?  Change  the  scene  to  any  real  street; — to 
the   Stock   Exchange,  or  the   City  banker's;    the  merchant's 
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Goundiig-house>  or  even  the  tradesoaan's  shop.  See  any  one  of 
these  men  fall, — the  more  suddenly,  and  the-  nearer  the  zenith 
of  hia  pride  and  riches,  the  better.  What  a  wild  hallo  is  raised 
over  bis  prostrate  carcase  by  the  shouting  mob ;  how  they 
whoop  ana  yell  as  he  lies  humbled  beneath  them  I  Mark  how 
eagerly  tbey  set  upon  him  when  he  is  down ;  and  how  they 
mock  and  deride  him  as  he  slinks  away.  Why,  it  is  the  pan- 
tomime to  the  very  letter. 

Of  all  the  pantomimic  dramatis  penona,  we  consider  the 
pantaloon  the  most  worthless  and  delsauched.  Independent  of 
the  dislike,  one  naturally  feels  at  seeing  a  gentleman  of  his  years 
engaged  in  pursuits  highly  unbecoming  big  gravity  and  time 
of  life,  we  cannot  conceal  from  ourselves  the  fact  that  he  is  a 
treacherous  worldly-minded  old  villain,  constantly  enticing  his 
Tounger  companion,  Ihe  clown,  into  acts  of  fraud  or  petty 
larceny,  and  generally  standing  aside  to  watch  the  result  of  the 
enterprise :  if  it  be  successful, lie  never  forgets  to  return  for  his 
dure  of  the  spoil ;  but  if  it  turn  out  a  failure,  he  generally 
retires  with  remarkable  caution  and  expedition,  and  keeps 
carefully  aloof  until  the  affair  has  blown  over.  His  amorous 
propensities,  too,  are  eminently  disagreeable;  and  his  mode  of 
addressing  ladies  in  the  open  street  at  noon-day  is  downright 
improper,  being  usually  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  perceptiUe 
tickling  of  the  aforesaid  ladies  in  the  waist,  after  committing 
which,  he  starts  bock,  manifestly  ashamed  (as  well  ho  may  bej 
of  hia  own  indecorum  and  temerity ;  continuing,  nevertheless,  to 
ogle  and  beckon  to  them  from  a  distance  in  a  very  unpleasant 
and  immoral  manner. 

Is  there  any  man  who  cannot  count  a  dozen  pantaloons  in  his 
own  social  circle  F  Is  there  any  man  who  has  not  seen  them 
swarming  at  the  west  end  of  the  town  on  a  sunshiny  day  or  a 
.  Bummer''s  evening,  goiog  through  the  last-named  pantomimic 
feats  with  as  mucli  liquorish  energy,  and  as  total  an  absence  of 
reserve,  as  if  they  were  on  the  very  stage  itself?  We  can  tell 
upon  our  fingers  a  dozen  pantaloons  of  our  acquaintance  at  this 
moment  —  capital  pantaloons,  who  have  been  performing  all 
kinds  of  strange  freaks,  to  the  great  amusement  of  their  friends 
and  acquaintance,  for  years  past ;  and  who  to  this  day  are 
making  such  comical  and  ineffectual  attempts  to  be  young  and 
dissolute,  that  all  beholders  are  like  to  die  with  laughter. 

Take  that  old  gentleman  who  has  just  emerged  from  the 
Cafe  de  VEurope  in  the  Haymarket,  where  he  has  been  dining 
at  the  expense  of  the  young  man  upon  town  with  whom  he 
shakes  hands  as  they  part  at  the  door  of  the  tavern.  The 
affected  warmth  of  that  shake  of  the  hand,  the  courteous  nod, 
the  obvious  recollection  of  the  dinner,  the  savoury  flavour  of 
which,  still  hangs  upon  his  lips,  are  all  characteristics  of  his 
great  prototype.  He  hobbles  away  humming  an  opera  tune, 
and  twirling  his  cane  to  and  fro,  with  affected  carelessness. 
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Suddenly  he  stopp — ^'tis  at  the  milliner's  viodoir.  He  peeps 
through  one  of  the  large  panes  of  glass ;  and,  his  vieir  of  the 
ladies  within  being  obstructed  by  the  India  shawls,  directs  his 
attentions  to  the  young  girl  with  the  bandbox  in  her  hand,  who 
is  gazing  in  at  the  window  also.  See !  he  draws  beside  her. 
He  coughs ;   she  turns  away  from  him.     He  draws   near  her 

r'oi  she  disr^ards  him.  He  gleefully  chucks  her  under 
chin,  and,  retreating  a  few  steps,  nods  and  beckons  with 
fantastic  grimaces,  while  the  girl  bestows  a  contemptuous  and 
supercilious  look  upon  his  wrinkled  visage.  She  turns  away 
with  a  flounce,  and  th^  old  gentleman  trots  after  her  with  a 
toothless  chuckle.     The  pantaloon  to  the  life  ! 

But  the  close  resemblance  which  the  clowns  of  the  stage  bear 
to  those  of  everyday  life,  is  perfectly  extraordinary,  Some 
people  talk  with  a  sign  of  the  decline  of  pantomime,  and  mur- 
iDur  in  low  and  dismal  tones  the  name  of  Grimaldi.  We  mean 
DO  disparagement  to  the  worthy  and  excell^it  old  man  when  we 
ray,  that  this  is  downright  nonsense.  Clowns  that  beat  Gri- 
maldi all  to  nothing  turn  up  every  day,  and  nobody  patronises 
them — UKve's  the  pity  ! 

"  I  know  who  you  'mean,"  says  some  dirty-fiued  patron  of 
Mr.  Osbaldistone's,  laying  down  the  Miscellany  when  he  has 
got  thus  far;  and  bestowing  upon  vacancy  a  most  knowing 
glance :  '*  you  mean  C.  J.  Smith  as  did  Guy  Fawkes,  and 
George  Barnwell,  at  the  Garden.''  The  dirty-»ced  gentleman 
has  hardly  uttered  the  words  when  he  is  interrupted  by  a  young 
gentleman  in  no  shirt-collar  and  a  Petersham  coat.  *'  No,  no," 
■ays  the  young  gentleman ;  '*  he  means  Brown,  King,  and 
Gibson,  at  the  'Delphi."  Now,  with  great  deference  both  to 
the  first-named  gentleman  with  the  dirty  face,'  and  the  last- 
named  gentleman  in  the  non-existing  shirt-collar,  we  do  not 
mean,  eitbo'  the  performer  who  so  grotesquely  burlesqued  the 
I\>pish  conspirator,  or  the  three  unchangeables  who  have  been 
daodng  the  same  dance  under  different  imposing  titles,  and 
doing  the  same  thing  under  various  high-sounding  names,  for 
some  five  or  six  years  last  past.  We  have  no  sooner  made  this 
avowal  than  the  public,  who  have  hitherto  been  silent  wit- 
nesses (^  the  dispute,  inquire  what  on  earth  it  is  we  do  mean ; 
and,  with  becoming  respect,  we  proceed  to  tell  them. 

It  is  very  well  known  to  all  play-goers  and  pantomime-seers, 
that  the  scenes  in  which  a  theatrical  clown  is  at  the  very  height 
of  his  glory  are  those  which  are  described  in  the  play-bills  as 
*'  Cheesemonger's  shop,  and  Crockery  warehouse,"  or  "  Tailor's 
shop,  and  Mrs.  Queertable's  boarding-house,"  or  places  bearing 
some  such  title,  where  the  great  fun  of  the  thing  consists  in  the 
hero's  taking  lodgings  which  he  has  not  the  slightest  intention 
of  paying  for,  or  obtaining  goods  under  false  pretences,  or  abs- 
tracting the  stock-in-trade  of  the  respectable  shopkeeper  next 
door,  or  robbing  warehouse-porters  as  they  pass  under  his  wiit- 
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dow,  or,  to  shorten  the  catarof^e,  in  his  gwindliog  ererybody  he 
possibly  cwi ;  it  only  remsininfr  to  be  observed,  that  the  more 
extensive  the  swindling  is,  and  the  more  barefaced  the  impu- 
dence of  the  swindler,  the  greater  the  rapture  and  ecstasy  of 
the  audience.  Now  it  is  a  most  remarkable  fact  that  precisely 
this  sort  of  thing  occurs  in  real  life  day  after  day,  and  nobody 
sees  the  humour  of  it.  Let  us  illustrate  our  position  by  de- 
tailing the  plot  of  this  portion  of  the  pantomime— not  of  the 
theatre,  but  of  life. 

The  Honourable  Captain  Fitz- Whisker  Fiercy,  attended  by 
his  livery-servant  Do^em, — a  most  respectable  servant  to  look  at, 
who  has  grown  grey  in  the  service  of  the  captain's  family, — ■ 
views,  treats  for,  and  ultimately  obtains  possession  of,  the  un- 
furnished house,  such  a  number,  such  a  street.  All  the  trades- 
men in  the  neighbourhood  are  in  agonies  of  competition  for  the 
captain's  custom ;  the  captain  is  a  good-natured,  kind-hearted, 
easy  man,  and,  to  avoid  being  the  cause  of  disappointment  to 
any,  he  most  handsomely  gives  orders  to  all.  Hampers  of 
wine,  baskets  of  provisions,  cart-loads  of  furniture,  boxes  of 
jewellery,  supplies  of  luxuries  of  the  costliest  description,  flock 
to  the  house  of  the  Honourable  Captain  Fitz-Whiaker  Fiercv, 
where  they  are  received  with  the  utmost  readiness  by  the  highly 
respectable  Do'em  ;  while  the  captain  himself  struts  and  swag- 
gers about  with  that  compound  air  of  conscious  superiority,  and 
general  blood-thirstiness,  which  a  military  captain  should  al- 
ways, and  does  most  times  wear,  to  the  admiration  and  (error 
of  plebeian  men.  But  the  tradesmen's  backs  are  no  sooner 
turned,  than  the  captain,  with  all  the  eccentricity  of  a  mighty 
mind,  and  assisted  by  the  faithful  Do'em,  whose  devoted  fidelity 
is  not  the  least  touching  part  of  his  character,  disposes  of  every- 
thing to  great  advantage ;  for,  although  the  articles  fetch  small 
sums,  still  they  are  sold  considerably  above  cost  pHce,  the  cost 
to  the  captain  having  been  nothing  at  all.  After  various 
manoeuvres,  the  imposture  is  discovered,  Fitz-Fiercv  and  Do'em 
■re  recognised  as  confederates,  and  the  police-oflice  to  which 
they  are  both  uken  is  thronged  with  their  dupes. 

Who  can  fail  to  recognise  in  this,  the  exact  couuterpart  of 
the  best  portion  of  a  theatrical  pantomime  —  Fitz- Whisker 
Fiercy  by  the  clown  ;  Do'em  by  the  pantaloon  ;  and  supernu- 
meraries by  the  tradesmen  ?  The  best  of  the  joke,  too,  is,  that 
the  very  coal-merchant  who  is  loudest  in  his  complaints  against 
the  person  who  defrauded  him,  is  the  identical  man  who  sat  in 
the  centre  of  the  very  front  row  of  the  pit  lost  night  and 
laughed  the  most  boisterously  at  this  very  same  thing, — and 
not  so  well  done  either.  Talk  of  Grimaldi,  we  say  again ! 
Did  Orimaldi,  in  his  best  days,  ever  do  anything  in  this  way 
equal  to  Da  Costa  P 

The  mention  of  this  latter  justly-celebrated  clown  reminds 
ut  of  his  last  piece  of  humour,  the  fraudulently  obtuning  ca- 

n,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


THE   PANTOMIME   OF   LIFE.  095 

tain  stamped  acceptaoces  from  a  young  gentleman  in  the  army. 
We  had  scarcely  hiid  down  our  pea  to  contemplate  for  a  few 
moments  this  admirable  actor's  performance  ot  that'  exquisite 
practical  joke,  than  a  new  hranca  of  our  subject  flashed  sud- 
denly upon  us.     So  we  take  it  up  again  at  once. 

All  people  who  have  been  behind  the  scenes,  and  most  people 
who  have  been  before  them,  know,  that  in  the  representation  of 
a  pantomime,  a  good  many  men  are  sent  upon  the  stage  for  the 
express  purpose  of  being  cheated,  or  knocked  down,  or  both. 
Now,  down  to  a  moment  ago,  we  had  never  been  able  to  under- 
stand for  what  possible  purpose  a  great  number  of  odd,  lazy; 
large-headed  men,  whom  one  is  in  the  habit  of  meeting  here,  and 
there,  and  everywhere,  could  ever  have  been  created.  We  see 
it  all,  now.  They  are  the  supernumeraries  in  the  pantomime 
of  life ;  the  men  who  have  been  thrust  into  it,  with  no  other 
view  than  to  be  constantly  tumbling  over  each  other,  and 
running  their  heads  against  all  sorts  of  strange  things.  We 
sat  opposite  to  one  of  these  men  at  a  supper-table,  only  last 
week.  Now  we  think  of  it,  he  was  exactly  like  the  gentlemen 
with  the  pasteboard  heads  and  faces,  who  do  the  corresponding 
business  in  the  theatrical  pantomimes ;  there  was  the  same 
broad  stolid  simper — the  same  dull  leaden  eye — the  same  un- 
meaning, vacant  stare ;  and  whatever  was  said,  or  whatever  was 
done,  he  always  came  in  at  precisely  the  wrong  place,  or  jostled 
against  something  that  he  nad  not  the  slightest  business  with. 
We  looked  at  the  man  across  the  table,  again  and  again ;  and 
could  not  satisfy  ourselves  what  race  of  beings  to  class  him  with: 
How  very  odd  that  this  never  occurred  to  us  before  t 

We  will  frankly  own  that  we  have  been  much  troubled  with 
the  harlequin.  We  see  harlequins  of  so  many  kinds  in  the  real 
living  pantomime,  that  we  hardly  know  which  to  select  as  the 
proper  fellow  of  him  of  the  theatres.  At  one  time  we  were  dis- 
posed to  think  that  the  harlequin  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  a  young  man  of  family  and  independent  property,  who 
had  run  away  with  an  opera-dancer,  and  was  foolmg  bis  life 
and  his  means  away  in  light  and  trivial  amusements.  On  re- 
flection, however,  we  remembered  that  harlequins  are  occa- 
aionally  guilty  of  witty,  and  even  clever  acts,  and  we  are  rather 
disposed  to  acquit  our  young  men  of  family  and  independent 
property,  generally  speaking,  of  any  such  misdemeanours.  On 
a  more  mature  conaideration  of  the  subject,  we  have  arrived  at 
the  conclusion,  that  the  harlequins  of  life  are  just  ordinary  men, 
to  be  found  in  no  particular  walk  or  degree,  on  whom  a  certain 
station,  or  particular  conjunction  of  circumstances,  confers  the 
noagic  wand ;  and  this  brings  us  to  a  few  words  on  the  panto- 
mime of  public  and  politic  life,  which  we  shall  say  at  once, 
and  then  conclude ;  merely  premising  in  this  place,  that  we  de- 
cline any  reference  whatever  to  the  columbine :  being  in  no  wise 
satisfied  of  the  nature  of  her  connexion  with  her  parti-ndoured 
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lover,  and  not  feeling  by  any  means  clear  that  we  should  be 
iustified  in  introducing  her  to  the  virtuous  and  respectaMe 
ladies  who  peruse  our  lucubrations. 

We  take  it  that  the  commencement  of  a  session  of  partiament 
is  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  drawing  up  of  the  curtain  for 
a  grand  comic  pantomime ;  and  that  his  Majesty's  most  gracious 
speech,  on  the  opening  thereof,  may  he  not  inaptly  compared  to 
the  clown's  opening  speech  of  "  Here  we  are  I"  '*  My  lords 
and  gentlemen,  here  we  are  l""  appears,  to  our  mind  at  least,  to 
be  a  very  good  abstract  of  the  point  and  meaning  of  the  pro- 
pitiatory address  of  the  ministry.  When  we  remember  bow 
frequently  this  speech  is  made,  immediately  after  the  change 
too,  the  parallel  is  quite  perfect,  and  stUl  more  singular. 

Perhaps  the  cast  of  our  political  pantomime  never  was  richer 
than  at  this  day.  We  are  particularly  strong  in  clowns.  At 
no  former  time,  we  should  say,  have  we  had  such  astonishing 
tumblers,  or  performers  so  ready  to  go  through  the  whole  of 
thar  feats  for  the  amusement  o^  an  admiring  throng.  Their 
extreme  readiness  to  exhibit,  indeed,  has  given  rise  to  some  ill< 
natured  reflections ;  it  having  been  objected  that  by  exhibiting 
gratuitously  through  the  country  when  the  theatre  is  closed, 
Uiey  reduce  themselves  to  the  level  of  mountebanks,  and  thereby 
tend  to  degrade  the  respectability  of  the  profession.  .  Certainly 
Grimaldi  never  did  this  sort  ot  thing ;  and  though  Brown, 
King,  and  Gibson  have  gone  to  the  Surrey  in  vacation  time, 
and  Mr.  C.  J.  Smith  has  ruralised  at  Sadler's  Wells,  we  find 
no  theatrical  precedent  for  a  general  tumbling  through  the 
country,  except  in  the  gentleman,  name  unknown,  who  dtrev 
summersets  on  tx^lf  of  the  late  Mr.  Richardson,  and  who  is 
no  authority  either,  because  he  had  never  been  on  the  r^ular 
boards. 

But,  laying  aside  this  question,  which  after  all  is  a  mere 
matter  of  taste,  we  may  reflect  with  pride  and  gratification  of 
heart  on  the  proficiency  of  our  clowns  as  exhibited  iii  the 
season.  Night  after  night  will  they  twist  and  tumble  about, 
till  two,  three,  and  four  o'clock  in  the  morning;  playing  the 
strangest  antics,  and  giving  each  other  the  funniest  slaps  <m  the 
face  that  can  possibly  be  imagined,  without  evindi^  the  smallest 
tokens  of  fatigue.  The  strange  noises,  the  confusion,  the  shout- 
ing and  roaring,  amid  which  all  this  is  done,  too,  would  put 
to  shame  the  most  turbulent  sixpenny  gallery  that  ever  yelled 
through  a  boxing-night. 

It  IB  espedally  curious  to  behold  one  of  these  downs  com- 
pelled to  go  through  the  most  surprising  contentions  by  the 
irresistible  influence  of  the  wand  of  office,  which  his  leader  or 
harlequin  holds  above  his  head.  Acted  upon  by  this  wcmderful 
charm  he  will  become  perfectly  motionless,  moving  neither 
hand,  foot,  nor  finger,  and  will  even  lose  the  faculty  of  speech 
at  an  instant's  notice ;  or,  on  the  other  hand,  he  will  become  all 
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life  and  animation  if  required,  pouring  forth  a  torrent  of  vtHYia 
without  sense  or  meaning,  throwing  himself  into  the  wildest  and 
most  fantastic  contortions,  and  even  grovelling  on  the  earth  and 
licking  up  the  dust.  Theae  exhibitions  are  more  curious  than 
pleasing  ;  indeed  they  are  rather  disgusting  than  otherwise,  ex* 
cept  to  the  admirers  of  such  things,  with  whom  we  confess  we 
have  no  fellow-feeling. 

Strange  tricks— very  strange  tricks — are  also  performed  by 
the  harlequin  who  holds  for  the  time  being,  the  magic  wand 
which  we  have  just  mentioned.  The  mere  waving  it  before  a 
man's  eyes  will  dispossess  his  brain  of  all  the  notions  previously 
stored  there,  and  fill  it  with  an  entirely  new  set  of  ideas ;  one 
gentle  tap  on  the  back  will  alter  the  colour  of  a  raau's  coat 
completely ;  and  there  are  some  expert  performers,  who,  having 
this  wand  held  first  on  one  side,  and  then  on  the  other,  win 
change  from  side  to  side,  turning  their  coats  at  every  evolution, 
with  BO  much  rapidity  and  dexterity,  that  the  quickest  eye  can 
scarcely  detect  their  motions.  Occasionally,  the  genius  who  con- 
fers the  wand,  wrests  it  from  the  hand  of  the  temporary  pos- 
sessor, and  consigns  it  to  some  new  performer ;  on  which  occasions 
all  the  characters  change  sides,  and  then  the  race  and  the  hard 
knocks  begin  anew. 

We  might  have  extended  this  chapter  to  a  much  greater 
length — we  might  .have  carried  the  comparison  into  the  liberal 
{Hvfessions — we  might  have  shown,  as  was  in  fact  our  original 
purpose,  that  each  is  in  itself  a  little  pantomime  with  scenes  and 
ebaracters  of  its  own,  complete ;  but,  as  we  fear  we  have  bem 
quite  lengthy  enough  already,  we  shall  leave  this  chapter  just 
where  it  is.  A  gentleman,  not  altogether  unknown  as  a  dra- 
matic poet,  wrote  thus  a  year  or  two  ago — 

AndaUtbem 

and  we,  tracking  out  his  footsteps  at  the  scarcely-worth^men- 
tioning  little  distance  of  a  few  mdlions  of  leagues  behind,  ven- 
ture to  add,  by  way  of  new  reading,  that  he  meant  a  Pantomime, 
and  that  we  are  all  actors  in  The  Pantomime  of  Life. 


IMPROMPTU. 

Who  tha  diekmt  "  fioz"  could  be 

Puzzled  many  >  learned  elf; 
1^11  time  Dnveil'd  the  mysterj. 

And  Box  appear'd  m  Dickens'  telf  I 

C.J.D*VID3 
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Few  writers  obtained  a  larger  share  of  notoriety  during  their  life- 
time than  Samuel  Foote.  If  the  interest  which  he  excited  was  not 
very  profound,  it  was  at  any  rate  very  generally  difiiised  throughout 
the  community.  His  witty  sayings  were  in  every  one's  mouth;  his 
plays  were  the  rage  of  the  day ;  he  was  the  constant  gueat  of  rojralty, 
the  Dukes  of  York  and  Cumberland  being  among  his  staunchest 
friends  and  patrons;  and  the  "  Sir  Oracle"  of  all  the  boru  vivanb  and 
would-be  wits  of  die  metropolis.  'Take  up  any  light  memoir  of  those 
days,  and  you  shidl  scarcely  find  one  that  does  not  bear  testimony  to 
the  powers  of  this  in cbm parable  humourist.  Yet,  what  is  he  now? 
A  name, — perhaps  a  great  onet — but  little  more.  His  plays  are 
seldom  acted,  though  Uie  best  Mqor  Sturgeon  and  Jerry  Sneak  that 
the  stage  ever  had  are  still  among  ns  ;  aiid  as  seldom  perused  in  the 
closet,  or  assureidly  they  would  have  been  republished  oflener  than 
has  been  the  case  of  late  years. 

We  are  induced,  therefore,  to  give  a  hn'ef  memoir  of  our  English 
Atistophaneg,  accompanied  by  as  brief  a  criticism  on  his  genius,  such 
a  task  falling  naturally,  indeed  almost  necessarily,  within  the  scope 
of  our  Miscellany.  But  enough  of 'preface;  "now  to  business,"  as 
Foote's  own  Vamp  would  say. 

Samuel  Foote  wAsborn  at  Truro  in  the  year  1720.  His  ftmily  was 
of  creditable  extraction,  his  father  being  a  gentleman  of  some  repute 
in  Cornwall  as  receiver  of  fines  for  the  duchy;  and  his  mother,  the 
daughter  of  Sir  Edward  Goodere,  Bart.  M'.  P.  for  Herefordshire. 
From  this  lady,  whom  he  closely  resembled  iii  appearance  and  man- 
ner, he  is  supposed  to  hove  inherited  that  turn  for  "  merry  malice" 
for  which  he  was  &raaus  above  all  his  contemporaries.  Mr.  Cooke,  in 
his  notices  of  Foote,  describes  his  mother  as  having  been  "  the  very 
model  of  her  son  Samuel, — short,  fat,  and  flabby,"  and  nearly  equally 
remarkable  for  the  brilad  humour  of  her  conversation. 

At  an  early  age,  young  Foote  was  despatched  to  a  school  at  Wor- 
cester, where  he  soon  became  notorious  for  his  practical  jokes  and 
inveterate  propensity  to  caricature.  He  was  the  leader  in  aU  the 
rebellions  of  the  boys,  and  perpetrated  much  small  mischief  on  his 
own  private  account.  Among  other  of  his  freaks,  it  is  stated  that 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  anointing  his  master's  lips  with  ink  while  he 
slept  in  the  chair  of  autliority,  and  then  bewildering  and  overwhelm- 
ing the  good  man  with  a  host  of  grave  apologies.  Yet,  with  all  this, 
he  was  attentive  to  his  studies,  reading  hard  by  fits  and  starts ;  and 
lefl  Worcester  with  the  reputation  of  being  that  very  ambiguous 
character — a  "  lad  of  parts." 

At  the  Usual  period  of  life,  Foote  was  entered  of  Worcester  College, 
Oxford,  wherei  as  at  school,  his  favourite  amusement  consisted  in 
quizzing  the  authorities, — more  especially  the  provost,  who  was  a 
grave,  pedantic  scholar,  of  a  vinegar  turn  of  temperament  The 
following  boaz  is  recorded  as  having  been  played  off  by  him  in  his 
Freshman's  year.  In  one  of  the  villages  near  Oxford  there  was  a 
church  that  stood  dose  by  a  shady  lane,  through  which  cattle 
were  in  the  habit  of  being  driven  to  and  fro  from  grass.'  From  the 
steeple  or  belfry  of  this  church  dangled  a  rope,  probably  for  the  c<mi- 
venience  of  the  ringers,  which  overhung  the  porch,  and  descended  to 
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within  a  few  feet  of  the  grouad.  Foote,  who  chanced  to  see  it  in  the 
course  of  one  of  his  rambles,  resolved  to  make  it  the  at^ject  uf  b 
practical  joke ;  and  accordingly,  one  night,  juBt  as  the  cattle  were 
passing  down  the  lane,  tied  a  wisp  of  fresh  hay  tightly  about  the 
rope  by  way  of  bait.  The  achetne  succeeded  to  a  miracle.  One 
of  the  cows,  as  she  passed  the  church-porch,  attracted  by  the  fra- 
grant smell  of  the  fodder,  stopped  to  nibble  at,  and  tear  it  away  from 
the  rope ;  and  by  so  doing  set  the  bell  tolling,  infinitely  to  the 
astonishment  and  perplexity  of  the  village  authorities,  who  did  not 
detect  the  hoax,  which  was  repeated  more  than  once,  till  the  circum- 
stance had  bectHne  the  talk  of  the  neighbourhood  for  miles  round.  We 
do  not  vouch  for  the  authenticity  of  this  anecdote,  though  more  than 
one  biographer  hag  alluded  to  it;  but,  as  it  Is  highly  characteristic  of 
Foote,  we  think  it  not  unlikely  to  be  true. 

On  quitting  the  university,  Foote  returned  for  a  few  months  to  his 
father's  house  at  Truro,  at  which  period  it  was  that  a  frightful  tragedy 
occurred  in  his  family,  which  he  seldom  spoke  of  afterward^  and 
never  without  the  deepest  emotion.  We  allude  to  the  murder  of  his 
uncle  Sir  John  Goodere,  by  the  baronet's  brother  Captain  Goodere, 
which  took  place  about  the  year  1740.  The  parties  had  been  dining 
together  at  a  friend's  house  near  Bristol ;  apparently  a  reconciliation 
— for  they  had  been  for  some  time  on  bad  terms  with  each  other, 
owing  to  certain  money  transactions — had  been  ^reed  to  between 
them ;  but,  on  his  return  home,  Sir  John  was  waylaid,  by  his  hrotlier's 
orders,  by  the  crew  of  his  vessel,  which  lay  at  anchor  in  the  roads  ; 
carried  on  board,  and  there  strangled ;  the  assassin  looking  on  the 
while,  and  actually  furnisfaiDg  the  rope  by  which  the  murder  was 
perpetrated.  For  this  atrocious  deed,  the  Captain  and  his  confede- 
rates, who,  it  appears,  made  no  attempt  at  concealment,  were  tried  at 
the  Bristol  assizes,  found  guilty,  and  hanged. 

But  the  strangest  part  of  this  strange  story  remains  to  be  told.  On 
the  night  the  murder  was  committed,  Foote  arrived  at  his  father's  house 
at  Truro,  and  describes  himself  as  having  been  kept  awake  for  some 
time  by  the  softest  and  sweetest  strains  of  music  he  had  ever  heard. 
At  fint  he  imagined  that  it  was  a  serenade  got  up  by  some  of  the  fa- 
mily, by  way  of  a  welcome  home;  but,  on  looking  out  of  his  windows, 
could  see  no  trace  of  the  musicians,  so  was  compelled  to  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  sounds  were  the  mere  offspring  of  his  imagination. 
When,  however,  be  learned  shortly  afterwards  that  the  catastrophe  to 
which  we  have  alluded,  had  occurred  on  the  same  night,  and  at  the 
same  hour  when  he  had  been  greeted  hy  the  mysterious  melody,  he 
became,  says  one  of  his  biographers,  persuaded  that  it  was  a  super- 
natural warning,  and  retained  this  impression  to  the  last  moment 
of  his  existence.  Yet  the  man  who  was  thus  strongly  susceptible 
of  superstitious  influences,  and  who  could  mistake  a  singing  in  the 
head,  occasioned  possibly  by  convivial  indulgence,  for  a  hint  direct 
from  heaven,  was  the  same  who  overwhelmed  Johnson  with  ridicule 
for  believing  in  the  Cock-tane  ghost  1 

At  the  age  of  twenty-two,  shortly  after  he  had  quitted  Oxford, 
Foote  entered  the  Temple ;  rented  an  expensive  set  of  chambers ; 
q>orted  a  dashing  equipage;  gave  constant  convivial  partiea;  gam- 
bled— betted — aped  the  man  of  fashion  and  of  title — in  a  word,  dis' 
tinguished  himself  as  one  of  the  most  exquisite  fops  about  town.    In 
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those  dnyt  the  fop  was  quite  a  different  sort  of  person  from  vhat  he 
h  now.  He  was  a  wit,  and  very  frequently  a  scholar  ;  whereas  he  is 
now,  in  the  raajoritj  of  instances, — to  quote  Swifl's  pungent  sarcasm,- — 
"  a  mere  peg  whereon  to  hang  a  trim  suit  of  clothes."  The  last 
legitimate  fop,  or  dandy,  vanished  from  the  scene  of  gay  life  with 
Brummell.     He  was  the  Ultimus  Rimummvm. 

One  of  Foote's  most  frequent  places  of  resort  was  the  Bedford 
Coffee-house,  then  the  favourite  lounge  of  all  the  aspiring  wits  of  the 
day.  Here  Fielding,  Beauclerk,  Bonnell'  Thornton,  and  a  host  of 
kindred  spirits,  used  to  lay  down  the  law  to  their  consenting  audience; 
and  here  too  many  of  those  verdicts  issued  which  stamped  the  cha- 
racter of  the  "  last  new  piece."  Such  desultory  habits  of  life — to  say 
nothing  of  bis  inveterate  propensity  to  gambling — soon  dissipated  the 
handsome  fortune  which  Foote  had  acquired  by  his  father's  death : 
and,  at  the  end  of  three  years,  he  was  compelled  to  quit  the  law,  and 
resort  to  some  other  means  of  gaining  a  livelihood. 

From  a  young  and  enthusiastic  amateur  of  the  stage  to  a  perfonner 
on  its  boards,  is  no  unnatural  transition ;  and  we  find  Foote,  some- 
where about  the  year  1743,  associated  with  his  Iriend  Macklin  in  the 
management  of  a  wooden  theatre  in  the  Haymarket.  Having  a  loity 
notion  of  his  tragic  capabilities,  he  made  his  debui  in  the  character  of 
Othello  ;  and,  like  Mathews,  Liston,  and  Keeley,  who  began  their  thea- 
trical career  in  the  same  mistaken  spirit,  convulsed  the  audience  with 
the  grotesque  extravagance  of  his  passion,  and  the  irresistible  drollery 
of  his  pathos.  Finding  therefore  that  his  forte  did  not  lie  in  tragedy,  he 
next  had  recourse  to  cwnedy,  and  made  a  tolerable  hit  at  Drury-lane 
in  the  parts  of  Sir  Paul  Pliant,  Bayes,  and  Fondlewife.  We  have 
seen  a  portrait  of  him  in  this  last  character — one  of  Congreve's  earliest 
and  raciest, — and,  if  it  be  at  all  like  him,  we  do  not  wonder  at  his 
success,  .for  his  countenance  is  replete  with  the  true  sly,  oily,  hypo- 
critical expression. 

In  the  year  1747,  Foote  produced  his  first  piece  at  the  Haymarket, 
in  which  he  mimicked  the  peculiarities  of  several  well-known  actors, 
and,  among  others,  Macklin.  The  play  was  successful ;  but  its  per- 
formance having  been  interdicted  by  the  Westminster  magistrates, 
Foote  brought  it  out  in  a  new  form,  under  the  title  of  "  Diversions  of 
the  Morning,"  and  issued  cards  of  invitation  to  the  public,  requesting 
the  honour  of  their  company  to  a  tea-party  ^at  playhouse  prices)  at 
the  Haymarket.  The  experiment  was  a  decided  hit,  and  was  follow- 
ed up  next  season  by  an  '-Auction  of  Pictures,"  in  which  the  author 
lashed  with  pitiless  ridicule  the  Virtuoso  follies  of  the  day. 

Foote  was  now  once  again  in  possession  of  a  handsome  competency, 
for,  in  addition  to  the  money  made  by  his  labours  as  an  author  and  an 
actor,  an  unexpected  legacy  was  left  him  by  some  branch  of  his  mo- 
ther's family.  Intoxicated  by  his  good  fortune,  and  unwarned  by 
experience,  he  resumed  his  old  habits  of  extravagance;  but,  finding 
that  his  funds  did  not  disappear  fast  enou^,  he  accelerated  their 
diminution  by  a  trip  to  Paris,  where  he  remamed  two  or  three  years, 
and  did  not  return  home  until  he  found  himself,  as  before,  reduced 
to  his  last  shilling. 

Immediately  on  his  arrival  in  London,  Foote  renewed  his  engage- 
ment at  Drury-lane,  and  performed  the  principal  character  in  his 
own    play  of  -' The  Knights;"  but  this  proving  less  attractive  than 
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the  two  forrner  ones,  he  abruptly  quitted  town,  and  crosaed  the  chan- 
Del  to  Dublin,  where,  in  the  year  1760,  he  brought  out  at  the  Crow- 
street  theatre  bis  celebrated  comedy,  "  The  Minor."  Thia,  which 
was  theu  a  mere  crude  sketch  in  two  acts,  was  unequivocally  damned; 
but  the  circumstance,  so  far  from  depressing  the  author's  spirits,  only 
stimulated  him  to  fresh  exertions,  and  after  carefully  revising  the 
play,  and  adding  a  third  act,  he  produced  it  at  the  Haymarket.  His 
industry  did  not  go  unrewarded.  The  success  of  the  comedy  equalled 
his  most  sanguine  expectations,  being  played  without  intermiggion 
'throughout  the  season,  to  houses  crammed  to  the  very  ceiling. 

It  is  a  singular  fact  connected  with  this  piquant  play,  that  its  author, 
doubtful  of  its  reception,  sent  it  in  MS.  to  the  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury, with  a  request  that,  if  he  found  any  objectionable  passages,  he 
would  do  him  the  favour  to  expunge  them.  Of  course,  his  Grace 
declined  all  interference  with  such  a  heterodox  production,  observing 
to  a  friend,  that  if  he  had  made  the  slightest  alteration,  the  wag 
might  possibly  have  published  it,  as  "  corrected  and  prepared  for  the 
press  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  !"  This  is  as  good  astory  as 
that  told  of  Shelley,  who  is  said  to  have  sent  a  copy  of  his  "  Queen 
Mab"  to  each  of  the  twenty-four  bishops.  The  part  which  Foote 
played  in  the  "  Minor"  was  that  of  the  notorious  Mother  Cole  ;  and 
the  Parson  Squintem,  to  whom  this  exemplary  specimen  of  womankind 
— as  Jonathan  Oldhuck  would  say — makes  such  repeated  allusions,  is 
supposed  to  have  been  the  celebrated  Whitfield. 

"The  Minor"  was  followed  in  1762  by  "The  Liar,"  which  was 
brought  out  at  Covent  Garden.  This  drama,  the  idea  of  which  is 
borrowed  from  the  "  Menteur"  of  Corneille,  brought  full  houses  for 
the  season;  and  was  succeeded  in  the  same  year  by  the  "  Orators," — 
an  amusing  play,  but  by  no  means  one  of  its  author's  best,— in  which 
he  ridiculed  Falkner,  the  printer  of  the  Dublin  Journal,  and  forwhich 
he  got  entangled  in  a  tedious  law-suit  that  was  not  compromised 
without  difficulty.  About  this  time,  too,  Foote,  according  to  Boswell, 
announced  his  intention  of  bringing  Dr.  Johnson  on  the  stage ;  but 
the  threat  of  a  public  chastisement,  with  which  "  Surly  Sam"  threat- 
ened him,  induced  him  to  abandon  his  intention,  "  What  is  the  price 
of  a  good  thick  stick  ?"  said  the  Doctor  on  this  remarkable  occasion. 
"  A  shilling,"  replied  tlie  individual  to  whom  he  put  the  question. 
"  Then  go,  and  buy  me  a  halfcrown  one ;  for  if  that  rascal,  Foote, 
persists  in  his  attempt  to  mimic  me,  I  will  step  from  the  boxes, 
thrash  him  publicly  before  the  audience,  and  then  make  them  a 
speech  in  justification  of  my  conduct."  It  is  almost  to  be  regretted 
that  the  satirist  gave  up  his  design,  for  a  capital  Philippic  has  been 
thereby  lost  to  the  world. 

From  this  period  Foote  chiefly  confined  himself  to  the  Haymarket, 
where  appeared  in  succession  his  "  Mayor  of  Garratt,"  "  Patron,"  and 
"  Commissary."  the  first,  which  was  founded  on  the  whimsical 
custom,  now  discontinued,  of  choosing  a  mock  M.  P.  for  the  village 
of  Garratt  in  Surrey,  is  a  laughable  hit  at  the  warlike  propensities  of 
cockney  volunteers.  After  some  years'  neglect,  it  was  revived  with 
success  during  the  height  of  the  Anti-jacobio  phrensy,  wben  Major 
Sturgeons  again  sprung  up  as  plentiful  as  mushrooms, — when  every 
tailor  strutted  a  hero,  and  every  Alderman  felt  himself  aWilliam  Tell. 

Foote  was  now  afloat  on  the  full  tide  of  prosperity,  drawing  crowd- 
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ed  houaefi  whenever  he  perfoiined;  patronised  b;  the  Dobility,  at 
whose  tables  he  was  a  sort  of  privil^ed  guest;  and  everywhere  ac- 
knowledged as  the  great  lion  of  the  day.  In  the  year  1766,  when 
on  a  visit  with  the  Duke  of  York  at  Lord  Mexborough's,  he  had  the 
misfortune  to  break  his  leg  by  a  fall  from  hia  horse  in  hunting.  A 
silly  peer  condoling  with  him  shortly  afterwards  on  this  accident,  the 
wag  replied,  "  Pray,  my  lord,  do  not  allude  to  my  weak  point,  I  have 
not  alluded  to  yours,"  at  the  same  time  pointing  significantly  to  the 
nableraan's  head. 

By  this  misfortune  Foote  was  withdrawn  some  months  from  his  pro- 
fession, but  on  his  recovery  he  purchased  the  Haymarket,  and  opened 
it  with  an  extravaganza  entitled  "  The  Tailors,  or  a  Tragedy  for  Warm 
Weather."  The  next  year  appeared  his  "Devil  on  Two  Sticks,"  the 
machinery  of  which  is  derived  from  the  "  Diable  Bolteuz"  of  Le  Sage. 
This  play,  which  was  a  severe  satire  on  those  medical  quacks  wno 
then,  as  now,  infested  the  metropolis,  was  so  popular,  that  ita  author 
cleared  upwards  of  three  thouaand  pounds  by  it,  but,  a  few  weeks 
after,  lost  it  all  by  gambling  at  Bath. 

Foote's  next  production  was  the  Maid  of  Bath,"  which  was  per- 
formed in  the  year  1771.  The  principal  characters  in  this  comedy — 
Flint,  the  avaricious  old  bachelor,  and  Miss  Linnet,  the  vocalist  to 
whom  he  is  represented  as  paying  his  addresses, — were  portraits  from 
life ;  the  former  having  been  intended  for  Walter  Long,  a  rich  So- 
mersetshire squire,  who  died  in  1807  at  the  age  of  ninety-five, 
leaving  property  to  the  amount  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  sterling  to 
Misa  Tilney  Long,  who  married  the  present  Mr.  Wellesley;  and  the 
latter  for  the  beautiful  MissLinley,  afterwards  Mrs.  Sheridan.  The 
"  Maid  of  Bath"  is  a  lively  play,  containing  one  or  two  terse,  bril- 
liant witticisms  worthy  of  Congreve  ;  such,  for  instance,  as  the  defini- 
tion of  marriage, — that  it  is  like  "  bobbing  for  a  single  eel  in  a 
barrel  of  snakes."  Its  best-sustained  character  is  that  of  Flint ;  in 
sketching  which,  Foote  had  evidently  in  view  the  Athenian  miser 
alluded  to  by  Horace,  for  he  makes  him  aay,  "  Ay,  you  may  rail,  and 
the  people  may  hiss  ;  but  what  care  I  ?  I  have  that  at  home  which 
will  keep  up  my  spirits," — which  is  a  manifest  paraphrase  from 


This  comedy  is  further  deserving  of  notice,  as  showing  the  exquisite 
tact  and  readiness  with  which  Foote  availed  himself  of  tlie  floating 
topics  of  the  day.  At  the  time  it  appeared,  the  town  was  greatly  di- 
verted by  a  squabble  between  Wilkes  and  the  notorious  political  parson 
John  Home,  afterwards  Home  Tooke,  the  latter  of  whom  accused 
the  former  of  having  sold  some  rich  court-dresses  which  he  bad  en- 
trusted  to  his  care  at  Paris.  In  allusion  to  this  amusing  quarrel, 
Flint  says,  speaking  of  the  clergyman  whom  he  has  engaged  to  marry 
'  him  to  Miss  Linnet,  "  You  have  seen  friend  Button,  the  Ministn  that 
has  come  down  to  tack  us  together ;  he  don't  care  much  to  meddle 
with  the  pulpit,  but  he  is  a  prodigious  patriot,  and  a  great  politician 
to  boot ;  and,  moreover,  he  has  left  behind  him  at  Paris  a  choice  col- 
lection of  curious  rich  clothes,  which  he  has  promised  to  sell  me  chew." 
The  "  Maid  of  Bath"  was  followed  by  the  "  Nabob"  and  the 
"  Bankrupt,"  the  first  of  which  was  an  effective  attack  <m  the  h^ts 
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of  nmny  oT  those  old  curmudgeons  who,  about  the  middle  of  the 
last  century — the  period  of  Anglo- Indian  prosperit; — returned  with 
dried  livers  from  the  Esst,  rich  as  Chartres,  and  equally  profligate  ; 
and  the  last,  on  tbe  crazy  cooimercial  speculations  of  the  day.  The 
■ketch  of  Sir  Robert  Riscounter  in  the  "  Bankrupt"  is  supposed  to 
have  been  meant  for  the  welt-known  Sir  George  Fordyce,  who  failed, 
in  the  year  1773,  for  an  almost  unparalleled  amount.  Of  these  two 
plays,  the  "  Nabob"  is  tbe  most  carefully  finished;  but  its  breadth 
ana  grossness  must  ever  prevent  its  revival. 

In  1774  came  out  the  "  Cozeners,"  a  pungent  satire  on  the 
venal  politicians  of  the  day.  The  corruption  which  had  been  sanc- 
tioned and  made  systematic  by  Walpole  and  the  Pelhamg,  was  then 
in  the  full  vigour  of  its  rank  luxuriance ;  every  man  had  his  price ; . 
never  therefore  was  satire  better  applied  than  this  of  Foote's.  The 
"  Mrs.  Fleec'em"  of  the  "  Cozeners,"  a  lady  of  accommodating  virtue, 
and  somewhat  relaxed  in  her  notions  of  meum  and  imtm,  was  intended 
for  the  notorious  Mrs.  Catherine  Rudd,  who,  after  inducing  the  two 
brothers  (Perreau)  to  commit  forgery,  gave  evidence  against  them, 
OD  the  strength  of  which  they  were  hanged.  Yet  tins  creature, 
tainted  as  she  was  with  the  foulest  moral  leprosy,  was  admitted  into 
the  best  society,  and  died  at  a  good  old  age  with  the  character  of  a 
discreet,  respectable  matron  I 

We  come  now  to  Foote's  last  production.  In  the  year  1775,  the 
ftmous  Duchess  of  Kingston  was  tried  before  the  House  of  Lords  for 
bigamy,  and  found  guilty.  Her  case  excited  extraordinary  interest 
diroughout  the  country ;  availing  himself  of  which,  Foote  introduced 
her  in  the  "  Trip  to  Calais"  under  the  character  of  Lady  Kitty  Cro- 
codile, which  coming  to  her  Grace's  ears,  she  procured  its  prohibition 
by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  and,  not  content  with  this  measure  of  re* 
taliation,  got  up  through  her  minions  of  the  press,  of  whom  she  had 
numbers  in  her  pay,  a  charge  against  Foote  of  a  most  odious  com- 
plexion,— so  odious,  indeed,  that  he  had  no  alternative  but  to  demand 
an  instant  pubhc  trial,  which  ended,  as  might  have  been  anticipated, 
in  his  triumphant  acquittal.  But  this  result,  satis&ctory  as  it  was, 
had  no  power  to  restore  him  to  his  wonted  peace  of  mind.  Hie 
dagger  had  struck  home  to  the  heart.  His  friends,  too,  for  the  first 
time,  began  to  look  coolly  on  him ;  the  anon^ous  agenta  of  the 
Duchess  still  pursued  him  with  unrelenting  acrimony:  many  of  those 
whose  follies  and  crimes  he  had  lashed,  hut  who  had  feared  to  retort 
in  his  hour  of  pride,  swelled  the  clamour  against  him;  and  he  found 
himself,  in  the  dedine  of  health  and  manhood,  becoming  just  as  un- 
popular as  he  once  was  the  reverse.  In  vain  he  endeavoured  to  rally 
and  make  head  against  this  combination ;  his  moral  fortitude  wholly 
deserted  him ;  and  after  performing  a  few  times,  after  his  trial,  at  the 
Haymarket,  but  with  none  of  his  former  vivacity,  he  was  seiKcd  with 
a  sudden  paralytic  affection,  and  bade  adieu  to  die  stage  for  ever. 

About  six  montlis  subsequent  to  his  retirement,  he  was  attacked 
by  a  complaint  which  ultimately  terminated  his  life  ;  and,  by  his  phy- 
sician's orderj  quitted  London  for  the  Continent,  with  a  view  to  pass 
the  winter  at  Paris,  But  his  constitution  was  too  much  shattered  to 
admit  of  the  fatigue  of  such  a  journey,  and  he  was  compelled  to ''alt  at 
Dover,  where,  on  the  morning  after  his  arrival,  a  violent  shivering 
fit  came  over  bim  while  seated  at  die  l»eakfast  table,  which  in  a  few 
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hours  put  an  end  to  his  existence.  No  sooner  wag  his  death  known 
in  the  metropolis,  than  a  re-action  commenced  in  his  Ikvour.  It  was 
then  discovered  that,  with  all  bis  errors,  he  had  been  "  more  sinned 
against  than  sinning ;"  uid  some  of  his  frieods  even  went  the  length 
of  prt^osing  the  erection  of  a  monument  to  his  memory  J  Just  in 
the  same  way,  a  few  years  later,  was  Burns  treated  by  the  world. 
He,  too,  was  alternately  caressed  and  vilified ;  and  finally  hurried  to 
a  premature  grave,  the  victim  of  a  broken  heart.  But  this  is  the 
penalty  that  superior  genius  must  ever  be  prepared  to  pay.  It  walks 
alone  along  a  dizzy,  dangerous  height,  the  observed  of  all  eyes ;  while 
gregarious  common-place  treads,  secure  and  unnoticed,  along  the 
tame,  flat  "  Bedford  level"  of  ordinary  life  ! 

Having  closed  our  brief  memoir  of  Foote,  it  remains  to  say  a  few 
words  of  his  literary  peculiarities.  His  humour  was  decidedly  Aris- 
toph&nic  ;  that  is  to  say,  broad,  easy,  reckless,  satirical,  without  the 
slightest  alloy  of  bon&ommie,  and  full  of  the  directest  personalises. 
There  is  no  playfulness  or  good-nature  in  his  comedies.  You  laugh, 
it  is  true,  at  his  portraits,  but  at  the  same  time  you  hold  them  in 
contempt;  for  there  is  nothing  redeeming  in  their  eccentricities; 
nothing  for  your  esteem  and  admiratioo  to  lay  hold  of.  We  cannot 
gather  from  his  writings,  as  we  can  from  every  page  of  Goldsmith, 
that  Foote  possessed  the  slightest  sympathies  with  humanity.  He 
seems  everywhere  to  hold  it  at  arm's  length,  as  worthy  of  nought  but 
the  most  supercilious  treatment ;  which  accounts  for,  and  to  a  certain 
extent  justifies,  the  treatment  he  received  from  the  world  in  his 
latter  days.  Foote  could  never  have  drawn  a  "  Good-natured  Man," 
or  even  a  "  Dennis  Brulgruddery ;"  for,  though  he  may  have  possessed 
the  head  to  do  bo,  yet  he  lacked  the  requisite  sensibility.  So  greatly 
deficient  is  he  in  this  respect,  that,  whenever  he  attempts  to  put  forth 
a  refined  or  generous  sentiment,  he  almost  always  overdoes  it,  and 
degenerates  into  cant.  Yet  his  characters— with  the  exception  dlua 
virtuous  and  moral  ones,  which  are  the  mostinupid  in  the  world — are 
admirably  drawn,  ue  sustained  with  unfla^ng  spirit,  and  evince  a  wide 
range  of  observation  which,  however,  rarely  pierces  beyond  the  surbce. 

As  works  of  art,  Foote's  dramas  are  by  no  means  of  first-rate  ex- 
cellence. They  ^ow  no  fancy,  no  invention,  no  ingenuity  in  con- 
structing, or  tact  in  developing  plot ;  but  are  merely  a  collection  of 
scenes  and  incidents  huddled  confusedly  together  for  the  purpose  of 
drawing  out  the  peculiarities  of  ;ome  two  or  three  pet  characters. 
The  best  thing  we  can  say  of  them  is,  that  they  exhibit  everywhere 
the  keenness,  the  readiness,  the  self-possession,  of  the  disciplined 
man  of  the  world,  combined  with  a  pungent  malicious  humour  that 
reminds  us  of  a  Mephistopheles  in  his  merriest  mood.  It  must  also 
be  urged  in  their  favour,  that  they  are,  in  every  sense  of  the  word, 
original.  Foote  copied  no  model,  but  painted  direct  from  the  life. 
He  took  no  hints  from  others,  but  gave  his  own  fresh  impressions  of 
character.  He  did  not  draw  on  his  fancy,  like  Congreve,  or  study 
to  make  points  like  Sheridan,  but  availed  himself  hastily  of  such  ma- 
terials as  came  readiest  to  hand.  The  very  extravagances  of  his 
early  life  were  in  his  favour,  by  bringing  him  in  contact  with  those 
marked,  out-of-the-way  characters,  who,  like  Arabs,  hang  loose  im 
the  ^irts  of  society,  and  constitute  the  quintessence  of  comedy. 
Thus  his  inveterate  love  of  gambling  furnished  him  with  his  masterly 
sketch  of  Djck  Loader;  and  his  long-continued  residence  at  Pari»— 
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inU>  whote  varioui  dissipations  he  entered  with  all  the  zeal  of  a  de- 
votee— with  his  successful  hits  at  the  absurdities  of  our  travelled  fops. 

Foote'a  three  best  plajs  are  hia  "  Minor,"  his  "  Liar,"  and  hia 
"  Mayor  of  Garratt."  Perhaps  the  last  is  his  master-piece  ;  for  it  is 
alive  and  bustling  throughout,  is  finished  with  more  than  the  author's 
ordinary  care,  and  contains  two  characters  penned  in  his  truest  con 
amore  spirit.  Jerry  Sneak  and  Major  Sturgeon  are,  in  their  line,  the 
two  most  perfect  delineations  of  which  the  minor  British  drama  can 
boasL  There  is  no  mistaking  their  identity.  They  speak  the 
genuine,  unadulterated  vulgar  tongue  of  the  City.  Their  sentiments 
are  cockney ;  their  meanness  and  their  bluster,  their  pompous  self- 
conceit  and  abject  humility,  are  cockney ;  they  are  cockney  all  over 
from  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  sole  of  the  shoe.  What  a  rich  set- 
off to  the  "  marchings  and  counter-marchinge"  of  the  one,  is  the 
Other's  recital  of  his  domestic  grievances  !  Jerry's  complaint  that  his 
wife  only  allows  him  "  two  shillings  for  pocket-money,"  and  helps  him 
to  "  all  the  cold  vittles  at  table,"  is  absolutely  pathetic,  if—as  Hazlitt 
observes — "  the  last  stage  of  human  imbecility  can  be  called  so." 
While  Bow  bells  ring,  and  St.  Paul's  church  overlooks  Cheapside, 
Foote's  cockneys  shall  endure.  Nevertheless,  while  we  acknowledge 
their  excellence,  we  entertain  the  most  intense  contempt  for  them, 
and  feel  the  strongest  possible  inclination  to  .fling  thc_Major  into  a 
horse-pond,  and  smother  Jerry  Sneak  in  a  bason  of  water-gruel. 

Foote's  conversational  abilities  were,  if  possible,  superior  to  his  li- 
terary ones.  For  men  of  the  world,  in  particular,  they  must  have  had 
an  inexpressible  charm.  There  is  no  wit  on  record  who  has  said  so 
many  good  things,  or  with  such  perfect  ease  and  readiness.  Foots 
never  laid  a  pun-trap  to  catch  the  unwair.  He  had  humour  at  will, 
and  had  no  need  to  resort  to  artifice.  His  mind  was  well,  but  not 
abundantly  stored ;  and  he  had  the  tact  to  make  his  knowledge  appear 
greater  than,fit  really  was.  The  most  sterling  testimony  that  has 
been  borne  to  his  colloquial  powers,  is  that  furnished  by  Dr.  Johnson, 
who  says,  "  The  first  time  I  was  in  company  with  Foote,  was  at  Fitz- 
berbert's.  Having  no  good  opinion  of  the  fellow,  I  was  resolved  not 
to  be  pleased ;  uid  it  is  very  difficult  to  please  a  man  against  his  will. 
I  went  on  eating  my  dinner  pretty  sullenly,  affecting  not  to  mind 
him ;  but  the  dog  was  so  very  comical,  that  I  was  obliged  to  lay  down 
my  knife  and  fork,  and  fairly  laugh  it  out,  Sir,  he  was  irresistible." 
Foote's  &vourite  butt  was  Garridt,  whose  thrifly  habits  he  was  con- 
stantly turning  into  ridicule.  Being  one  day  in  company  with  him,  when 
aJler  satirizing  some  individual,  David  had  wound  up  his  attack  by 
saying,  "  Well,  well,  perhaps  before  I  condemn  another,  I  should  pull 
the  beam  out  of  my  own  eye,"  Foote  replied,  "  And  so  you  would,  if 
you  could  ieU  the  timber."  On  another  occasion,  when  tliey  were 
dining  tt^ther,  Garrick  h^pened  to  let  a  guinea  drop  on  the  floor, 
"  Where  has  it  gone  to?"  asked  Foote,  looking  about  for  it.  "  Oh, 
to  the  devil,  I  suppose,"  was  the  reply.  "  Ah,  David,"  rejoined  his 
tormentor,  "  you  can  always  contrive  to  make  a  guinea  go  farther 
than  any  one  else." 

Such  was  Samuel  Foote, — the  wit,  the  satirist,  the  humourist— 
whose  life  inculcates  this  wholesome  truth,  that  those  who  set  them- 
selves up,  with  no  superior  moral  qualifications  to  recommend  them, 
to  ridicule  the  follies  and  lash  the  vices  of  the  age,  but  "  taw  the 
wind,  to  reap  the  whirlwind  !" 
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In  all  couDtries  and  all  languages  we  have  the  story  <X  R  Btaido-^ 
cani.     May  I  tell  one  from  Ireland  ? 

It  is  now  almost  a  hundred  yean  ago — certainly  eighty — rince  Tom 
— 1  declare  to  Mnemosyne  I  forget  what  his  surname  was,  if  I  ever 
knew  it,  which  I  doubt, — It  is  at  least  eighty  years  since  Tom  emerged 
(com  his  master's  kitchen  in  Clonmetl,  to  make  his  way  aa  a  visit  to 
foreign  countries. 

If  I  can  well  recollect  dates,  this  event  must  have  occurred  at  the 
end  of  the  days  of  George  the  Second,  or  very  close  af^r  the  acces- 
sion of  George  the  Third,  because  in  the  course  of  the  narrative  it 
will  be  disclosed  that  the  tale  runs  of  a  Jacobite  lord  living  quietly 
in  Ireland,  and  that  I  think  must  have  been  some  time  between  1740 
and  1760, — or  say  65.  Just  before  the  year  of  the  young  Pretender's 
burst,  a  sharp  eye  used  to  be  kept  upon  the  "  honest  men  "  in  all  the 
three  kingdoms ;  and  in  Ireland,  tirom  the  peculiar  power  which  the 
surveillance  attendant  on  the  penal  laws  gave  the  government,  this 
sharp  eye  could  not  be  sun>assed  in  sharpness, — that  is  to  say,  if  it 
did  not  choose  to  wink.  Truth,  nevertheless,  makes  us  acknowledge 
that  the  authorities  of  Ireland  were  ever  inclined  at  the  bottom  of 
their  hearts  to  countenance  lawlessness,  if  at  all  recommended  by 
anything  like  a  noble  or  a  romantic  name.  And  no  name  could  be 
more  renowned  or  more  romantic  than  that  of  Ormond. 

It  is  to  be  found  in  all  our  histories  well  recorded.  What  are  the 
lines  of  Dryden  ? — and  Drydea  was  a  man  who  knew  how  to  make 
verses  worth  reading. 

Aod  the  rebel  rose  stuck  to  the  house  of  Ormond  for  many  a  day ; 
— but  it  is  useless  to  say  more.  Even  I  who  would  sing  "  Lilla  bulla- 
lero  buUen  a  la," — if  I  could,  only  I  can't  sing, — and  who  give' "  The 
glorious,  pious,  and  immortal  memory,"  because  I  can  toast, — even  1 
do  not  think  wrong  of  the  house  of  Ormond  for  sticking  as  it  did  to 
the  house  of  Stuart.  Of  that  too  I  have  a  long  story  to  t^  some  time 
or  another. 

Never  mind.  I  was  mentioning  alt  this,  because  I  have  not  a  '  Peer- 
^e'  by  me;  and  I  really  do  not  know  who  was  the  Lord  Ormond  of 
the  day  which  I  take  to  be  the  epoch  of  my  tale.  If  I  had  a  '  Peerage,' 
I  am  sure  I  could  settle  it  in  a  minute ;  but  I  have  none.  I'hose, 
therefore,  who  are  most  interested  in  the  affair  ought  to  examine  a 
■Peerage,'  to  find  who  was  the  man  of  the  time; — I  can  only  help 
them  by  a  hinL  My  own  particular  and  personal  reason  for  recol- 
lecting the  matter  is  this :  I  am  forty,  or  more — never  mind  the 
quantity  more ;  and  I  was  told  the  story  by  my  uncle  at  least  five- 
and-twenty  years  ago.  That  brings  us  to  the  year  1612, — say  1811. 
My  uncle  —  his  name  was  Jack  —  told  me  that  he  had  heard  the 
story  from  Tom  himself  fifty  years  before  that.  If  my  uncle  Jack, 
who  was  a  very  good  fellow,  considerably  given  to  potation,  was 
precise  in  his  computation  of  time,  the  date  of  his  story  must  have 
fallen  in  1763 — or  1763 — no  matter  which.  This  brings  me  near 
the  date  1  have  already  assigned ;  but  the  reader  of  my  essay  has 
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before  faim  the  groimda  of  mj  chronologictd  conjectures,  and  he  can 
form  his  opinioiu  on  data  as  sufiicientlj  as  myself. 

I  recur  fearlessly  to  the  fact  that  Tom — whatever  bis  surname 
may  have  been — emerged  from  the  kitchen  of  his  master  in  Clonmeil, 
to  nalce  his  way  to  foreign  countries. 

His  master  was  a  very  honest  fellow — a  schoolmaster  of  the  name 
of  Chaytor,  a  Quaker,  round  of  paundi  and  red  of  nose.  1  believe 
that  some  of  his  pn^ny  are  now  men  of  office  in  Tippetary — and 
why  should  they  not?  Summer  school- vacations  in  Irelana  occur 
in  July ;  and  Chaytor — by  the  bye,  I  think  he  was  Tom  Chaytor,  but 
if  Quakers  have  Chrbtian  names  I  am  not  sure, — gave  leave  to  his 
man  Tom  to  go  wandering  about  the  country.  He  had  four,  or  per> 
haps  five,  days  to  himself. 

Tom,  as  he  was  described  to  tne  by  my  uncle  over  a  jug  of  punch 
about  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  was  what  in  his  memory  most  have 
been  a  smart-built  fellow.  Clean  of  limb,  active  of  hand,  light  of  leg, 
clear  of  eye,  bright  of  hair,  white  of  tooth,  and  two-and- twenty  ;  in 
short,  he  was  as  handsome  a  lad  as  you  would  wish  to  look 'upon  in  a 
summer's  day.  I  mention  a  summer's  day  merely  for  its  length  ;  for 
even  on  a  winter's  day  there  were  few  girls  that  could  cast  au  eye 
upon  him  without  forgetting  the  frost. 

So  be  started  for  the  land  of  Kilkenny,  which  is  what  we  used  to 
call  in  Ireland  twenty-four  miles  from  Clonmeil.  They  have  stretched 
it  now  to  thirty ;  but  I  do  not  find  it  the  longer  or  shorter  in  walking 
or  chalking.  However,  why  should  we  grumble  at  an  act  of  "  justice 
to  Ireland?"  Tom  at  all  events  cared  little  for  the  distance;  and, 
going  it  at  a  sloping  pace,  he  made  Kilkenny  in  six  hours.  1  pass 
the  itinerary.  He  started  at  six  in  the  morning,  and  arrived  some- 
what fooUwom,  but  full  not  only  of  bread,  but  of  wine,  (for  wine  was 
to  be  found  on  country  roadsides  in  Ireland  in  those  days,)  in  the 
ancient  city  of  Saint  Caaice  about  noon. 

Tom  refireshed  himself  at  the  Feathers,  k^t  in  those  days  hy  a 
man  named  Jerry  Mulvany,  who  was  supposed  to  be  more  neeriT 
connected  with  the  &mily  of  Ormond  than  tlie  rites  of  the  church 
could  allow  ;  and  having  swallowed  as  much  of  the  substantial  food  and 
the  pestiferous  fluid  that  mine  host  of  the  Feathers  tendered  him,  the 
■pint  of  iaquisitiveness,  which,  according  to  the  phrenolf^ists,  is  de- 
veloped in  all  mankind,  seized  paramount  hold  of  Tom.  Tom —  F 
8y,  Tom  it  must  be,  for  I  really  cannot  recollect  his  other  name. 

If  there  be  a  guide-book  to  the  curiosities  of  Kilkenny,  the  work 
has  escaped  my  researches.  Of  the  city  it  is  recorded,  however,  that 
it  can  boast  of  fire  without  smoke,  air  without  tog,  and  streets  paved 
with  marble.  And  there  's  the  college,  and  the  bridge,  and  the  ruins 
of  St.  John's  abbey,  and  St.  Canice,  and  the  Nore  itself,  and  last,  not 
least,  the  castle  of  the  Ormoods,  with  its  woods  and  its  walks,  and 
its  stables  and  its  gallery,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  predominating  over 
die  river.  It  is  a  very  fine-lookii^  thing  indeed  i  and,  if  i  mictake 
Dot,  John  Wilson  Croker,  in  his  youth,  wrote  a  poem  to  its  honour, 
beginning  with 

"  High  on  the  Kniadiog  banks  of  Nore," 
every  verse  of  which  ended  with  "  The  castle,"  in  the  manner  ofCow- 
per's  "  My  Mary,"  or  Ben  Jonson's  "  Tom  'Tosspot."    If  I  had  the 
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poem,  I  Bhauld  publish  it  here  with  the  greatest  pleasure ;  but  I  have 
It  not.  I  forget  where  I  eavr  it,  but  I  thinlf  it  was  in  a  Dublin  maga- 
zine of  a  good  many  years  ago,  when  I  was  a  junior  sophiater  of 
T.  C.  D. 

Let  tlie  reader,  then,  in  the  absence  of  this  document,  imagine  that 
the  poem  was  infinitely  fine,  and  that  the  subject  was  worthy  of  the 
muse.  As  the  castle  is  the  most  particular  lion  of  the  city,  it  of 
course  speedily  attracted  the  attentioo  of  Tom,  who,  swaggering  in 
all  the  independence  of  an  emancipated  footman  up  the  street,  soon 
found  himself  at  the  gate.  "  Rearing  himself  thereat,"  as  the  old  bal- 
lad has  it,  stood  a  man  basking  in  the  sun.  He  was  somewhat  de- 
clining towards  what  they  call  the  vale  of  years  in  the  language  of 
poetry  ;  but  by  the  twinkle  of  his  eye,  and  the  purple  rotundity  of  his 
cheek,  it  was  evident  that  the  years  of  the  valley,  like  the  lads  of  the 
valley,  had  gone  cheerily-o  !  The  sun  shone  brightly  upon  his  silver 
locks,  escaping  from  under  a  somewhaC  tarnished  cocked-hat  guarded 
with  gold  lace,  the  gilding  of  which  had  much  deteriorated  since  it 
departed  from  the  shop  of  the  artificer  ;  and  upon  a  scarlet  waistcoat, 
velvet  certainly,  but  of  reduced  condition,  and  in  the  same  situa- 
tion as  to  gilding  as  the  haL  His  plum-coloured  breeches  were  un- 
buckled at  the  knee,  and  his  ungartered  stockings  were  on  a  downward 
progress  towards  his  unbuckled  shoes.  He  had  his  hands — their 
wrists  were  garnished  with  unwashed  ruffles — in  his  breeches  pockets  ; 
and  he  diverted  himself  with  whistling  "  Charley  over  the  water,"  in 
a  state  of  ^uost- ruminant  quiescence.  Nothing  could  be  plainer  than 
that  he  was  a  hanger-on  of  the  castle  off  duty,  waiting  his  time  until 
called  for,  when  of  course  He  was  to  appear  before  his  master  in  a 
more  carefully  arranged  costume. 

Ormond  Castle  was  then,  as  I  believe  it  is  now,  a  show-house, 
and  the  visitors  of  Kilkenny  found  little  difficulty  in  the  admission  ; 
but,  as  in  those  days  purposes  of  political  intrusion  might  be  suspect- 
ed, some  shadow  at  least  of  introduction  was  considered  necessarr. 
Tom,  reared  in  the  household  of  a  schoolmaster,  where  the  despotic 
authority  of  the  chief  extends  a  flavour  of  its  quality  to  all  his  minis- 
ters, exhilarated  by  the  walk,  and  cheeretl  by  the  eatables  and  drink- 
ables which  he  had  swallowed,  felt  that  there  was  no  necessity  for 
consulting  any  of  the  usual  points  of  etiquette,  if  indeed  he  knew  that 
any  such  things  were  in  existence. 

"  I  say,"  said  he,  "  old  chap !  is  this  castle  to  be  seeu  p  I  'm  told 
it's  a  show ;  and  if  it  is,  let's  have  a  look  at  iL" 

"  It  is  to  be  seen,"  replied  the  person  addressed,  "  if  you  are  pro- 
perly introduced." 

"  That 's  all  hum  1"  said  Tom.  "  I  know  enough  of  the  world, 
diough  I  've  Uved  all  my  life  in  Clonmell,  to  know  that  a  proper  intro- 
duction signifies  a  tester.  Come,  ray  old  snouty,  I  'II  stand  all  that 's 
right  if  you  show  me  over  it.    Can  you  do  it?" 

<'  Why,"  said  his  new  friend,  "  1  thwk  I  can;  because,  in  fact,  I 

"  Something  about  the  house,  I  suppose.  Well,  though  you've  on 
a  laced  jacket,  and  I  only  a  plain  frieze  coat,  we  are  both  brothers  of 
the  shoulder-knot.  I  tell  you  who  I  am.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
Chaytor  the  Quaker,  the  schoolmaster  of  Clonmell?" 

"  Never." 
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"Well,  he  'fl  a  decent  sort  of  fellow  in  the  propria  qua  maribvt 
line,  and  giv«s  as  good  a  buttock  of  beef  to  anybody  that  gete  over 
the  threshold  of  his  door  as  j'ou'd  wish  to  meet;  and  I  am  his  maiii — 
his  valley  de  sham,  head  gentleman " 

"  Gentleman  usher  ?" 

"  No,  not  usher,"  responded  Tom  indignantly  :  "  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with  ushers ;  they  are  scabby  dogs  of  poor  scholards,  sisuilB, 
half-pays,  and  the  like ;  and  all  the  young  gentlemen  much  prefer  me : 
— but  I  am  ha  ^ddleu*  A^atei,  as  master  Jack  Toler  calls  me, — 
that 's  a  purty  pup  who  will  make  some  fun  some  of  these  days, — 
his  whacktotum,  head-cook,  and  dairy-maid,  slush,  and  butler.  What 
are  you  here  ?" 

"  Why,"  replied  the  man  at  the  gate,  "  I  am  a  butler  as  well  as 
you." 

"  Oh !  then  we  're  both  butlers ;  and  vou  could  as  well  pass  us  in. 
By  coarse,  the  buder  must  be  a  great  fellow  here ;  and  I  see  you  are 
rigged  out  in  the  cast  clothes  of  my  lord.     Isn't  thai  true?" 

"  True  enough :  he  never  gets  a  suit  of  clothes  that  it  does  not  fail 
to  my  lot  to  wear  it;  but  if  you  wish  to  see  the  castle,  I  think  [  can 
venture  to  show  you  all  that  it  contains,  even  for  the  sake  of  our  being 
two  butters." 

It  was  not  much  sooner  said  than  done,  Tom  accompanied  his 
companion  over  the  house  and  grounds,  making  sundry  critical  obser- 
vations on  all  he  saw  therein, — on  painting,  architecture,  gardening, 
the  sublime  and  beautiful,  the  scientific  and  picturesque, — in  a  manner 
which  I  doubt  not  much  resembled  the  average  s^le  of  reviewing 
those  matters  in  what  we  now  call  the  bestpublic  instructors. 

"  Rum-looking  old  ruffians  I"  observed  Tom,  on  casting  his  eyes 
along  the  gallery  containiog  the  portrdtures  of  the  Ormondes.  "Look 
at  that  fellow  there  all  battered  up  in  iron ;  I  wish  to  God  I  had  as 
good  a  church  as  he  would  rob  !" 

"  He  was  one  of  the  old  earls,"  replied  his  guide,  "  in  the  days  of 
Henry  the  Eighth ;  and  I  believe  he  did  help  in  robbing  churches." 

"  I  knew  it  by  his  look,"  said  Tom  :  "  and  there '»  a  chap  there  in 
a  wilderness  of  a  wig.    Gad  !  he  looks  as  if  he  was  like  to  be  hanged." 

"  He  was  so,"  said  the  cicerone  ;  "  for  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of 
Blood  was  about  to  pay  him  that  compliment  at  Tyburn." 

"  Serve  him  right,"  observed  Tom  :  "  and  this  fellow  with  the  short 
stick  in  his  hand; — what  the  deiice  is  the  meaning  of  that  p — was  be 
a  constable  ?" 

"  No,"  said  his  friend,  "  he  was  a  marshal ;  but  he  had  much  to  do 
with  keeping  out  of  the  way  of  constables  for  some  years.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  Dean  Swift?" 

"Did  I  ever  hear  of  the  Dane?  Why,  my  master  has  twenty 
books  of  his  that  he  's  always  reading,  and  he  calls  him  Old  Copper- 
fiirthing;  and  the  young  gentlemen  are  quite  wild  to  read  them.  1 
read  some  of  them  wance  (once)  ;  but  they  were  all  lies,  about  fairies 
and  giants.     Howsoever,  they  say  the  Dane  was  a  lamed  man."i 

"  Well,  be  was  a  great  friend  of  that  man  with  the  short  stick  in 
his  hand." 

"  By  dad  1"  said  Tom,  "  few  of  the  Dane's  friends  was  friends  to 
the  Hanover  succession  ;  and  1  'd  bet  anything  tJiat  that  flourishing- 
looking  lad  there  was  a  friend  to  the  Pretender." 
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"It  is  likely  that  ifyou  laid  such  a  bet  you  would  win  it.  He 
was  a  ^eat  friend  alM  of  Queen  Anne>  Have  you  ever  heard  of 
her  ?" 

"  Heard  of  Brandy  Nan !  To  be  sure  I  did — merry  be  the  first  of 
August !  But  what 's  the  use  of  looking  at  those  queer  old  fools  P — I 
wonder  who  bothered  thenaselves  painting  them  ?" 

"I  do  not  think  you  knew  the  people; — they  were  Vandyke, 
Leiy,  Kneller." 

*'  I  never  beard  of  them  in  Clonmell,"  remarked  Tom.  "  Have  you 
anything  to  drink  ?" 

-Plenty." 

"  But  you  won't  get  into  a  scrape  ?  Honour  above  all ;  I  'd  not  like 
to  have  you  do  it  unless  you  were  sure,  for  the  glory  of  the 
doth." 

The  pledge  of  security  being  solemnly  offered,  Tom  followed  his 
companion  through  the  intricate  passages  of  the  castle  until  he  came 
into  a  small  apartment,  where  he  found  a  most  plentiful  repast  before 
him.  He  had  not  failed  to  observe,  that,  as  he  was  guided  through 
die  house,  their  path  had  been  wholly  uncrossed,  for,  if  anybody  acci- 
dentally appeared,  be  hastily  withdrew.  One  person  only  was  de- 
tained for  a  moment,  and  to  him  the  butler  spoke  a  few  worda  in 
soiue  unknown  tongue,  which  Tom  of  course  set  down  as  part  of  the 
Jacobite  treason  pervading  every  part  of  the  castle. 

"  Gad  I"  said  he,  while  beginning  to  lay  into  the  round  of  beef,  "  I 
sm  half  inclined  to  think  that  the  jabber  you  talked  just  now  to  the 
powder-monkey  we  met  in  that  conidor  was  not  treason,  but  beef  and 
mustard :  an't  I  right  ?" 

"  Quite  so." 

"  Fall  to,  then,  yourself.  By  Gad  !  you  appear  to  have  those  lads 
under  your  thumb-— for  this  is  great  eating.  I  suppose  you  often  rob 
my  lord  P — speak  plain,  for  I  myself  rob  ould  Chaytor  the  school- 
master ;  but  there  'e  a  long  difference  between  robbing  a  schoolmaster 
and  robbing  a  lord.  I  venture  to  say  many  a  pound  of  his  you  have 
made  away  with." 

"  A  great  many  indeed.  I  am  ashamed  to  say  it,  that  fix  one 
pound  he  has  lost  by  anybody  else,  he  has  lost  a  hundred  by  me." 

"  Ashamed,  indeed  I  This  is  beautiful  beef.  But  let  us  wash  it 
down.  By  the  powers !  is  it  champagne  you  are  giving  me  7  Well, 
I  never  drank  but  one  glass  of  it  in  my  life,  and  that  was  from  a 
bottle  that  I  stole  out  of  a  dozen  which  the  master  had  when  he  was 
giving  a  great  dinner  to  the  fathers  of  the  boys  just  before  the  Christ- 
mas  holidays  the  year  before  last.  My  service  to  you.  By  GorE 
if  you  do  not  break  the  Ormonds,  I  can't  tell  who  shoutd." 

"  Nor  I.  Finish  your  champagne.  What  else  will  you  have  to 
drink  P" 

"  Have  you  the  run  of  the  cetlar  P" 

"  Certainly." 

"  Why,  then,  claret  is  genteel ;  but  the  little  I  drank  of  it  was 
mortal  cdd.    Could  you  find  us  a  glass  of  brandy  P' 

"  Of  course :"  and  on  the  sounmng  of  a  bell  there  appeared  the 
same  valet  who  had  been  addressed  in  the  corridor  ;  and  in  the  same 
language  some  intimation  was  communicated,  which  in  a  few  mo- 
ments produced  a  bottle  of  Nantz,  rare  and  particular,  placed  befwe 
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Tom  with  all  the  emollient  applisnces  necesury  for  turning  it  into 
punch. 

"By  all  that's  bad,"  aaid  the  CloDmelllan  butler,  "but  ye  keep 
these  fellowg  to  their  knitting.  This  is  indeed  capital  Btu£  Make 
fbr  yourself.  When  you  come  to  Clonmell,  ask  for  me— Tom — at  old 
Chaytor's,  the  Quaker  gchoolmaater,  a  few  doors  from  the  Globe. 
This  lord  of  yours,  I  am  told,  ia  a  bloody  Jacobite :  here  'e  the  Ha- 
nover Buccession  I  but  we  must  not  drink  that  here,  for  perhaps  the 
old  fellow  himself  might  hear  us." 

"  Nothing  ia  more  probable." 

*■  Well,  then,  mum  'b  the  word.  I  'm  told  he  puts  white  roses  in  hie 
dt^'s  ears,  and  drinks  a  certain  person  orer  the  water  on  the  tenth 
(tf  June ;  but,  no  matter,  this  ia  his  house,  and  you  and  I  are  drinking 
his-  drink, — ao,  why  should  we  wish  him  bad  luck  P  If  he  was  hanged, 
of  coarse  I  'd  go  to  see  him,  to  be  sure ;  would  not  you  P" 

"  I  should  certainly  be  there." 

By  this  time  Tom  was  subdued  by  the  champagne  and  the  brandy, 
to  say  nothinff  of  the  hot  weather ;  and  the  apirit  of  boapitalJty  rose 
strong  upon  the  spirit  of  cognac  His  new  friend  gently  hinted  that 
a  retreat  to  his  gUe  at  the  Feathers  would  be  prudent :  but  to  such  a 
Step  Tom  would  by  no  means  consent  unless  the  butler  of  the  caatle 
accompanied  him  to  take  a  parting  bowl.  With  some  reluctance  the 
wish  was  complied  with,  and  both  the  butlers  sallied  forth  on  their 
way  through  the  principal  streets  of  Kilkenny,  just  as  the  evening 
was  beginning  to  assume  somewhat  of  a  dusky  hue.  Tom  had,  in  the 
course  of  the  three  or  four  hours  passed  with  his  new  friend,  informed 
him  of  all  the  private  history  of  the  house  ofOrmond,  with  that  same 
regard  to  ve^city  which  in  general  characterises  the  accounts  of  the 
birtha,  lives,  and  educations  of  persons  of  the  higher  classes,  to  be 
found  in  fashionable  novels  and  other  works  drawn  from  the  com- 
municationa  of  such  authorities  as  our  friend  Tom ;  and  his  compa- 
nion offered  as  much  commentary  as  is  usually  done  on  similar  occa- 
sions. Proceeding  in  a  twirling  motion  along,  he  could  not  but  ob- 
serve that  the  principal  persons  whom  they  met  bowed  most  respect- 
fully to  the  gentleman  from  the  castle ;  an^  on  being  assured  that  this 
token  of  deference  was  paid  because  they  were  tradesmen  of  the 
castle,  who  were  indebted  to  the  butler  for  his  good  word  in  their 
business,  Tom's  appreciation  of  hia  fViend'a  abilities  in  tlie  art  of 
"  improving "  hia  situation  was  considerably  enhanced.  He  calcu- 
lated that  if  they  made  money  by  the  butler,  the  butler  made  money 
by  them ;  and  he  determined  that  on  his  return  to  Clonmell  he  too 
would  find  tradesfolke  ready  to  take  hats  off  to  him  in  the  ratio  of 
pedagogue  to  peer. 

The  Kilkenny  man  steadied  the  Clonmell  man  to  the  Feathers, 
where  the  tatter  most  potentially  ordered  a  bowl  of  the  best  punch. 
The  slipshod  waiter  atared :  but  a  look  from  Tom's  friend  was  enough. 
They  were  ushered  into  the  best  apartment  of  the  house, — Tom  re- 
marking that  it  was  a  different  room  from  that  which  he  occupied  on 
his  arrival;  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  master  of  the  house,  Mr.  Mul- 
vany,  in  his  best  array,  made  hia  appearance  with  a  pair  of  wax  can- 
dles in  hia  hands.     He  bowed  to  the  earth  as  he  aaid, 

"If  I  had  expected  you,  my " 

"  Leave  the  room,"  was  the  answer. 
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"Not  before  I  order  my  bowl  of  punch,"  said  Tom. 

"Shall  I,  my " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  person  addressed ;  "  whatever  he  likes." 

"  Well,"  said  Tom,  as  Mulvany  left  the  room,  "  if  I  ever  saw  any- 
Uiing  to  match  that.  Is  he  one  of  the  tradespeople  of  the  castle  ? 
This  does  bate  everything.  And,  by  dad,  he  's  not  unlike  you  in  the 
face,  neither  I  Och  1  then,  what  a  story  I  '11  have  vhen  I  get  back  to 
Clonmell." 

"  Well,  Tom,"  said  his  friend,  "  I  may  perhaps  see  you  there  ;  but 
good-b'ye  for  a  moment^  I  assure  you  I  have  had  much  pleasure  in 
your  company." 

"He's  B  queer  fellow  that,"  thought  Tom,  "and  1  hope  hell  be 
soon  back.  It  'b  a  pleasant  acquaintance  1  've  made  the  first  day  I 
was  in  Kilkenny.  Sit  down,  Mr.  Mulvany,"  said  he,  as  that  function- 
ary entered,  bearing  a  bowl  of  punch,  "and  taste  your  brewing."  To 
which  invitation  Mr.  Mulvany  acceded,  nothing  loth,  but  still  cast- 
ing an  anxious  eye  towards  the  door. 

*'  That 's  a  mighty  honest  man,"  said  Tom. 

"I  do  not  know  what  you  mean,"  replied  the  cautious  Mulvany  ; 
(for,  "  honest  man  "  was  in  those  days  another  word  for  Jacobite.) 

"  I  mane  what  I  say,"  said  Tom  ;  "  he  's  just  showed  me  over  the 
castle,  and  gave  me  full  and  plenty  of  the  best  of  eating  and  drinking. 
He  tells  me  he 's  the  butler." 

"  And  so  he  ie,  you  idiot  of  a  man  I"  cried  Mulvany.  «  He 's  the 
chief  Butler  of  Ireland." 

"What?" said  Tom. 

"  Why,  him  that  was  with  you  just  now  is  the  Earl  of  Ormond," 

My  story  is  over — 

"  And  James  Fiujames  wai  Scotland's  king." 

All  the  potations  pottle-deep,  the  road-side  drinking,  the  cham- 
pagne, the  cognac,  the  punch  of  the  Feathers,  vanished  at  once  Irom 
Tom's  brain,  to  make  room  for  the  recollection  of  what  he  had  been 
saying  for  the  last  three  hours.  Waiting  for  no  further  explanation, 
he  threw  up  the  window,  (they  were  sitting  on  a  ground-floor,)  and, 
leaving  Mr.  Mulvany  to  finish  the  bowl  as  he  pleased,  proceeded  at  a 
hand-canter  to  Clonmell,  not  freed  from  the  apparition  of  Lord  Or- 
mond before  he  had  left  Kilcash  to  his  north ;  and  nothing  could  ever 
again  induce  him  to  wander  in  the  direction  of  Kilkenny,  there  to  run 
the  risk  of  meeting  with  his  fellow-butler,  until  his  lordship  was  so 
safely  bestowed  in  the  &mily  vault  as  to  render  thechance  of  collision 
highly  improbable.    Such  is  my  //  Bondocam. 
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"Slow  and  sure  "has  been  the  motto  of  my  family  from  gene- 
ration to  generation,  and  wonderfully  has  it  prospered  by  acting  on 
this  maxim ;  the  misfortunes  of.  the  house  of  Slowby  having  appa- 
rently been  reserved  for  the  only  active  and  enterprising  individual 
ever  bom  unto  that  name.  Reader,  I  am  ttut  unhappy  man  !  Wait- 
ers upon  Fortune,  plentifully  have  all  my  progenitors  &red  from  the 
dainties  of  the  good  lady's .  table ;  while  I,  in  my  anxiety  to  share 
in  the  feast,  have  generally  upset  the  board,  and  lost  every  thing 
in  the  scramble. 

Sir  James  Slowby,  my  worthy  father,  was  a  younger  son,  and 
his  portion  had  been  little  more  than  the  blessing  of  a  parent,  con- 
veyed ID  the  form  of  words  always  used  in  ouf  Jamily — "  Bless  thee, 
my  son ;  be  slow  and  sure,  and  you  will  be  siire  to  get  on."  He  did 
get  on ;  for,  was  he  not  one  of  tlie  feelers  of  that  huge  polypus  in 
society,  the  Slowbys?  Ways  of  making  money,  which  other  men 
had  diligently  sought  in  vain,  discovered  themselves  to  him  ;  places 
were  conferred  on  him,  and  legacies  left  him,  for  no  one  reason 
that  could  be  discovered,  except  that  h^  seemed  indifferent  to  such 
matters,  and  latterly  became  so  wealthy,  that  he-  did  not  require 
them.  He  was  slow  in  marrying ;' not  entering  the  "holy  State" 
till  he  was  forty.  He  did  not  wed  a  fortune :  no !  he  rarfier  pre- 
ferred a  woman  of  good  expectations  ;  and  these  were,  of  course, 
realised, — the  money  came  "slow  and  sure."  He  lived  to  a  good 
old  age;  but  death,  though  slow,  was  sure  also;  and  he  at  length 
died,  leaving  two  sons:  on  one  he  bestowed  all  his  wealth  ;  the  other, 
my  luckless  self,  he  left  a  beggarly  dependent  on  an  elder  brother's 
bounty.  The  fact  of  the  matter  was,  I  had  too  much  vivacity  to 
please  so  true,  a  Slowhy  as  my  bther;  while  James  was  a  man 
after  hie  own  heart:  and,  perhaps  I  had  circulated  a  llttletoo  much 
of  the  old  gentleman's  money  in  what  he  strangely  called  my  "  loose 
kind  of  life;"  but  which  I  only  denominated  "living  fa$U"  £te 
might  have  confessed  that  I  was  not  altogether  selfish  in  my  plea- 
sores.  I  often  made  my  father  most  magnificent  pretents ;'  -and 
though,  perhaps,  he  ultimately  had  to  pay  die  bills,  the  generosity 
of  the  inteolion  was  the  same. 

The  following  tetters  were  written  just  before  our  worthy  pa- 
rent's death,  by  his  two  sons.     James  was  at  the  paternal  mansion 

in Square,  I  at  a  little  road-side  public-house  about  four  and 

twenty  miles  from  Newmarket.  I  must  premise  that  I  was  thus  far 
on  imr  way  to  London,  in  answer  to  my  brother's  summons ;  but, 
at  "Ugley"  over  the  post-chaise  went — a  wheel  was  broken,  and  so 
was  my  lefl  artn.  The  post-boys  swore,  it  was  my  fault,  because  I 
had  not  patience  to  have  the  wheels  properly  greased ;  and  I,  be- 
cause it  was  my  misfortune  to  be  obliged  to  delay  my  journey  till  the 
mischief  was  repaired— I  mean  as  regards  the  weal  of  my  arm,  not 
Uie  wheel  of  the  chaise, — for,  had  I  been  able,  I  would  rather  have 
ridden  one  of  the  post-horses  to  the  next  stage,  than  not  have  pur- 
sued my  route. 
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"My  dear  brother,  —  Your  father  requests  that  you  will  take 
an  earlj  opportunity  of  coining  to  town,  as  he  is  supposed  to  be 
on  his  deatl)-bed.  His  will  only  awaits  your  arrival  to  receive  sig- 
nature. Should  you  solemnly  promise  not  to  dissipate  money  as 
you  have  heretofore  done,  he  will  leave  you  a  gentlemanly  compe- 
tence. Dr.  Druget  is  of  opinion  that  our  father  may  live  tilt  Sunday 
next ;  bo,  if  you  are  here  at  any  period  before  that  date,  you  will  be 
in  sufficient  time  for  the  above-mentioned  purpose. 

■'  Your  affectionate  brother.         Jambs  Slowbv." 

"  Dbar  Jim,—  You  might  think  it  wise  to  delay  my  seemg  our 
dear  father,  but/  did  not; — so  started  at  once,— double-fee'd  the 
post-boys, — double  feed  for  the  horses,— away  I  bowled,  till  off  came 
the  wheel  at  Ugley.  Here  I  am,  with  a  broken  arm.  Tell  my&ther 
I  am  cut  to  the  quick  that  we  may  never  meet  again.  I  '11  promise 
any  tiling  he  likes.  I  now  really  see  the  folly  of  being  always  ia 
such  B  devil  of  a  hurry;  particularly  in  spending  money,  paying  bills, 
and  that  kind  of  thing :  say  that  I  will  now  for  ever  stick  by  the  fa- 
mily motto,  '  slow  and  sure.'     Yours  in  haste, 

"RiCBAHD  Slowbt. 

"  P.S.  I  send  my  own  servant  to  ride  whip  and  spur  till  he  puts 
this  in  your  hands ;  be  will  beat  the  post  by  an  hour  and  a  half,  which 
is  of  consequence." 

This  latter  epJstle  never  reached  its  destination, — my  poor  fellow 
broke  his  neck  at  Epping;  and,  as  the  tetter  was  despatdied  in  too 
great  haste  to  be  fully  directed,  it  was  opened  and  returned  to  me  by 
the  coroner  in  due  course  of  post. 

1  did  not  get  to  town  till  long  after  the  death  of  my  father.  The 
will  signed  at  last,  my  absence  being  unaccounted  for,  gave  my 
brother  the  whole  property  ;  nor  did  he  seem  inclined  to  part  with  a 

shilling.    A  place  in  the  T ,  which  the  head  of  our  ancient  house, 

Lord  Snaile,  had  bestowed  on  my  father,  and  still  promised  to  keep  in 
the  family,  might  yet  be  mine, — J  was  his  lordship's  godson,  and  had 
a  lair  chance  for  it ;  but  the  now  Sir  James  Slowby,  second  of  the 
title,  and  worthy  of  die  name,  would  not  withdraw  bis  claim  as  eldest 
born. 

"  I  won't  move  in  the  matter,  Richard,"  said  my  slow  and  sure 
brother ;  "  but  if  my  lord  gives  me  the  offer,  I  will  accept  it.  I  am 
not  greedy  after  riches,  Heaven  knows ;  but  it  would  be  tempting 
Providence  not  to  hold  what  is  put  into  my  possession,  nor  freely 
take  what  is  freely  given.  His  lordship  has  requested,  by  letter,  that 
we  both  wait  upon  him  in  Curzon  Street,  no  doubt  about  the  ap- 
pointment ;  he  makes  mention  of  wishing  to  introduce  us  to  the 
ladies,  after  '  the  despatch  of  business.'  Our  cousin  Maria  used  to  be 
lovely  as  a  child,  and,  though  not  a  fortune,  may  come  in  for  some- 
thing considerable,  ultimately." 

Such  was  my  brother's  harangue.  Sick  of  his  prosing  I  left  his 
bouse,  comforting  myself  that  I  had,  at  least,  as  much  chance  of  the 
appointment  as  he  had ;  nor  was  I  altogether  without  my  hopes  of 
supplanting  him  with  Maria,  tliough  he  might  be  thought  worthy  of 
wedding  her  at  Marylebone ;  and  I,  even  with  her  own  spedu  li- 
cence, would  have  to  journey  on  the  same  errand  as  far  hs  Gretna. 
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I  dined  that  day  at  Norwood  with  an  old  gchoolfellow.  At  hia 
house  I  vas  to  pass  the  night,  and  on  the  morrow,  at  two  o'clock,  my 
fete  waa  to  be  decided.  On  this  eventful  nioTning  I  was  set  down  in 
Cwnberwell  by  my  friend's  phaeton.  I  had  seen  the  Norwood  four- 
horse  coach  start  for  town  long  before  we  left  home,  and  had  given 
myself  great  credit  for  not  allowing  it  to  convey  me  that  I  might 
bftve  from  thence  been  enabled  to  intrude  on  Lord  Snaile's  pri- 
vacy an  hour  or  two  before  I  was  expected.  Bat  I  recollected  I 
had  annoyed  bis  lordship  on  more  than  one  occasion  in  a  similar 
manner,  and  I  seriously  resolved  that  I  would  no  longer  mar  my  for- 
tunes  by  my  precipitation.  It  was  now,  howevert-within  two  hours 
of*  the  time  of  appointment;  my  friend's  vehicle  was  not  going  any 
farther,  and  I  might,  at  least,  indulge  myself  by  reaching  Oxford 
Street  by  the  quickest  public  conveyance.  Omnibuses  had  just  been 
introduced  on  that  road  i  and  the  Red  Rover,  looking  like  a  huge  trap 
for  catching  passengers,  was  drawn  up  at  the  end  of  Camberwell 
Green.  "  Charing  Cross,  sir  I" — "  Oxford  Street,  sir  !" — "  Going  di- 
rectly, sir  !"  was  music  to  my  ears,  even  from  the  cracked  voice  of  a 
cad,  and  in  I  unfortunately  got;  and  there  did  1  sit  for  ten  minutes, 
white  coaches  innumerable,  passed  me  for  London.  Still  I  preserved 
my  patience,  firm  in  my  good  resolves.  At  length  another  West- 
muister  omnibus  drove  up. 

"  Are  you  going  now  ;  or  are  you  not  ?"  said  I,  very  properly  re- 
straining an  oath  just  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue. 

"  Going  directly,  sir — be  in  town  long  b«bre  him,  sir,"  said  the  cad, 
pointing  to  the  other  'bus,  for  he  saw  my  eye  was  turned  towards  it. 
At  that  moment  a  simple-looking  servant-girl  with  a  bandbox  came 
across  the  Green,  and  a  fight  commenced  between  the  amdvdewM  of 
tlie  rival  vehicles  for  the  unfortunate  woman,  in  which  she  got  not 
a  little  pulled  about  The  Red  Rover,  however,  won  the  day;  and 
glad  enough  was  I  when  we  etarted,  at  a  rattling  pace.  But  my  plea- 
sure was  of  short  duration. 

"  Where  are  you  going  7"  asked  an  old  woman  opposite  me,  who 
knew  the  road,  which  I  did  not. 

"  (roing  to  take  up,  ma'am,"  said  the  cad.     "  We  shall  be  back  to 
the  Green  Man  in  ten  minutes  if  you  've  left  any  thing. behind." 
■'  Where  is  my  bandbox  ?"  said  the  girl. 

"  I  knows  nothing  about  it,  not  I ;  I  suppose  it  went  by  the  othei 
'bus  if  you  am't  a  got  it.  Why  did  you  let  it  out  of  your  own  hands, 
young  'oraan  P    Tliat  'ere  cad  is  the  greatest  thief  on  the  road." 

Tlie  girl  began  to  cry,  and  declared  she  should  lose  her  place ;  and 
I  to  swear,  for  I  thought  it  very  likely  I  should  lose  mine.  But  we 
at  length  once  more  passed  the  Green,  and  tore  along  at  the  rate  of 
ten  miles  an  hour,  till  we  set  down  passengers  at  the  Elephant  and 
Castle.  Reader,  do  you  happen  to  know  a  biscuit-shop  occupying 
the  corner  of  the  road  to  Westminster,  opposite  the  aforesaid  Ele- 
phant and  Castle  ?  There  it  was,  the  Red  Rover  drew  up,  and  the 
cad  descended  to  run  afler  a  man  and  woman,  who  seemed  undeter- 
mined whether  they  would  take  six- penny  worth  or  not.  My  patience 
was  now  quite  exhausted.  A  four-horse  Westminster  coach  was  Just 
starting  across  the  way,  and,  determined  to  get  a  place  in  'a  more 
expeditious  conveyance,  1  ilashed  open  the  door  of  the  omnibus  just 
as  the  eonduclew's  "  all  right "  again  set  the  carriage  in  motion ;  he, 
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having  &i1ed  in  his  canvusbg,  at  the  same  instant  jumped  on  the 
step  behind  the  'bus.  The  conBequenccB  were  direful.  The  cftd 
WBB  traniferred  to  the  pavement  bj  a  swingeing  blow  on  the  temple 
from  the  opening  panel,  while  I  lost  my  equilibrium,  and  made  a  full- 
length  prostration  into  mud  four  inches  thick,  which  formed  the 
bed  of  the  road.  I  had  fallen  face  downward,  and  the  infuriated  offi- 
cial of  the  'bus  quickly  bestrode  me,  grasping  me  by  the  nape  of  the 
neck.  I  gasped  for  breath.  Never  shall  I  forget  what  I  then  in- 
haled. To  bite  the  dust  is  always  disagreeable ;  but,  I  can  assure 
you,  it  is  nothing  to  a  mouthful  of  mud.  Rescued  at  last  by  the  in- 
tervention of  the  police,  I  was  permitted  to  rise.  I  had  no  time  to 
dispute  the  question  of  right  and  wrong ;  glad  enough  was  I  to  be 
allowed  to  medicate  the  cad's  promissory  black  eye  with  a  sovereign  ; 
for  which  I  was  declared  by  all  present,  and  particularly  by  the  man 
what  rides  behind  the  '  homnibus '  "  to  be  a  perfect  gemman,  only 
a  little  hasty."  Never  was  a  gentleman  in  a  worse  pickle.  .  The  road 
had  been  creamed  by  the  reiffa  of  wet  weather  that  marks  an  Eng- 
lish summer.  Had  I  been  diving  in  a  mud-cart,  or  "far  into  the 
bowels  of  the  land,"  through  the  medium  of  a  ditch  in  the  neighbour- 
ing St.  George's  Fields,  I  could  not  have  presented  a  more  extraor- 
dinary appearance.  I  might  have  been  rated  as  a  forty- shilling  land- 
holder, and  rich  soil  into  the  bargain.  As  soon  as  I  could  clear  my  eyes 
.  sufficKntly  to  permit  of  the  exercise  of  vision,  I  espied  an  old  clothes' 
shop  in  the  distance ;  and  in  this  welcome  retreat  I  speedily  bestowed 
myself  amid  cries  of  "  How  are  you  off  for  soap  ?" — "  There  you  go, 
stick-in-the-mud  1" — "  Where  did  you  lie  last  7"  and  other  specimens 
of  suburban  wit.  Having  left  the  admiring  gaze  of  about  two  hun- 
dred spectators,  I  obtained  a  washing-tub  and  a  private  room 
from  my  newly-formed  acquaintance,  Isaacs;  and,  my  ablutions 
being  complete,  I  equipped  myself  in  a  full  suit  of  black,  which, 
though  the  habiliments  were  rather  the  worse  for  wear,  fitted  me 
pretty  well,  and  had  been,  withal,  decently  made.  I  was  also  sup- 
plied with  shirt  and  drawers,  "  goot  ash  new,"  and  a  hat  which  Isaacs 
swore  was  only  made  the  week  before,  and  "  cheap  ash  dirt."  I  ap- 
preciated the  simile,  but  the  hat  I  could  scarcely  get  on  my  head ; 
time  was  however  wearing  away,  and  I  was  obliged  to  have  it,  as  well 
as  a  pair  of  Blucher  boots,  not  a  Wellington  fitting  me  in  the  Jew's 
whole  stock  of  such  articles.  I  again  started.  There  happened  to 
be  a  hackney-coach  passing  just  as  I  emerged  from  the  shop.  This 
was  fortunate ;  for,  to  hide  my  low  boots,  Isaacs  had  strapped  my 
trousers  down  so  tightly,  that,  not  trusting  much  to  the  material,  I 
thought  it  might  be  advisable  to  avoid  walking. 

I  had  yet  sufficient  time  before  me  to  keep  my  appointment,  and  I 
was  now  fairly  on  my  way  to  Curzon  Street ;  nothing  interrupting 
my  meditation  for  the  next  half  hour  but  the  paying  of  a  turnpike. 
I  had  certainly  met  with  many  vexatious  annoyances  during  the 
morning ;  but  I  felt  pleased  with  myself  for  so  far  conquering  my 
impetuous  spirit  as  to  have  exhibited,  on  the  whole,  but  little  irrita- 
tion under  my  suffering.  For  this,  I  thought  I  deserved  to  succeed 
in  my  present  visit  to  that  high-priest  of  Fortune,  a  patron.  Then  I 
bethought  me  of  Maria,  and  took  a  glance  at  my  suit  of  black.  I  l«n- 
cied  that  I  must  look  very  like  an  undertaker, — I  knew  not  why:  I 
had  imagmed  myself  perfectly  gentlemanly  in  appeutmce  when  1  left 
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my  toilet  at  Norwood,  and  I  had  only  changed  one  suit  of  black  for 
another, — but  then  these  were  not  made  for  me.  Perhaps  some  poor 
fellow  had  been  hanged  io  them.     I  got  nervous  and  miserable. 

My  hat  galled  my  head ;  1  removed  it,  and  held  it  in  my  hand.  It 
certainly  djd  not  loolc  like  a  new  one.  I  was  ingeniously  tormenting 
in3'self  with  calling  to  memory  every  disease  of  the  scalp  I  had  ever 
beard  of,  when  I  reached  the  comer  of  Curzon  Street;  and,  not  wish- 
ing to  desecrate  the  portals  of  the  fastidious  peer  by  driving  up  in  a 
"  Jarvey,"  I  got  out,  and  made  my  approach  on  foot.  I  had  knocked 
— there  was  a  delay  in  opening  the  door.  The  porter  is  out  of  the 
way,  thought  I ;  and  I  took  an  opportunity  of  looking  at  my  heels,  to  see 
if  I  had  walked  off  with  any  straws  from  the  coach.  I  heard  the  door 
opening ; — I  say  heard,  for  I  did  not  look  up,  my  eyes  just  then  resting 
on  a  small  piece  of  ttgie  that  I  had  been  dragging  in  the  dirt — Oh  ! 
luckleM  appurtenance  of  the  drawers  of  the  Jew ! — Yes  !  the  door 
wat  opening  to  admit  me  to  the  presence  of  my  noble  relation  —  my 
patron — who  I  trusted  was  waiting  with  an  appointment  of  1500/. 
a-year,  anxiouB  to  bestow  it  on  his  godson — the  morning  that  was  to 
witness  my  introduction  to  her  whom  I  had  already  wedded  in  my 
imagination — I  saw  a  little  piece  of  tape  dangling  at  my  heels !  Be- 
fore the  portals  of  the  mansion  had  quite  gaped  to  receive  me,  my 
finger  was  twisted  round  this  cruel  instrument  of  destiny,  in  the  hope 
of  breaking  it.  I  pulled.  Acting  like  a  knife  on  the  trousers,  fast 
striped  to  my  boots,  and  too  powerful  a  strain  on  the  drawers, 
though  "  goot  ash  new,"  both  were  rent  to  the  waistband , — my  coat 
ripped  at  the  shoulder  by  the  action  of  my  arm; — my  bat  fell  off,  and 
was  taken  by  the  wind  down  the  street ; — and  the  servant,  to  whom, 
having  finished  this  ingenious  operation,  I  stood  fully  disclosed,  un- 
fortunately saw  but  the  effects,  without  knowing  the  cause  of  my  dis- 
aster. 

The  man  was  too  well-bred  to  remark  my  appearance;  but  he  had 
every  reason  for  thinking  me  either  mad  or  drunk ;  as,  to  crown  all, 
my  face  must  have  been  flushed  and  dbtorted  from  rage  and  mortifi- 
cation. 

"  My  lord  expects  you  in  the  library,  sir,"  said  the  astounded 


An  abrupt  "Tell  my  lord  I'll  call  again"  was  my  only  reply,  deli- 
vered over  my  shoulder  as  I  dashed  from  the  door,  perfectly  uncon- 
scious of  what  I  was  about,  till  I  found  myself  in  a  tavern,  the  first 
friendly  door  that  was  open  to  receive  me.  I  here  composed  my  be- 
wildered senses,  despatched  a  messenger  for  a  tailor,  and  set  myself 
down  to  concoct  a  note  to  Lord  Snaile.  But  how  narrate  to  the  most 
particular,  matter-of-fact,  and  yet  fastidious,  man  io  the  world  the 
events  of  that  morning  P  I  threw  the  pea  and  paper  from  me  in  de- 
spair. Nothing  now  remained  but  to  wait  patiently,  if  possible,  till  I 
could  make  my  e:icuses  in  person. 

The  tailor  came,  and  in  about  an  hour  and  a  half  I  was  again  on  my 
way  to  his  lordship's  residence  ;  but  alas  1  ere  I  reached  it,  I  met  my 
steady  young  brodier,  who  with  much  formality  thus  addressed  me, 

"  Richard  Slowby,  your  conduct  this  morning  is  the  climax  of  your 
excesses.  His  lordship  requests  that  he  may'not  in  future  be  favoured 
with  your  visits  in  Curzon  Street ;  and  I  consider  it  my  duty  to  inform 
you,  that  these  will  be  equally  disagreeable  in  -^ —  Square." 


jM,Googlc 


318  THE    LITTLB   BIT   OP   TAPE. 

I  felt  at  tliat  momeDt  too  proud  to  ask  Tor,  or  offer,  exploDfltions.  I 
saw  by  the  twinkle  of  his  cold  grey  eye  that  Ae  had  received  the 
appointment,  and  of  course  it  would  have  been  against  his  principles 
to  resign  it  in  my  favour ;  so  I  merely  told  him  that  I  should  have 
great  pleasure  in  attending  to  the  wishes  of  two  men  I  so  eqtiaUlf 
respected  as  Lord  Snaile  and  Sir  James  Slowby :  and,  bidding  bim  a 
very  good  morning,  I  left  him  to  bis  self-gratulattons. 

About  a  twelvemonth  afterwards,  I  elicited  from  the  servant  who 
had  opened  the  door  to  me,  and  delivered  my  unfortunate  message  to 
his  lordly  master,  the  following  particulars. 

It  appears  that  on  tlie  man  entering  the  library  he  found  the  peer 
and  the  baronet  seated  together,  the  eyes  of  the  former  fixed  on  a 
time-piece,  which  told  the  startling  fact  that  the  hour  of  appointment 
was  past,  by  five  minutes.  "Is  Mr.  Slowby  come?"  said  my  lord, 
turning  suddenly  towards  the  servant. 

"  Yes,  my  lord ;  but " 

"  Show  him  in  directly,  sir.  Did  I  not  tell  you  I  expected  Mr. 
Slowby,  and  ordered  him  to  be  admitted?" 

"  1  told  the  gentleman  so,  my  lord,  and  that  you  were  waiting  for 
hitn,  and  he  said  be  would  c^  again.  I  am  afraid  the  gentleman 
is  unwell,  my  lord." 

"  Unwell  I"  cried  his  lordship,  "  and  you  allowed  him  to  quit  the 
house  ?" 

"  He  ran  away,  my  lord  "  and  here,  not  knowing  how  far  it  would 
be  safe  to  give  the  conclusion  he  hod  drawn  from  my  extraordinary 
manner  and  appearance,  the  man  hesitated. 

"  Tel)  me  why,  this  instant,  sir,"  exclaimed  his  master  ;  "  there  is 
some  mystery,  and  i  will  know  it." 

"  1  beg  pardon,  my  lord,  but  Mr.  Slowby  seemed  much  excited — 
was  without  his  hat,  had  torn  clothes  —  scarcely  decent,  my  lord.  I 
hope  your  lordship  will  excuse  me,  but  the  gentleman  seemed  flushed 
with  after-dinner  indulgence  in  the  morning,  my  lord." 

On  this  well-bred  announcement  of  my  being  drunk,  the  peer  and 
his  companion  exchanged  significant  looks. 

"  You  may  go,"  said  my  lord,  bowing  bis  head  to  the  servant :  but 
ere  my  informant  got  furdier  than  the  neutral  ground  between  the 
double  doors,  he  heard  my  kind  brother  say,  "  Just  like  him ;— dined 
yesterday  at  Norwood." 

■'  A  disgrace  to  the  family  !"  sorrowfully  remarked  his  lordship.  "I 
had  hoped  to  benefit  him,  but" — a  pause — "  the  appointment  is  yours, 
Sir  John.    1  could  not  trust  it  with  a  man  of  his  character." 

It  is  satisfactory  to  know  the  particulars  of  one's  misfortunes,  and 
these  were  given  me  at  the  "  Bear"  in  Piccadilly.  Af^  being  cut 
by  all,  as  a  graceless  vagabond,  when  it  was  discovered  that  I  had  few 
meals  to  say  grace  over,  I  am  now  considered  dead  to  society  ;  but  I 
am,  in  fact,  "  living  for  revenge."  To  spite  the  omnibuses,  and  abuse 
the  cads  at  my  leisure,  I  drive  a  short  stage  out  of  town ;  and  if  any 
gentleman  knows  one  Dick  Hastings,  and  will  "please  to  remember 
the  coachman,"  he  who  will  drink  to  his  honour's  good  health  will  be 
the  luckless  Richard  Slowby. 
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A   LAMBKTABLB   TALE;   BY   WILLIAM   JERDAN. 

"  London  and  Brighton  Railuiay  (quatuor):  Brigblon  aod  London  Railaay, 
without  a  tunnel ;  Gateshead,  South-Shields,  and  Monk-Wearmouth  Railumy ; 
London  Grand-jutictian  RuUisaif ;  Northern  and  Eastern  ^i^ioiy;  South' 
eastern  Railvxn/ ;  Great  Northern  Roiimxif ;  Great  Western  Railtoay ;  London 
and  Birniiogham  Stdltan/ ;  London  and  Greenwich  Railtcaj/ ;.  Croydon  Rail- 
way;  North-Midland  Raibeay;  London  and  Blackwall  Railioay;  CommerciaL* 
Toad  RaUway ;  Wolverhampton  and  Dudley  RaUteay ;  Liverpool  and  Mai^ 
Chester  RMlway ;  Hull  and  Selby  SailiBoy ;  Newcastle-upou-Tyne  and  Carlisle 
RnUux^ ;  Kingston-upou-HuU  R/uluxof;  Durham  Junction  IttnlvKn/;  Edin- 
buigh  and  Glasaow  nalwaif ;  Dublin  and  Kingstown  Raiheey;  Dublin  and 
Bantry  Ba;  Jtoi^oov ;  London  and  Gravesend  JtaUvmy ;  Commercial  Bailuitn/ ; 
£asteru  Counties  Raihan/ ;  Llanelly  Raiiumy ;  London,  Salisbury,  and  Exeiet 
Sailvmy ;  Preston  and  Wye  Railvxn/ ;  Bristol  and  Exeter  Railway ;  Gisvei- 
end  and  Dover  RbUidi^;  Gravesend,  Rochester,  Chatham,  aod  Stroud  Rail. 
;  London  and  Soulhamplon  Railxoayj  Gateshead  and  South  Shields  Rail- 
;  Cheltenham  and  Great  Western  Railway;  Lincoln  RaUuiay ;  Leicester 


way ;  London  and  Soulhamplon  Railxoayj  Gateshead  and  South  Shields  Rail- 
weu;  Cheltenham  and  Great  Western  Railway,  Lincoln  RaUuiay ;  Leicester 
m»d  Swannington  Raibao);  Newcastle  and  York  Hailviay ;  Birmingham  and 
Derby  Railvxy  ;  Bolton  and  Leigh  Raiiwqy  ;  Canterbury  and  Whitstable  Rail- 
teay ;  Clarence  Railaoy;  Cromford  and  Peak  Forest  RaitviaTf;  Edinburgh  and 
Dalkeith  Railway;  Dean  Forest  Railway;  Hartlepool  Rmlum/ ;  Si.  Helens 
and  Rune.  Gap  Raibaay ;  Manchester  and  Oldham  Railinay ;  Preston  and 
Wigan  Railway  ;  Stanhope  and  Tyne  Railtoi^ ;  Stockton  and  Darlington  Rail- 
way ;  Warrington  and  Newton  Railway ;  the  Grand  Incomparable  North-south- 
eni.  East-western  Rialway,  with  parallel  and  radiating  Branches,"  Sk.  Sic.  Sk. 

"  It  ma^  be  observed,"  (says  a  newspaper  in  our  hand,  quite  as 
'correctly  informed  as  newspapers  usually  are,)  "  that  the  raiiway 
companies  now  forming,  of  which  we  have  a  list  before  us,  require  a 
capital  of  upwards  of  thirty  millions  of  pounds,  divided  into  nearly 
five  himdred  thousand  shares." 

This  was  in  the  year  1836 ;  and  the  horror  it  excited  in  the  race  of 
horses,  native  and  foreign,  inhabitants  of  the  British  empire,  ig  not  to 
be  described.  A  knowledge  of  the  habits  and  intelligence  of  this 
species  is  only  to  be  obtained  from  the  writings  of  our  matter-of-fact 
and  lamented  predecessor.  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver,  whose  travels 
among  the  Houyhohnms,  rather  more  than  a  century  ago,  may  have 
been  heard  of,  by  a  few  of  our  antiquarian  and  classical  readers.  To 
that  work  we  would  refer,  to  show  that  Houyhnhnm  is  "  the  perfec- 
tion of  nature ;"  which  truth  will  partly  account  for  the  following  me- 
lancholy narrative.  "  I  admired  "  Ahe  author  writes)  "  the  strength, 
comelmess,  and  speed  of  the  inhabitants ;  and  such  a  constellation  of 
virtues  in  such  amiable  persons,  produced  in  me  the  highest  vene- 
ration." 

Having  the  view  of  horse-desh  which  this  preface  opens,  though  we 
have  not  had  an  opportunity  of  studying  it  so  purely  under  our  mixed 
government,  breeds,  and  circumstances,  it  is  unnecessary  to  explain 
the  panic  which  arose  on  the  announcement  of  so  universal  a  system  of 
railways  to  supersede  the  noble  animal  in  every  beneflciat  and  elegant 
office,  and  reduce  it  to  the  condition  of  a  useless  sinecurist,  even  if 
permitted  to  live  on  human  bounty.  The  result  was  that,  when  the 
sererities  of  winter  fell  thick  and  fast,  a  convocation  was  held  by 
moonlight  in  Smithfield,  and  adjourned,  owing  to  the  multitude,  to 
Horselydown,  (so  called  from  King  John  being  tumbled  off  his  nag 
by  that  process  in  that  locality,)  and,  afteq,a  most  interesting  discux' 
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Bion,  it  was  unanimously  resolved  that  every  hone  in  Great  Britain 
ehoutd  die.  Wherefore  should  they  lire  P  Steam-boats  had  thrown 
-  the  wajp&-ing  trackers  out  of  hay ;  steam-ploughs,  the  agricultural 
labourers  out  of  oats;  steam-carriages,  the  best  of  posters  out  of  em- 
ployment ;  steam-guns,  the  military  out  of  service ;  steam-engines, 
the  mechanics  out  of  mills  and  tactories ; — in  short,  their  occupaUona 
were  gone,  and  they  knew  not  where  they  could  get  a  bit  to  their 
mouths.     Wherefore  should  they  live .' 

The  resolution  having  been  communicated  throughout  the  country, 
and  an  hour  appointed  for  the  catastrophe,  though  it  had  nigh  broken 
the  hearts  of  some  petted  ponies  and  favourites,  it  was  obeyed  with  _ 
all  the  stubborn  gled-ta»tnes6  of  this  illustrious  creature.  Racers  and 
hunters,  coach  and  cart,  high-bred  and  low,  drays  and  galloways,  saddle 
and  side  ditto,  Suffolk  punches  and  dogsmeat,  cohs  and  cabs,  hacks 
and  shetties,  respectables  and  rips,  old  and  young,  stallions,  mares, 
geldings,  colts,  foals,  and  fillies, — all  perished  at  the  same  time. 
O'Connell's  tail  was  the  only  one  that  remained  extant  in  England, 
Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland ;  but  this  our  tale  hath  no  reference  to 
that.  It  may  be  inquired  by  the  physiologist!  what  were  the  means  of 
death  to  which  the  abhorrence  of  steam  induced  the  horses  to  resort; 
and  it  is  gratifying  to  be  able  to  satisfy  their  thirst  for  knowledge  by 
stating  that  they  died  of  the  Vapours. 

But  we  now  come  to  the  extraordinary  results  which  must  spring 
from  the  fatal  fact  we  have  just  recorded.  "  What  nexlf  as  the 
political  pamphleteer  sayeth  : — ay,  mhat  next  f  How  will  the  country 
go  on  ?      What  urili  the  Lords  (£>— without  horses  ? 

The  revolution  produced  by  the  event  was  immediately  felt  in 
every  part  of  the  empire,  in  every  pursuit,  in  every  trade,  in  every 
amusement.  Within  four-and- twenty  hours,  the  isle  was  Irigfat^ 
from  her  propriety,  and  England  could  no  longer  be  rect^ised  for 
herself.  It  is  true  that  the  crown  remained  \  but  how  shorn  of  its 
beams  I  And  then  the  whole  Eqve^rian  order  had  been  destroyed  at 
a  blow.  Talk  of  swamping  the  Peers  I  it  was  done,  and  they  could 
dragoon  the  representatives  of  the  people  no  more.  And  in  propor- 
tion to  their  fall  was  the  rise  of  the  Commoners.  Not  a  donkey-man 
whose  ass  fed  on  these  wastes,  but  found  himself  in  a  higher  and  more 
powerful  position.  When  horses  are  out  of  the  field,  great  is  the 
increase  of  the  value  of  asses.  The  brutes,  it  is  true,  are  still  long* 
eared,  obstinate,  devoid  of  speed,  rat-tailed,  and  stupid ;  but,  in  the 
absence  of  nobler  beasts,  whatever  is,  must  be  first.  And  so  it  now 
happened.  The  huckster,  the  gipsy,  the  higgler,  the  donkey-driver 
of  Margate,  the  costermonger,  the  sandman,  every  asinine  possessor 
mounted  in  the  scale,  as  it  fell  out,  with  a  one  or  more  ass  power,  and 
the  scum  became  the  top  of  the  boiling-pot  of  society,  who  aU  at  once 
found  themselves  gentlemen  of  property  and  influence.  Little  had 
the  superior  classes  dreamed  how  entirely  their  dignity  and  conse- 
quence depended  on  their  "  cattle ;"  hut  now,  when  a  Wellington,  a 
Grey,  a  Melbourne,  an  Anglesey,  a  Jersey,  a  Cavendish,  a  Fane,  a 
Somerset,  had  to  trudge  on  foot  through  the  muddy  streets,  whilst 
the  Scrogginses,  the  Smiths,  the  Gileses,  the  Toms,  Bills,  and  Char- 
leys  honoured  them  with  a  nod  and  a  splash  as  they  scampered  by, 
shouting  "  Go  it,  Neddy !"  it  was  sadly  demonstrated  to  them,  and  to 
the  world,  that  their  former  personal  vanity,  pride,  and  presumption 
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had  been  built  on  a  false  foundation  ;  for  it  was  not  themseWes,  but 
their  fine  and  noble  horses,  that  had  won  the  observance  and  submts- 
siveness  of  their  fellow  men  unmounted. 

The  instant  effects  of  the  hippo-hecatomb  in  every  circle  and  busi- 
ness of  life  were  as  remarlcable  as  they  were  important.  No  previous 
imagination  could  have  su^ested  a  honiceopathic  part  of  the  vast 
change.  His  Majesty  had  decided  to  open  parliament,  not  by 
proxy,  but  in  person, — that  is  to  say,  he  was  to  proceed  to  the  House 
in  royal  state,  and  read  his  speech  as  if  it  were  his  own,  instead  of 
leaving  it  to  five  gentlemen  in  large  cloaks,  as  if  it  were  theirs,  and  he 
ashamed  to  march  through  Coventry  with  them ;  but,  alas  the  day  ! 
the  cream-coloured  steeds  were  all  dead,  and  the  blacks  were  as  pale 
as  the  cream.  Windsor  awoke  in  afflright  and  dismay.  There  were  the 
royal  carriages,  and  there  the  coachmen,  and  there  the  grooms,  and 
there  the  hussars ;  but  where  were  the  horses  P  Gone  !  It  was  a  mo- 
ment  for  an  ebullition  of  loyalty,  and  we  record  it  aa  an  everlesting 
honour  to  their  young  patriotic  feelings,  that  the  hoys  at  Eton,  in  this 
mighty  emergency,  respectfully  offered  their  services  to  drag  the 
King  to  London,  providing  the  head-master  sat  upon  the  box  as  driver, 
and  the  ushers  clustered  behind,  in  the  character  of  the  footmen.  A 
council  held  on  the  proposition  decided  that  the  task  would  be  too 
much  for  the  tender  years  of  the  Etonians,  and  especially  as  drawing 
had  hardly  been  taught  in  that  classic  establishment ;  so  that,  instead 
of  being  competent  to  draw  a  monarch,  there  was  not  a  boy  in  the 
school  who  could  draw  anything.  At  Woolwich  it  was  quite  the  re- 
verse. In  the  increasing  dilemma, — for  his  Majesty  declined  the  walk, 
and  the  route  by  the  river  could  not  be  performed  in  time, — it  was 
resolved  to  despatch  one  of  the  royal  messengers  on  the  swiflest  ass 
which  the  town  could  produce,  and  order  a  short  prorogation  till  mea- 
sures could  be  adopted  to  meet  the  awful  exigences  of  the  crisis. 

In  London,  meanwhile,  the  consternation  was  equally  overwhelm- 
ing, if  not  more  so.  Ministers  met  in  cabinet,  but,  as  usual,  knew  not 
what  to  do  ;  and  so  agreed  to  lie  by,  a  bit,  and  see  how  matters  might 
shape  their  own  course.  The  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  and  three 
secretaries  sat  down  to  a  rubber  of  long  whist,  half-crown  points  ;  the 
Lord  President  of  the  Council,  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  President 
of  the  Board  of  Control,  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  Lancaster,  and 
Lord  Privy  Seal,  preferred  three-card  loo  ;  and  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  and  the  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade  had  a  capital  l^le- 
a-l&e  bout  at  brag.  The  other  officers  of  state  employed  themselves 
as  they  could,  from  the  Lord  High  Chancellor  to  the  store-keepers 
and  Under-Secretaries.  And  meanwhile  the  public  mind,  that  is  to 
say,  all  the  mind  inside  the  hats  of  the  mob  about  Whitehall  and 
Westminster,  was  In  a  tumult  of  excitement.  Two  o'clock  struck,  and 
CO  guns  were  heard  ;  three,  and  the  patereros  were  dumb.  The  clock 
of  the  Horse  Guards — the  Horse  Guards  !  a  name  of  departed  glory 
and  present  woe  J— told  the  hour  in  vain  ;  till,  just  as  it  gave  warning 
for  four,  a  breathless  and  panting  ass  was  seen  galloping  into  Downing- 
street.  It  bore  the  express  from  Windsor,  who  by  prodigious  exer- 
tions had  accomplished  the  journey  in  less  than  seven  hnurs.  The  unfi- 
nished rubber  was  broken  up,  to  the  heavy  mortification  of  the  First 
X>ord,  who  scored  eight,  and  was  looking  forward  to  a  call  of  the  ho- 
notira;  the  loo-scorea  were  balanced  and  settled,  the  F^tLord  of 
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the  Admiralty  pocketing  the  profits,  to  consequence  of  taldng  one  for 
his  heels  as  the  donkey  turned  up  ;  and  "  I  brag "  felt  no  more  from 
Exchequer  or,Trade.  But  it  was  already  too  late  to  restore  order  ;  and 
confusion  in  the  midst  of  deliberation  only  became  worse  ccHifounded. 
Extraneous  calamities  every  instant  interfered.  No  mails  had  arrived, 
and  very  Few  peeresses.  The  letters  containing  friendly  BSButances 
from  foreign  governments  were  in  post-offices,  Heaven  knew  at  what 
distances.  Such  of  the  ministers,  bachelor  as  well  as  married,  as  were 
directed  by  their  grey  mares,  had  no  opportunity  for  consulting  and 
receiving  their  commands,  though  it  must  have  been  in  some  degree 
a  consolation  to  feel  that  they  remained  amid  the  wreck  of  horse- 
flesh. In  short,  in  politics,  as  at  cards,  the  game  was  up.  Hie  Eng- 
lish constitution  was  not  the  constitution  of  a  horse,  and  it  gave  way 
before  the  frightful  revolution  i  and,  to  add  to  the  individual  horrors 
of  the  scene,  the  Master  of  the  Buckhounds,  the  Master  of  the  Horse, 
the  Postmaster-General,  and  the  Master  of  the  Rolls  (why  he,  could 
never  be  conjectured)  committed  suicide  in  the  course  of  the  ensuing 
night ;  and  the  Lord  Chancellor  became  a  confirmed  lunatic,  under 
his  own  care. 

It  were  tedious  to  trace  all  the  varieties  of  aspects  into  which  this 
awful  event  plunged  the  nation  :  a  few,  briefiy  described,  may  suffice 
to  indicate  its  universal  extent  and  terrible  alterations.  Routs,  ball, 
at  hornet,  operas,  and  every  fashionable  amusement  and  resort  were 
abrogated.  The  ladies  of  the  land  were  bowed  to  the  ground.  Visits 
could  not  be  paid  :  to  dress  was  unnecessary.  There  was  no  crush- 
room  ;  and  milliners,  mantua-makers,  perfumers,  and  jewellers  were 
crushed.  Seventeen  old  sedan-chairs  were  the  total  that  could  be 
discovered  in  London ;  and  these,  with  the  succedaneum  suggested 

by  the  witty  Countess  of ,  viz.  mounting  such  of  the  porters' 

ball-chairs  as  were  susceptible  of  the  improvement  upon  poles,  in  a 
similar  manner,  constituted  the  whole  migrations  of  ^e  t^hionable 
world.  We  will  not  allude  to  the  meetings  baulked,  and  the  assigna- 
tions broken,  through  this  unfortunate  state  of  things;  and  are  only 
sorry  to  say  it  did  not  add  to  the  sum  of  domestic  felicity. 

Tlie  Park — dismal  was  the  Park  !  Exquisites,  more  helpless  than 
ever,  tottered  along  its  almost  deserted  walks.  There  was  not 
on«  who, 

— -  With  left  heel  iosidiousl;r  aside. 
Provoked  the  caper  be  would  seem  to  chide ; 
nor  was  there  a  pretty  woman  to  smile  at  him  if  he  had.     Could  the 
race  have  obtained  asses,  it  would  have  been  most  unnatural  to  ride 
them  ;  and  thus  they  vanished  from  the  vision  of  society. 

Ascot  was  not  particularly  unhappy,  though  the  King's  cup  was  a 
cup   of  dregs.     But  Bentinck  and  Crocky,  Richmond  and  Gully, 

Exeter  and  Lamb,  Rutland  and ,  Jersey  and ,  Chesterfield 

and  the  rest  of  the  legs,  got  up  an  encellent  two  days'  sport.  Run- 
ning in  sacks  afforded  ample  opportunities  for  betting  heavily ;  and 
wheelbarrow  races,  with  the  barrow-drivers  blindfolded  or  partially 
enlightened,  were  found  quite  as  good  as  anything  which  had  been 
done  before,  and  allowing  quite  as  much  scope  for  the  honourable 
strategies  of  the  turf.  An  immense  number  of  useless  horse. collars 
were  brought  to  be  grinned  through  ;  and  the  books  of  literature  and 
intelligence  surpassed,  if  anything,  those  of  other  times. 

At  Epsom,  the  old  and  general  patrons  of  that  course  having  now 
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the  ascendency,  indulged  in  donkey  races,  at  which  the  poor  nobility 
gazed  with  apeechlesa  regret.     The  last  were  truly  the  first,  here. 

Among  the  instances  of  individual  ruin,  none  was  more  unenter' 
taining  than  that  of  Mr.  Ducrow,  Keduced  to  a  single  zebra,  he  wbb 
obliged  to  turn  wanderer  and  mendicant;  the  stripes  of  Mififortune 
were  Ti*idly  impressed  upon  him.  Circuses  and  amphitheatres 
ceased ;  and  the  dragon  was  more  than  a  match  for  the  poor  horseless 
St.  George.  What  a  symbol  of  the  decline  of  Englaod,  when  even 
her  patron  saint  must  yield  to  a  Saurian  reptile  I 

Of  all  human  beings  affected  by  the  calamity,  deep  as  were  the 
afflictions  of  others,  perhaps  those  who  evinced  the  most  sensitire 
and  overpowering  fbelines  on  the  occasion,  were  the  butchers'  boys. 
As  a  class,  they  evidently  suffered  beyond  the  rest.  Betrayed,  un- 
supported, and  wretched,  they  trudged  under  the  heavy  burthens  of 
&te,  as  if  the  world — as  indeed  in  one'sense  it  was — were  out  of  joint 
for  them.  The  centaurs  of  antiquity  were  destroyed  by  a  demigod ; 
but  the  modem  centaurs  had  nothing  to  soothe  their  pride.  They 
were  burled  down,  but  living  and  without  a  hope.  Poor  lads  I  every 
heart  bled  for  them. 

There  were  another  set  of  men,  almost  equally  unfortunate,  though 
they  endured  it  with  greater  equanimity,  —  the  late  royal  horse- 
guards,  with  all  their  splendid  caparisons,  their  tags  and  tassels, 
their  sashes  and  sabres>  their  spurs  and  epaulettes,  their  helms  and 
feathers ;  the  officers,  people  of  the  first  families  in  the  country,  the 
men,  the  picked  and  chmen  of  the  plebeian  many.  The  high  iliie  and 
the  low,  reduced  alike  by  unsparing  destiny  to  foot  it  wi^  the  hum- 
blest,— it  was  a  grievous  blow ;  and,  considering  their  Uniform  con- 
duct,  most  undeserved.  And  it  was  accordingly  fielt  that  among  the 
earliest  evils  for  which  a  remedy  should  be  sought,  was  the  remount- 
ing of  those  so  essential  to  the  dignity  of  the  throne  and  the  safety 
of  the  realm.  True  it  was,  that  of  the  animals  they  once  bestrode 
not  a  skin  was  left ;  but  donkeys  were  to  be  procured  at  excessive 
prices;  and  they  were  obtained  for  this  especial  purpose.  As  yet, 
the  mancEuvres  of  the  Royal  Ass  Guards  are  more  amusing  dian 
seemly;  but  there  is  no  doubt  that  with  time  and  discipline  they  will 
be,  as  before,  the  foremost  corps  in  the  service. 

It  were  easy  to  enlarge  upon  similar  topics  to  the  end  of  this  tome, 
but  they  would  only  serve  to  illustrate  that  which,  we  trust,  we  have 
illustrated  enough.  At  Melton  it  was  melancholy  to  see  the  gay 
hunter,  unable  to  risk  his  limbs  and  neck,  reduced  to  stalking, — and 
stalking,  too,  without  a  horse.  Carts  being  hort  de  eombait  the  truck 
system  began  to  prevail  in  all  quarters,  and,  bad  as  it  was,  what 
could  not  be  cured  must  be  endured.  Londonderry  went  into  mourn- 
ing on  account  of  having  exported  seventy  asses  to  Canada  by  a 
vessel  which  sailed  about  a  month  before,  about  the  same  period  diat 
the  old  bear  at  the  Tower  was  sent  to  America,  together  with  the 
monkey  which  bit  Ensign  Seymour's  leg.  Scotland  suffered  in  the 
extreme,  in  spite  of  its  excellent  banking  business  and  assets,  for 
there  was  scarcely  an  ass  in  the  country,  except  among  some  gipsies 
at  Yetholm  (vide  Guy  Mannering) ;  and  if,  as  we  are  certain  it  is 
not,  one  in  a  thousand  of  our  readers  ever  saw  a  dead  jackass  any- 
where, it  will  be  agreed  that  not  one  inM  million  could  ever  enjoy 
that  spectacle  on  the  north  tide  of  Tweed.  But  enough :  the  king- 
dom was  turned  upside  down,^-old  gentlemen  without  their  hobbiea. 
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young  gentlemen  without  their  exhibitions,  sportsmen  without  their 
sports,  schoolboys  in  the  holidays  without  their  pooiee,  ladies  without 
their  rides  and  knights,*  coachmen  without  their  hacks,  wagoners 
without  their  teams,  barges  without  their  draughts,  the  army  without 
cavalry,  and  a  king  and  aristocracy  without  equipages, — the  revo- 
lution is  complete. 

In  picturing  this  appalling  change,  it  is  but  proper  to  notice  that 
the  agricultural  interests  have  not  been  ao  severely  dealt  with.  The 
substitution  of  bullocks  was  effected  without  much  difficulty  in  most 
farms  ;  and  in  others  hand  labour  was  happily  introduced,  which  em- 
ployed the  poor,  and,  upon  the  whole,  rather  ameliorated  the  condi- 
tion of  the  people. 

At  first,  and  for  a  while,  it  appeared  as  if  dogs,  as  well  as  awes, 
would  rise  in  value  ;  but  it  was  soon  discovered  that  every  dog  would 
have  only  a  short  day.  Like  honest  creatures  as  they  are,  they 
pulled  and  tugged  at  die  cruel  loads  imposed  upon  them,  till  gradu- 
ally their  strength  departed  from  them,  and  they  died  away.  Their 
supply  of  food  had  failed,  and  the  last  of  the  knackers  had  fallowed 
the  last  of  the  tails.  Pigs  were  tried,  but  positively  refuued  to  train. 
They  amelt  the  wind,  or  what  was  in  it ;  and,  when  out  of  breath, 
had  no  idea  of  getting  a  new  one.  A  few  goats  in  babies'  shays  were 
honoured  as  well-bearded  and  respectable-looking  substitutes  for  the 
departed;  and  the  Principality  published  several  triads  on  the  auspi- 
cious circumstance. 

But  there  was  a  curious  coincidence  in  London,  which  puzzled  the 
British  Association,  the  Royal  Society,  and  other  learned  bodies,  and 
which  it  is  probable  never  can  be  satisfactorily  accounted  for.  We 
refer  to  the  sudden  and  enormous  rise  in  the  price  of  German,  Stnts- 
burg,  and  Bologna  sausages.  Epping,  like  Epsom,  might  be  involved 
in  the  national  difficulty;  but  how  distant  countries,  Germany  and 
Italy,  couid  by  possibility  be  affected,  was  a  mystery  which  the  Geo- 
graphical, and  even  the  Statistical  Society,  professed  themselves  in- 
competent to  determine. 

From  bad  to  worse  has  been  the  rapid  declension  of  the  empire 
since  the  fatal  day  of  the  fatal  catastrophe  which  is  the  subject  of 
this  pitiable  historical  record.  Competition,  too  faint  for  success, 
having  ceased,  steam  and  smoke  have  everywhere  usurped  the  once 
blooming  soil.  From  them,  we  are  now  a  land  of  clouds, — murky 
clouds,  to  which  those  of  Aristophanes  are  but  fanciful  and  brilliant 
exhalations.  Intersected  by  rail-roads,  the  iron  age  is  restored,  and 
the  golden  has  vanished  for  ever.  The  ciommonweal  revolves  on  the 
axes  of  tramwhecls  and  trains ;  the  reins  of  government  are  utteriy 
relaxed ;  and  the  country,  saddled  with  taxes  and  burthens,  can  no 
longer  afford  its  inhabitants  a  single  morsel.  Engineers  and  specu- 
lators are  bringing  us  to  a  dead  level  everywhere ;  and  a  republic 
is  the  inevitable  consequence.  For  our  parts,  with  the  stomach  of  a 
horse,  and  loving  beyond  measure  a  sound  horse-laugh,  emigration 
is  our  immediate  purpose.  By  Strasburg  and  Bolt^a  will  we  wend 
our  way,  and  endeavour  to  fathom  the  sausage- wonder ;  and  thence,  if 
no  better  may  be,  we  shall  sail  for  the  Houyhnhnms'  Land,  (to  the 
south  of  Lewin's  and  Nuyt's  Land,  and  the  west  of  Maelsuyker's  Isle), 
and,  at  all  events,  make  our  finale  like  Trojans,  by  trusting  to  the  horse  I 
*  Qy^rCf  rides  and  ties. 
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APRIL  FOOLS. 
Oitgotameitte  t  e  eon  eipretiione  burhtea. 


rlesB,  ap    -   pear  A- pril     fooU!  A-pril     foolt 


Now,  at  every  turn,  we  meet 

April  foolt.'  April  fooli! 
In  park,  in  squire,  and  street, 

AprU/ooUI 
No*  "pigeoit'i  milk  "  ii  lought, 
"  UkAiI  Lnowledge  "  cheaply  bought, 
Pleataat  leKoni,  too,  are  ta.ught 
AprUjboU  !  AprUfaoU ! 


Now  Utile  boys  are  made 

April fooli!  April 

(By  l^ger  boys  betiayed, 


April fooli!  April  foob 
jger  boys  betiayed,) 
April fooU: 


old," 


How  boys,  the  world  calls  " 
DecwT^  by  damsel)  bold, 
Find  oat  tbay  are  cajoled 

April  foob!  April  foob! 
Now  sportiTe  nymphs  beguile, 

April  Jboli.'  April  foob! 
With  nmesome  tiick  and  wile, 

^foob.' 
In  Tain  toe  cnarminff  kx 
Would  theii  lovers*  hearts  perplex, 
Tbcj  mav  cheat,  but  canoot  vex 

April  foob.'  April  foob  t 
Now  Evans  and  his  crew, 

AprUfooU!  April  foob.' 
Find  figfaline  will  not  do, 

AprUfoob.' 


Now  Sarslield,  Espartero, 
And  many  a  battered  hero. 
Place  Spanish  fnnda  at  zero, 

AprUfoob.'  April  foob! 
Now  minittera  are  termed 

AprUfoob  !  April  foob  I 
And  their  titles  are  confirmed, 

April  foob  I 
Now  Whigs  astute,  kicked  out, 
Hear  the  deep  derisive  shout 
Echo  wide  the  land  throughout, 

AprUfoob!  AprUfoob! 
Now  Gostermonger  scribes — 

AprUfoob!  AprUfoob! — 
Pen  their  dullest  diatribes, 

AprUfoob  ! 
In  Bentley's'MagaiLDe, 
Alone,  are  to  be  seen 
Wits,  who  scourge  with  satire  keen 

AprUfoob!  April  foob! 
Now  readers,  firave  or  ga^i 

AprUfoob!  April fbob! 
We  shall  terminate  our  lay, 

AprUfoob  ! 
And  we  trust  that  you  perceive, 
We  are  laughing  in  our  sleeve. 
As  these  idle  rhymes  we  weave, 

April  foob!  AprUfoob  I 
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OLIVER  TWIST; 

OR,  THE  PABISH   BOY's   PROGRESS. 

BY  BOZ. 

ILLDSTBATED      BY      GEOROB      CBniKSHAMK. 

CHAPTER   THE  SISTH, 

OLIVER   MIHOLES   WITH    HEW   ASSOCIATES,  ABD,   OOtNO   TO   A    FUNEBAL  lOB 

THE   FIRST  TIME,   FORKS   AH    UNFAVODBABLE   NOTIOS 

OF   BIS   VAaTEB's  BUSINESS. 

OuvER,  being  left  to  himsdf  in  the  undertaker's  Bliop,  set  the 
lamp  down  on  a  workman's  bench,  and  gazed  timidly  about  him 
with  a  feeling  of  awe  and  dread,  which  many  people  a  good  deal 
older  than  Oliver  will  be  at  no  loss  to  understand.  An  unfi- 
nished coffin  on  black  tressels,  which  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
shop,  looked  so  gloomy  and  death-like,  that  a  cold  tremble  came 
over  him  every  time  his  eyes  wandered,  in  the  direction  of  the 
dismal  object,  from  which  he  almost  expected  to  see  some  fright- 
ful form- slowly  rear  its  head  to  drive  him  mad  with  terror. 
Against  the  wall  were  ranged  in  regular  array  a  long  i^w  of 
elm  boards  cut  into  the  same  shape,  and  looking  in  the  dim  light 
like  high-shouldered  ghosts  with  their  hands  in  their  breeches- 
pockets.  ~  Coffin-plates,  -  elm-chips,  bright-headed  nails,  and 
shreds  of  black  cloth,  lay  scattered  on  the  flo<^ ;  and  the  vail 
above  the  counter  was  ornamented  with  a  lively  representation  of 
two  mutes  in  very  stiff  neckcloths,  on  duty  at  a  large  private  door, 
with  a  hearse  drawn  by  four  black  steeds  approaching  in  the 
distance.  The  shop  was  close  and  hot,  and  the  atmosphere 
seemed' tainted  with  the  smell  of  coffins.  The  recess  beneatn  the 
counter  in'  which  his  flock-mattress  was  thrust,  looked  like  a 
grave. 

Nor  were  these  the  only,  dismal  feelings  which .  depressed 
Oliver.  He  was  alone  in  a  strange  place ;  and  we  all  know  how 
chilled  and  desolate  the  best  of  us,  will  sometimes  feel  in  such 
a  situation.  The  boy  had  no  friends  to  care  for,  or  to  care  for 
him.  The  regret  of  no  recent  separation  was  fresh  in  his  mind; 
the  absence  of  no  loved  and  well-remembered  face  sunk  heavily 
into  his  heart.  But  hts  heart  was  heavy,  notwithstanding ;  and 
he  wished,  aa  he  crept  into  his  narrow  bed,  that  that  were  his 
coffin,  and  that  he  could  be  laid  in  a  calm  and  lasting  sleep  in 
the  churchyard  ground,  with  the  tall  grass  waving  gently  aDove 
his  head,  and  the  sound  of  the  old  deep  bell  to  soothe  him  in  his 
sleep. 

Oliver  was  awakened  in  the  morning  by  a  loud  kicking  at  the 
outside^of  the  shop-door,  which,  before  he  could  huddle  on  his 
clothes,  was  repeated  in  an  angry  and  impetuous  manner  about 
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tveoty-five  times ;  and,  when  he  began  to  undo  the  chain,  the 
legs  left  off  their  Tolleys,  and  a  voice  began. 

"  Open  the  door,  will  yer  ?"  cried  the  voice  which  belonged  to 
the  l^s  which  had  kicked  at  the  door. 

"I  will  directly,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  undoing  the  chain,  and 
turning  the  key. 

*'I  suppose  yer  thenewboyia^nt  yer?"  said  the  voice,  through 
the  key-hole. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  How  old  are  yer  P^  inquired  the  voice. 

*'  Eleven,  sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

**  Then  1 11  whop  yer  when  I  get  in,"  said  the  voice ;  "  you 
just  see  if  I  don't,  that 's  all,  my  work'us  brat !"  and,  having 
made  this  obliging  promise,  the  voice  began  to  whistle. 

Oliver  had  been  too  often  subjected  to  the  process  to  which 
the  v^y  expressive  monoay liable  just  recorded,  bears  reference, 
to  entertain  the  smallest  doubt  that  the  owner  of  the  voice,  who- 
ever he  might  be,  would  redeem  his  pledge  most  honourably. 
He  drew  back  the  bolts  with  a  trembling  hand,  and  opened  the 
door. 

For  a  second  or  two,  Oliver  glanced  up  the  street,  and  down 
the  street,  and  over  the  way,  impressed  with  ^e  belief  that  the 
unknown,  who  had  addressed  nim  through  the  key-hole,  had 
walked  a  few  paces  off  to  warm  hiraseif,  for  nobody  did  Oliver 
see  but  a  big  charity-boy  sitting  on  the  post  in  front  of  the 
house,  eating  a  slice  of  bread  and  butter,  which  he  cut  into 
wedges  the  size  of  his  mouth  with  a  clasp-knife,  and  then  con- 
sumed with  great  dexterity. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Oliver,  at  length,  seeing  that 
DO  otber  visitor  made  his  appearance ;  "  did  you  Knock  f" 

"I  kicked,"  replied  the  cnarity-boy. 

"  Did  you  want  a  coffin,  sir  F^  inquired  Oliver,  innocently. 

At  this  the  charity-boy  looked  monstrous  fierce,  and  said  that 
Oliver  would  stand  in  need  of  one  before  long,  if  he  cut  jokes 
with  his  superiors  in  that  way. 

"  Yer  don't  know  who  I  am,  I  suppose,  work'us  ?"  said  the 
charity-boy,  in  continuation;  descending  from  the  top  of  the 
post,  meanwhile,  with  edifying  gravity. 

"  No,  sir,"  rejoined  Oliver. 

"I'm  Mister  Noah  Claypole,"  said  the  charity-boy,  " and 
you  're  under  me.  Take  down  the  shutters,  yer  idle  young  ruf- 
&u]  I"  With  this  Mr.  Claypole  administered  a  kick  to  Oliver, 
and  entered  the  shop  with  a  dignified  air,  which  did  him  steat 
credit :  it  is  difficult  for  a  large-headed,  small-eyed  youth,  of 
lumbering  make  and  heavy  countenance,  to  look  dignified  un- 
der any  circumstances ;  but  it  is  more  especially  so,  when,  su- 
peradded to  these  personal  attractions,  are  a  red  nose  and  yellow 
smalls. 

Oliver  having  taken  down  the  shutters,  and  broken  a  pane  ai 
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glass  in  his  efforts  to  sUgeer  awBy  beneath  tfae  weieht  of  the  first 
one  to  a  small  court  at  the  side  of  the  houae  in  which  they  were 
kept  during  the  day,  was  graciously  assbted  by  Noah,  who, 
having  consoled  him  with  the  aBSurance  that  *'  he  'd  catch  it," 
condescended  to  help  him.  Mr.  Sowerberry  came  down  soon 
after,  and,  shortly  afterwards,  Mrs.  Sowerherry  appeared  ;  and 
Oliver  having  "  caught  it,"  in  fulfilment  of  Noah's  prediction, 
followed  that  young  gentleman  down  stairs  to  breakfast. 

"  Come  near  the  fire,  Noah,"  said  Charlotte.  "  I  saved  a  nice 
little  piece  of  bacon  for  you  from  master^s  break&st.  Oliver,  shut 
that  door  at  Mister  Noah's  back,  and  take  them  bits  that  I  've 
put  out  on  the  cover  of  the  bread-pan.  There 's  your  tea ;  take 
It  away  to  that  box,  and  drink  it  there,  and  make  haste,  for 
they  '11  want  you  to  mind  the  shop.     D"  ye  hear  ?'" 

"  D'ye  hear,  work'us  ?"  said  Noah  Claypole. 

"Lor,  Noah!"  said  Charlotte,  "what  a  rum  creature  you 
are  !     Why  don't  you  let  the  boy  alone  ?" 

"  Let  him  alone  !"  said  Noah.  "  Why  everybody  lets  him 
alone  enough,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Neither  his  father  nor 
mother  wiU  ever  interfere  with  him :  all  his  relations  let  him 
have  his  own  way  pretty  well.    Eh,  Charlotte  P    He!  he!  he!" 

*'  Oh,  you  queer  soul !"  said  Charlotte,  bursting  into  a  hearty 
laugh,  in  which  she  was  joined  by  Noah ;  after  which  they  boUi 
looked  scornfully  at  poor  Oliver  Twist,  as  he  sat  shivering 
upon  the  box  in  the  coldest  comer  of  the  room,  and  ate  the 
E^'e  pieces  which  had  been  specially  reserved  few  him. 

Nosh  was  a  charity-boy,  but  not  a  workhouse  orphan.  No 
chance-child  was  he,  for  he  could  trace  his  geneaJogy  back  aU 
the  way  to  his  parents,  who  lived  hard  by ;  his  mother  being  a 
washerwoman,  and  his  father  a  drunken  soldier,  discharged 
with  a  wooden  leg  and  a  diurnal  pension  of  twopence-halfpenny 
and  an  unstateable  fraction.  The  shop-boys  in  the  neighbour- 
hood had  long  been  in  the  habit  of  branding  Noah  in  the  public 
streets  with  the  ignominious  epithets  of  "  leathers,"  "  chari^," 
and  the  like ;  and  Noah  had  home  them  without  reply.  But 
now  that  fortune  had  cast  in  bis  way  a  nameless  orphan,  at 
whom  even  the  meanest  could  point  tne  finger  of  scorn,  he  re- 
torted on  him  with  interest.  This  affords  charming  food  for 
contemplation.  It  shows  us  what  a  beautiful  thing  human  na- 
ture is,  and  how  impartially  the  same  amiable  qualities  are  de- 
veloped in  the  finest  lord  and  the  dirtiest  charity-boy. 

Oliver  had  been  sojourning  at  the  undertaker's  some  three 
weeks  or  a  month,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  the  shop 
being  shut  up,  were  taking  their  supper  in  the  little  back^^par- 
lour,  when  Mr.  Sowerberry,  after  several  deferential  j^ncea  at 
his  wife,  said, 

"  My  dear — "  He  was  going  to  say  more ;  but,  Mrs.  Sowo-- 
berry  looking  up  with  a  peculiarly  unpropitious  aspect,  he  stop- 
ped short. 
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"  Well  1"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  sharply. 

"  Nothing,  my  dear,  oothing,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry. 

"  Ugfa,  you  brut«  ["  said  Mtk-  Sowerberry. 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Soweroerry,  humbly.  '*  I 
tboogbt  you  didn't  want  to  bear,  my  dear.  I  was  only  going  to 
say " 

'*  Oh,  don*t  tell  me  what  you  were  going  to  say,''  interposed 
Mrs.  Sowerberry.  "  I  am  nobody ;  don't  consult  me,  pray.  / 
don't  want  to  intrude  upon  your  secrets."  And,  as  Mrs.  Sower- 
berry said  this,  ^e  gave  an  hysterical  laugh,  which  threatened 
violent  conaequencea. 

"  But,  my  dear,"  said  Sow^i)erry,  "  I  want  to  ask  your  ad-- 
vice." 

"  No,  no,  don't  ask  mine,'*  replied  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  in  an 
affecting  manner ;  "  ask  somebody  else's."  Here  there  was  an- 
other hysterical  laugh,  which  frightened  Mr.  Sowerberry  very 
much.  This  is  a  very  common  and  much-approved  matrimoniu 
course  of  treatment,  which  is  often  very  dGrective.  It  at  once 
reduced  Mr.  Sowerberry  to  begging  as  a  special  favour  to  be 
allowed  to  say  what  Mrs.  Sowerberry  was  moat  curious  to  bear, 
and,  after  a  short  altercation  of  less  than  three  quarters  of  an 
hour's  duration,  the  permission  was  most  graciously  conceded. 

"  It  'a  only  about  youne  Twist,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Bower- 
berry.     "  A  very  good-looking  boy  that,  my  dear." 

*'  He  need  be,  for  lie  eats  enough,"  observed  the  lady. 

"  There 's  an  expression  of  melancholy  in  his  face,  my  dear," 
resumed  Mr.  Sowerberry,  "  which  is  very  interesting.  He  would 
make  a  delightful  mute,  my  dear." 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  looked  up  with  an  expression  of  considerable 
vondennent.  Mr.  Sowerberry  remarked  it,  and,  without  allow- 
ing time  for  any  observation  on  the  good  lady's  part,  pro- 
ceeded, 

"  1  don't  mean  a  r^ular  mute  to  attend  grown-up  people,  my 
dear,  but  only  for  cbildreD's  practice.  It  would  be  very  new  to 
have  a  mute  in  proportion,  my  dear.  You  may  depend  upon  it 
that  it  would  have  a  superb  efiect." 

Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who  had  a  good  deal  of  taste  in  the  under- 
talung  way,  was  much  struck  by  the  novelty  of  the  idea;  but, 
as  it  would  have  been  compromising  her  dignity  to  have  said  so 
under  existing  circumstances,  she  merely  inquired  with  much 
sharpness  why  such  an  obvious  suggestion  had  not  presented 
itselt  to  her  husband's  mind  before.  Mr.  Sowerberry  rightly 
construed  this  as  an  acquiescence  in  his  proposition :  it  was 
RKedily  determined  that  Oliver  should  be  at  once  initiated  into 
tbe  mysteries  of  the  profession,  and,  with  this  view,  that  he 
should  accompany  his  master  on  the  very  next  occasion  of  his 
services  being  required. 

The  occasion  was  not  long  in  coming ;  for,  half  an  hour  after 
breakfast  next  morning,  Mr.  Bumble  entered  the  shop,  and 
supporting  his  cone  against  the  counter,  drew  forth  hia  large 
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leathern  pocket-book,  from  which  he  Belected  a  small  scrap  of 
paper  which  he  handed  over  to  Sowerberry. 

"  Aha !"  said  the  midertaker,  glancing  oyer  it  with  a  lively 
countenance ;  "  an  order  for  a  coffin,  eh  IT 

'*  For  a  coffin  first,  and  a  porochial  fuDcral  afterwards,"  re- 

Ci  Mr.  Bumble,  fastening  the  strap  of  the  leathern  pocket- 
k,  which,  like  himself,  was  very  corpulent. 

*'  Bayton,*"  said  the  undertaker,  looking  from  the  scrap  of 
paper  to  Mr.  Bumble ;  *'  I  never  heard  the  name  before." 

Bumble  shook  his  head  as  he  replied,  "  Obstinate  people, 
Mr.  Sowerberry,  very  obstinate ;  proud,  too,  I  'm  afraid,  sir.*' 

"  Proud,  eh  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Sowerberry  with  a  sneer. — 
"  Come,  that  'a  too  much." 

"  Oh,  it's  sickeniog,"  replied  the  beadle;  *'  perfectly  antimo- 
nial,  Mr.  Sowerberry. 

"  So  it  is,"  acquiesced  the  undertaker. 

"  We  only  heard  of  them  the  night  before  last,"  said  the 
beadle ;  "  and  we  shouldn't  have  known  anything  about  them 
then,  only  a  woman  who  lodges  in  the  same  bouse  made  an 
application  to  the  porochial  committee  for  them  to  send  the 
porochial  sureeon  to  see  a  woman  as  was  very  bad.  He  had 
?one  out  to  dinner ;  but  hia  ^prentice,  which  is  a  very  clever 
lad,  sent  'em  some  medicine  in  a  blacking-bottle,  off-band." 

"  Ah,  there  'b  promptDesfl,"  aaid  the  undertaker. 

"  Promptness,  indeed  V*  replied  the  beadle.  "  But  what 's  the 
consequence;  what's  the  ungrateful  behaviour  of  these  rebels, 
sir  ?  Why,  the  husband  sends  back  word  that  the  medicine 
won't  suit  his  wife's  complaint,  and  so  she  shan't  take  it—says  she 
shan't  take  it,  sir.  Good,  strong,  wholesome  medicine,  as  was  given 
with  great  success  to  two  Insh  labourers  and  a  coalheaver  only 
a  we^  before — sent  'em  for  nothing,  with  a  blacking-bottle  in, 
— and  he  sends  back  word  that  she  shan't  t^e  it,  sir." 

As  the  flaerant  atrocity  presented  itself  to  Mt.  Bumbles 
mind  in  full  force,  he  struck  the  counter  sharply  with  his  cone, 
and  became  flushed  with  indignation. 

**  Well,"  said  the  undertaker,  "  I  ne — ver — did      ■   ■" 

*'  Never  did,  sir !"  ejaculated  the  beadle, — **  no,  nor  nobody 
never  did;  but,  now  she's  dead,  we  "ve  got  to  bury  her,  and 
that 's  the  direction,  and  the  sooner  it 's  done,  the  better." 

Thus  saying,  Mr.  Bumble  put  on  his  cocked-hat  wrong  side 
first,  in  a  fever  of  parochial  excitement,  and  flounced  out  of  ^e 
•hop. 

"  Why,  he  was  so  angry,  Oliver,  that  he  forgot  even  to  ask 
after  you,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  looking  after  the  beadle  as  be 
strode  down  the  street. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  who  had  carefully  kept  himself 
out  of  sight  during  the  interview,  and  who  was  shaking  from 
head  to  foot  at  the  mere  recollection  of  the  sound  of  Mr.  Bumble's 
voice.     He  needn't  have  taken  the  trouble  to  shrink  from  Mr. 
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BumbVs  glance,  however ;  for  that  functionary  on  whom  tlie 
prediction  of  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waietcoat  had  made  a 
very  strong  impression,  thought  that  now  the  undertaker  had 
got  Oliver  upon  trial,  the  subject  was  better  avoided,  until  such 
time  as  he  should  be  firmly  bound  for  seven  years,  and  all 
danger  of  hia  being  returned  upon  the  hands  of  the  parish 
should  be  thus  effectually  and  le^ly  overcome. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  talung  up  his  hat,  "  the  sooner 
this  job  is  done,  the  better.   Noah,  look  after  the  shop.   Oliver, 

iiut  on  your  cap,  and  come  with  me."  Oliver  obeyed,  and  fol- 
owed  hiB  master  on  his  professional  mission. 

They  walked  on  for  some  time  through  the  most  crowded  and 
densely  inhabited  part  of  the  town,  and  then  striking  down  a 
narrow  street  more  dirty  and  miserable  than  any  they  had  yet 
passed  through,  paused  to  look  for  the  house  which  was  the 
object  of  their  search.  The  houses  on  either  side  were  high  and 
large,  but  very  old ;  and  tenanted  by  people  of  the  poorest  class, 
as  their  neglected  appearance  would  have  sufliciently  denoted 
without  the  concurrent  testimony  afforded  by  the  squalid  looks 
of  the  few  men  and  women  who,  with  folded  arms  and  bodies 
half  doubled,  occasionally  skulked  like  shadows  along.  A  great 
many  of  the  tenements  had  shop-fronts ;  but  they  were  fast 
closed,  and  mouldering  away :  only  the  upper  rooms  being  inha- 
bited. Others,  which  had  become  insecure  from  age  and  decay, 
were  prevented  from  falling  into  the  street  by  huge  beams  of 
wood  which  were  reared  against  the  tottering  walls,  and  firmly 

CQted  in  the  road  ;  but  even  these  crazy  dens  seemed  to  have 
n  selected  as  the  nightly  haunts  of  some  houseless  wretches, 
for  many  of  the  rough  boards  which  supplied  the  place  of  door 
and  window,  were  wrenched  from  their  positions  to  afford  an 
aperture  wide  enough  for  the  passage  of  a  human  body.  The 
kennel  was  stagnant  and  filthy ;  uie  very  rats  that  liere  and 
there  lay  putre^ng  in  its  rottenness,  were  hideous  with  famine. 

There  was  neither  knocker  nor  bell-handle  at  the  open  door 
where  Oliver  and  his  master  stopped ;  so,  groping  his  way  cau- 
tiously through  the  dark  passage,  and  bidding  Oliver  keep  close 
to  him  and  not  be  afraid,  the  undertaker  mounted  to  the  top  of 
the  first  flight  of  stairs,  and,  stumbbng  against  a  door  on  the 
landing,  rapped  at  it  with  his  knuckles. 

It  was  opened  by  a  young  girl  of  thirteen  or  fourteen.  The 
undertaker  at  once  saw  enough  of  what  the  room  contained,  to 
know  it  was  the  apartment  to  which  he  had  been  directed.  He 
stepped  in,  and  Oliver  followed  him. 

There  was  no  fire  in  the  roam ;  but  a  man  was  crouching  me- 
chanically  over  the  empty  stove.  An  old  woman,  too,  had 
drawn  a  low  stool  to  the  cold  hearth,  and  was  sitting  beside  him. 
There  were  some  ragged  children  in  another  corner ;  and  in  a 
small  recess  opposite  the  door  there  lay  upon  the  ground  some- 
thing covered  with  an  old  blanket.     Oliver  shuddered  as  he 
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cast  ftjs  eyes  towards  the  place,  and  crept  involuntarily  closer  to 
his  master ;  for,  though  it  was  covered  up,  the  hoy  felt  that  it 
was  a  corpse. 

The  man's  face  was  thin  and  very  pale ;  his  hair  and  beard 
were  grizzly,  and  his  eyes  were  bloodshot  The  old  woman's 
face  was  wrinkled,  her  two  remaining  teeth  protruded  over  her 
under  lip,  and  her  eyes  were  bright  and  piercing.  Oliver 
was  afraid  to  look  at  either  her  or  the  man,  —  they  seemed 
BO  like  the  rats  he  had  seen  outside. 

"  Nobody  shall  go  near  her,"  said  the  man,  starting  fiercely 
up,  as  the  undertaKer  approached  the  recess.  "  Keep  back ! 
d — n  you,  keep  back,  if  you  've  a  life  to  lose." 

*' Nonsense!  my  good  man,"  said  the  undertaker,  who  was 
prettv  well  used  to  misery  in  all  its  shapes, — '*  nonsense  !"" 

*'  t  tell  you,"  said  the  man,  clenching  his  hands,  and  stamp- 
ing furiously  on  the  floor, — "  I  tell  you  I  won't  have  her  put 
into  the  ground.  She  couldn't  rest  there.  The  worms  would 
worry — not  cat  her, — she  is  so  worn  away.'" 

The  undertaker  offered  do  reply  to  this  raving,  but  producing 
a  tape  from  his  pocket,  knelt  down  for  a  moment  by  the  side  of 
the  body. 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  man,  bursting  into  tears,  and  sinking  on  his 
knees  at  the  feet  of  the  dead  woman ;  '*  kneel  down,  kneel  down 
—kneel  round  her  every  one  of  you,  and  mark  my  words.  I 
say  she  starved  to  death.  I  never  knew  how  bad  she  was,  till 
the  fever  came  upon  her,  and  then  her  bones  were  starting 
through  the  skin.  There  was  neither  fire  nor  candle ;  she  died 
in  the  dark — in  the  dark.  She  couldn't  even  see  her  children's 
faces,  though  we  heard  her  gasping  out  their  names.  I  begged 
for  her  in  the  streets,  and  they  sent  me  to  prison.  When  I 
came  back,  she  was  dying ;  and  all  the  blood  in  my  heart  has 
dried  up,  for  they  starved  her  to  death.  I  swear  it  before  the 
God  that  saw  it, — they  starved  her  !" — He  twined  his  hands  in 
his  hair,  and  with  a  loud  scream  rolled  grovelling  upon  the  floor, 
his  eyes  fixed,  and  the  foam  gushing  from  his  lips. 

The  terrified  children  cried  bitterly ;  but  the  old  woman,  who 
had  hitherto  remained  as  quiet  as  if  she  had  been  wholly  deaf  to 
all  that  passed,  menaced  them  into  silence ;  and  having  unloos- 
ened the-  man's  cravat,  who  still  remained  extended  on  the 
ground,  tottered  towards  the  undertaker. 

"  She  was  my  daughter,"  said  the  old  woman,  nodding  her 
head  in  the  direction  of  the  corpse,  and  speaking  with  an  idiotic 
leer,  more  ghastly  than  even  the  presence  of  death  itself.-^ 
"  Lord,  Lord  !— well,  it  is  strange  that  I  who  gave  birth  to  her, 
and  was  a  woman  then,  should  be  alive  and  merry  now,  and  she 
lying  there,  so  cold  and  stiff!  Lord,  Lord ! — to  think  of  it ; — 
it  'b  as  good  as  a  play — as  good  as  a  play .'" 

As  the  wretched  creature  mumbled  and  chuckled  in  ha  hi- 
deous merriment,  the  undertaker  turned  to  go  away. 
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**  Stop]  stop  !**  said  the  old  woman  in  a  loud  wTiisper.  "  Will 
she  be  buried  to-morrow — ot  next  day — or  to-night  ?  I  laid 
her  out,  and  I  must  walk,  you  koow.  Send  me  a  large  cloak — a 
good  warm  one,  for  it  is  bitter  cold.  We  should  have  cake  and 
wine,  too,  before  we  go !  Never  mind  :  send  some  bread — only 
a  loaf  of  bread  and  a  cup  of  water.  Shall  we  have  some  breacl, 
dear  F"  she  said  eagerly,  catching  at  the  undertaker's  coat,  as  he 
once  more  moved  towards  the  door. 

"Yea,  yes,"'  said  the  undertaker,  "of  course;  anythine, 
everything."  He  disengaged  himself  from  the  old  woman  s 
grasp,  and,  drag^ng  Oliver  after  him,  hurried  away. 

The  next  day,  (the  family  having  been  meanwhile  relieved 
with  a  half-quartern  loaf  and  a  piece  of  cheese,  left  with  them 
by  Mr.  Bumble  himself,)  Oliver  and  his  master  returned  to  the 
'  miserable  abode,  where  Mr.  Bumble  had  already  arrived,  accom- 
panied by  four  men  from  the  workhouse,  who  were  to  act  as 
bearers.  An  old  black  cloak  had  been  thrown  over  the  rags  of 
the  old  woman  and  the  man ;  the  bare  coffin  having  oeen 
screwed  down,  was  then  hoisted  on  the  shoulders  of  the  bearers, 
and  carried  down  stairs  into  the  street. 

"  Now,  you  must  put  your  best  leg  foremost,  old  lady,"  whis- 
pered Sowerberry  in  the  old  woman^s  ear ;  "  we  are  ratner  late, 
and  it  won't  do  to  keep  the  clergyman  waiting.  Move  on,  my 
men, — as  quick  as  you  like." 

Thus  directed,  the  bearers  trotted  on,  under  their  light  bui^ 
den,  and  the  two  mourners  kept  as  near  them  as  they  could. 
Mr.  Bumble  and  Sowerberry  walked  at  a  good  smart  pace  in 
front ;  and  Oliver,  whose  legs  were  not  as  hmg  as  his  master's, 
ran  by  the  side. 

There  was  not  so  great  a  necessity  for  hurrying  as  Mr.  Sower- 
berry had  anticipated,  however;  for  when  they  reached  the 
obscure  comer  of  the  churchyard  in  which  the  nettles  grew,  and 
the  parish  graves  were  made,  the  clergyman  had  not  arrived, 
and  the  clerk,  who  was  sitting  by  the  vestry-room  fire,  seemed 
to  think  it  by  no  means  improDable  that  it  might  be  an  hour  or 
BO  before  he  came.  So  they  set  the  bier  down  on  the  brink  of 
the  grave  ;  and  the  two  mourners  waited  patiently  in  the  damp 
clay  with  a  cold  rain  drizzling  down,  while  the  ragged  boys, 
whom  the  spectacle  had  attracted  into  the  churchyard,  played  a 
noisy  game  at  hide-and-seek  among  the  tombstones,  or  varied 
thdr  amusements  try  jumping  backwards  and  forwards  over  the 
coffin.  Mr.  Sowerberry  and  Bumble,  being  personal  friends  of 
the  clerk,  sat  by  the  fire  with  him,  and  read  the  paper. 

At  length,  after  the  lapse  of  something  more  than  an 
hour,  Mr.  Bumble,  and  Sowerberry,  and  the  clerk,  were  seen  . 
running  towards  the  grave;  and  immediately  afterwards  the 
cleTgyraan  appeared,  putting  on  his  surplice  as  he  came  along. 
Mr.  Bumble  then  threshed  a  boy  or  two,  to  keep  up  appear- 
ances ;  and  the  reverend  gentleman,  having  read  as  much  of  the 
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burial  service  as  could  be  compres§ed  into  four  minutes,  gave  his 
surplice  to  the  clerk,  and  ran  away  agaio. 

*<  Now,  Bill,"  said  Sowerberrr  to  the  grave-digger,  **  fill 
up." 

It  was  no  very  difficult  task,  for  the  grave  was  so  full  that 
the  uppermost  cofBu  vax  within  a  few  feet  of  the  surface.  The 
grav^^gger  shovelled  in  the  earth,  stamped  it  loosely  down 
with  his  leet,  shouldered  his  spade,  and  walked  off,  followed  by 
the  boys,  who  murmured  very  loud  complaints  at  the  fun  being 
over  BO  BOOD. 

"  Come,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Bumble,  tapping  the  man  on 
the  back,  "  they  want  to  shut  up  the  yard." 

The  man,  who  had  never  once  moved  since  he  had  taken  his 
station  by  the  grave  side,  started,  raised  hia  head,  stared  at  the 
person  who  had  addresseid  him,  walked  forward  for  a  few  paces, 
and  then  fell  down  in  a  fit.  The  crazy  old  woman  was  too  much 
occupied  in  bewailing  the  loss  of  her  cloak  (which  the  under- 
taker had  taken  off)  to  pay  him  any  attention ;  so  they  threw  a 
can  of  cold  water  over  him,  and  when  he  came  to,  saw  him 
safely  out  of  the  churchyard,  locked  the  gate,  and  departed  on 
their  different  ways. 

"  Well,  Oliver,"  said  Sowerberry,  as  they  walked  home, 
"how  do  you  like  it.'" 

"  Pretty  well,  thank  you,  sir,"  replied  Oliver,  with  consider^ 
able  heatation.     "  Not  very  much,  sir." 

"Ah,  you'll  get  used  to  it  iu  time,  Oliver,"  said  Sower- 
berry.     "  Nothing  when  you  are  used  to  it,  my  boy." 

Oliver  wondered  in  his  own  mind  whether  it  had  taken  a  very 
long  time  to  get  Mr.  Sowerberry  used  to  it ;  but  he  thought  it 
better  not  to  ask  the  question,  and  walked  back  to  the  shof^ 
thinking  over  all  he  haa  seen  and  heard. 

CHAPTER   TBS  SIXTH. 
OLIVER,   BEINO   COADED   BY   THE  TAVKTS   OF    HOIH,    aODSES    INTO  ACTIOV, 


It  was  a  nice  sickly  season  just  at  this  time.  In  commercial 
phrase,  coffins  were  looking  up ;  and,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks,  Oliver  had  acquired  a  great  deal  of  experience.  The 
euccesB  of.Mr.  Sowerberrys  ingenious  speculation  exceeded  even 
his  most  sanguine  hopes.  The  oldest  inhabitants  recollected  no 
period  at  which  measles  had  been  so  prevalent,  or  so  fatal  to  in- 
fant existence ;  and  many  were  the  mournful  processions  which 
little  Oliver  headed  in  a  nat-band  reaching  down  to  his  knees,  to 
the  indescribable  admiration  and  emotion  of  all  the  motbers  in 
the  town.  As  Oliver  accompanied  his  master  in  most  of  his 
adult  expeditions  too,  in  order  that  be  might  acquire  that  equa- 
nimity of  demeanour  and  full  command  of  nerve  which  are  so 
essential  to  a  finished  undertaker,  he  had  many  opportunities  of 
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obs^ving  the  beautiful  resignation  and  fortitude  with  which 
some  Btroag-tninded  people  bear  their  trials  and  losses. 

For  instance,  when  Sowerberry  had  an  order  for  the  burial  of 
some  rich  old  lady  or  gentleman,  who  was  surrounded  by  a  great 
number  of  nephews  and  nieces,  who  had  been  perfectly  incon- 
solable during  the  previous  illness,  and  whose  grief  had  been 
wholly  irrepressible  even  on  the  most  public  occasions,  they 
would  be  as  happy  among  themselves  as  need  be — quite  cheerful 
and  contented,  conversing  together  with  as  much  freedom  and 
gaiety  as  if  nothing  whatever  had  happened  to  disturb  them. 
Husbands,  too,  bore  the  loss  of  their  wives  with  the  most  heroic 
calmness ;  and  wives,  again,  put  on  weeds  for  their  husbands,  as 
if,  so  far  &om  grieving  in  the  garl)  of  sorrow,  they  had  made  up 
their  minds  to  render  it  as  becomiDg  and  attractive  as  possible. 
It  was  observable,  too,  that  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  were  in 
passions  of  anguish  during  the  ceremony  of  interment,  recover- 
ed almost  as  soon  as  they  reached  home,  and  became  quite  com- 
posed before  the  teanlrinkiag  was  over.  All  this  was  very  plea- 
sant and  improving  to  see ;  and  Oliver  bdield  it  with  great  ad- 
miration. 

That  Oliver  Twist  was  moved  to  resignation  by  the  example 
of  these  good  people,  1  cannot,  although  I  am  his  biographer, 
undertake  to  affirm  with  any  degree  of  confidence;  but  I  can 
most  (^stlnctly  say,  that  for  some  weeks  he  continued  meekly  to 
submit  to  the  domination  and  ill-treatment  of  Noah  Claypole, 
who  used  him  for  worse  than  ever,  now  that  his  jealousy  was 
roused  by  seeing  the  new  boy  promoted  to  the  black  stick  and 
bat-band,  while  ne,  the  old  one,  remained  stationary  in  the  muf- 
fin-cap and  leathers.  Charlotte  treated  him  badly  because  Noah 
did  ;  and  Mrs.  Sowerherry  was  his  decided  enemy  because  Mr. 
Sowerberry  was  disposed  to  be  his  friend:  so,  between  these 
three  on  one  side,  and  a  glut  of  funerals  on  the  other,  OUver  was 
not  altogether  as  comfortable  as  the  hungry  pig  was,  when  he 
was  shut  up  by  mistake  in  the  grain  department  of  a  brewery. 

And  now  I  come  to  a  very  important  passage  in  Oliver's  his- 
tory, for  I  have  to  record  an  act,  slight  and  unimportant  per- 
haps in  appearance,  but  which  indirectly  produced  a  moat  mat^ 
tenal  chuige  in  all  his  future  prospects  and  proceedings. 

One  day  Oliver  and  Noah  had  descended  into, the  kitchen,  at 
the  usual  dinner-hour,  to  banquet  upon  a  small  joint  of  mutton 
— a  pound  and  a  half  of  the  worst  end  of  the  neck ;  when,  Char- 
lotte being  called  out  of  the  way,  there  ensued  a  brief  interval 
of  time,  which  Noah  Claypole,  being  hungry  and  vicious,  conn- 
dered  he  could  not  possibly  devote  to  a  worthier  purpose  than 
aggravating  and  tantalising  young  Oliver  Twist. 

Intent  upon  this  innocent  amusement,  Noah  put  his  feet  on 
the  table-cloth,  and  pulled  Oliver's  hair,  and  twitched  his  ears, 
and  expressed  his  opinion  that  he  was  a  "  sneak,"  and  further- 
more announced  his  intention  of  coming  to  see  him  hung  when- 
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ever  that  desirable  event  should  take  place,  and  entered  upoti 
various  other  topics  of  petty  annoyance,  like  a  malicious  and  ill- 
conditioned  charity-boy  as  he  was.  But,  none  of  these  taunts 
producing  the  desired  effect  of  making  Oliver  cry,  Noah  at- 
tempted to  be  more  facetious  still,  and  in  this  attempt  did  what 
many  small  wits,  with  far  greater  reputations  than  Noah  not- 
withstanding, do  to  this  day  when  they  want  to  be  funny; — ^he 
got  rather  personal. 

**  Work'us,"  said  Noah,  "  how 's  your  mother  ?" 

"  She  'b  dead,"  replied  Oliver ;  "  don't  you  say  anything 
about  her  to  me !" 

Oliver^E  colour  rose  as  he  said  this;  he  breathed  quickly,  and 
there  was  a  curious  working  oftbe  mouth  and  nostrils,  which  Mr. 
Claypole  thought  must  be  the  immediate  precursor  of  a  violent 
fit  of  crying.     Under  this  impression  he  returned  to  the  charge. 

"  What  did  she  die  of,  work'us  ?"  said  Noah. 

'*  Of  a  broken  heart,  some  of  our  old  nurses  told  me,"  replied 
Oliver,  more  as  if  be  were  talking  to  himself  than  answering 
Noah.     *'  I  think  I  know  what  it  must  be  to  die  of  that  t" 

"  Tol  de  rol  lol  lol,  right  fol  lairy,  work'us,"  said  Noah,  as 
a  tear  rolled  down  Oliver's  cheek.  "  What 's  set  you  a  snivelling 

"  Not  you,'"  replied  Oliver,  hastily  bru^ing  the  tear  away. 
«  Don't  think  it" 

"  Ob,  not  me,  eh  ?"  sneered  Noah. 

"No,  not  you,"  replied  Oliver,  sharply.  "There;  that's 
enough.  Don't  say  anything  more  to  me  about  her ;  you  'd 
better  not !" 

"  Better  not !"  exclaimed  Noah.  "  Well !  better  not !  woric- 
*us ;  don't  be  impudent.  Your  mother,  too  .'  She  was  a  nice 
'un,  she  was.  Oh,  Lor!"  And  here  Noah  nodded  his  head  ex- 
pressively, and  curled  up  as  much  of  his  small  red  nose  as  mu»- 
vular  action  could  collect  together  for  the  occasion. 

**  Yer  know,  work'us,"  continued  Noah,  emboldened  by  Oli- 
ver's silence,  and  speaking  in  a  jeering  tone  of  affected  pity — of 
all  tones  the  most  annoying — "Yer  know,  work'us,  it  cam't  be 
helped  now,  and  of  course  yer  couldn't  help  it  then,  and  I  'm 
very  sorrv  for  it,  and  I  'm  sure  we  all  are,  and  pity  yer  very 
much.  But  yer  must  know,  work'us,  your  mother  was  a  regu- 
lar  right-down  bad  'un." 

"What  did  you  say?"  inquired  Oliver,  looking  up  very 
quickly. 

"  A  regular  right-down  bad  'un,  work'us,"  replied  Noah, 
coolly  ;  "  and  it 's  a  great  deal  better,  work'us,  that  she  died 
when  she  did,  or  else  she  'd  have  been  hard  labouring  in 
Bridewell,  or  transported,  or  hung,  which  is  more  likely  than 
either,  isn't  it?" 

Crimson  with  fury,  Olivet  started  up,  overthrew  chair  and 
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table,  seized  Noah  by  tbe  throat,  shouk  him  in  the  violence  of 
his  rage  till  his  teeth  chattered  in  his  head,  and,  collecting  his 
whole  force  into  one  heavy  blov,  felled  him  to  the  ground. 

A  minute  ago  the  boy  had  looked  the  quiet,  mild,  dejected 
creature  that  harsh  treatment  had  made  him.  But  his  spirit 
waa  roui<ed  at  laat ;  the  cruel  insult  to  his  dead  mother  had 
set  his  blood  on  fire.  His  breast  heaved,  his  attitude  was 
erect,  his  eye  bright  and  vivid,  and  Ms  whole  person  changed,  as 
he  stood  gluing  over  the  cowardly  tormentor  that  lay  crouching 
at  his  feet,  and  defied  him  with  an  energy  he  had  never  known 
before. 

*'  He  ^11  murder  me  !"  blubbered  Noah.  "  Charlotte  I  missis  I 
here's  the  new  boy  a-murdering  me  I  Help  I  help.'  Oliver's 
gone  mad  !     Char — lotte !" 

Noah's  shouts  were  responded  to,  by  a  loud  scream  &om 
Charlotte,  and  a  louder  from  Mrs.  Sowerberry ;  the  former 
of  whom  rushed  into  the  kitchen  by  a  side-aoor,  while  the 
latter  paused  on  the  staircase  till  she  was  quite  certain  that 
it  was  consistent  with  the  preservation  of  human  life  to  come 
further  down. 

"  Oh,  you  little  wretch  t"  screamed  Charlotte,  seizing  Oliver 
with  her  utmost  force,  which  was  about  equal  to  that  of  a  mo- 
derately strong  man  io  particularly  good  trainiog, — "  Oh,  you 
little  uni-grate-ful,  mur-de-rous,  hor-rid  villain  I"  and  between 
every  syllable  Charlotte  gave  Oliver  a  blow  with  all  her  mighty 
and  accompanied  it  with  a  scream  for  the  benefit  of  society. 

Charlotte's  fist  was  by  no  means  a  light  one;  but,  lest  it 
should  not  be  effectual  in  calming  Olivers  wrath,  Mrs.  Sower- 
berry  plunged  into  the  kitchen,  and  assisted  to  hold  him  with 
one  hand,  while  she  scratched  his  face  with  the  other ;  and  in 
this  favourable  position  of  affairs  Noah  rose  from  the  ground, 
and  pummeled  him  from  behind. 

This  was  rather  too  violent  exercise  to  last  long ;  so,  when 
they  were  all  three  weaned  out,  and  could  tear  and  beat  no 
longer,  th^  dragged  Oliver,  struggling  and  shouting,  but  nt^ 
thing  daunted,  into  tbe  dust-cellar,  aod  there  locked  him  up ; 
and  this  being  done,  Mrs.  Sowerberry  sunk  into  a  chair,  and 
burst  into  tears. 

"Bless  ber,  she's  going  off!"  said  Charlotte.  "A  glass  of 
water,  Noah,  dear.     Make  haste." 

"  Oh,  Charlotte,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  speaking  as  well  as 
she  could  through  a  deficiency  of  breath  and  a  sufficiency  of  cold 
water,  which  Noah  had  poured  over  her  head  and  shoulders,— 
"Oh,  Charlotte,  what  a  mercy  we  have  not  been  all  murdered 
in  our  beds !" 

**  Ah,  mercy,  indeed,  ma'am,"  was  the  repty.  "  I  only  hope 
this  11  teach  master  not  to  have  any  more  of  these  dreadful 
creatures  that  are  bom  to  be  murderers  and  robbers  from  their 
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very  cradle.  Poor  Noah .'  he  was  all  but  killed,  ma'am,  when  I 
came  in." 

"  Ah,  poor  fellow  !"  said  Mrs,  Sowerberry,  looking  piteously 
on  the  charity-boy, 

Noah,  whose  top  waistcoat-button  might  have  been  some- 
where on  a  level  with  the  crown  of  Oliver's  head,  rubbed  his 
eyes  with  the  inside  of  his  wrists  while  this  commisoiition  was 
bestowed  upon  him,  and  performed  some  very  audible  tears  and 
sniffs. 

'*  What  *s  to  be  done  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sowerberry.  "  Your 
master's  not  at  home, — there's  not  aman  in  the  house, — and  he  11 
kick  that  door  down  in  ten  minutes."  Oliver's  vigorous  plunges 
asainst  the  bit  of  timber  in  question  rendered  this  occurrence 
highly  probable. 

"Dear,  dear  I  I  don't  know,  ma'am,"  said  Charlotte,  "  unless 
we  send  for  the  police-officers." 

*'  Or  the  millingtary,"  suggested  Mr.  Claypole. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  bethinkiDg  herself  of  Oli- 
ver's old  &iend ;  "  run  to  Mr.  Bumble,  Noah,  and  tell  him  to 
come  here  directly,  and  not  to  lose  a  minute ;  never  mind  your 
cap, — make  haste.  You  can  hold  a  knife  to  that  black  eye  as 
you  run  along,  and  it  II  keep  the  swelling  down." 

Noah  stopped  to  make  no  reply,  but  started  off  at  his  fullest 
speed ;  and  very  much  it  astonished  the  people  who  were  out 
walking,  to  see  a  charity-boy  tearing  througn  the  streets  pell- 
mell,  with  no  cap  on  his  head,  and  a  clasp-knife  at  his  eye. 


A  CONTRADICTION. 


Graapall  'a  the  oddest  mortal  Imng  t 
Hii  only  object  aeeiosjin-gelting— 
How  strange  he  should  not  be  for-gie'mg! 
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THE  GRAND  CHAM  OF  TARTARY,  AND  THE 
HUMBLE-BEE. 

Abridged  Jrom  the  volummnu  ^ic  Poem  bg  B^-beg,  (formerly  a  mendicant 
ballad-titigtr,  afteneardi  Prine^l  Lord  Rector  of  the  Univertiiif  of  Sionar- 
cand,  and  mbteqvtntly  JOitoriogn^her  and  Poet  Laurtale  to  the  Court  of 
Balk,)  by  C.  J.  Daeidi,  Esq. 


Tde  great  Tartar  chief,  on  a  festiral  day, 
Gave  a  spread  to  his  court,  and  reaolv'd  to  be  ga;; 
Bat,  just  in  the  midit  of  ibdi:  music  aad  glee. 
The  mirth  was  upset  bv  a  humble-bee — 

A  humble-bee — 
Thej  were  bored  by  a  rascally  hmbte-bee  I 


This  riotous  bee  was  so  wanting  in  sense 
As  to  fly  at  the  Cham  with  malice  prepense : 
Said  his  highness, "  My  hte  will  befelo-de-ie, 
If  I  'm  thus  to  be  teas'a  by  a  humble-bee — ' 

A  humble-bee — 
How  ihall  I  get  rid  of  the  humble-bee !" 


T^te  troops  in  attendance,  with  sabre  and  spear. 
Were  order'd  lo  harass  the  enemy's  rear: 
But  the  brave  body-guards  were  forced  to  flee— 
They  were  alt  so  aftaid  of  the  humble-bee — 

The  humble-bee — 
The  toldien  were  scar'd  by  the  humble-bee. 


The  solicilor-genenl  thotight  there  was  reason 

For  indicting  the  scamp  on  a  charge  of  high-treason  ; 

While  the  chancellor  doubled  if  any  decree 

From  the  woolsack  would  frighten  the  humble-bee — 

The  humble-bee — 
So  the  lawyers  fought  shy  of  the  humble-bee. 


Hie  Cham  from  bis  throne  in  an  agony  rose, 
While  the  insect  was  buzzing  right  uodec  his  m 
"  Was  ever  a  potentate  plagued  lite  me. 
Or  worried  to  death  by  a  humble-bee  I 
A  humble-bee— 
Don't  let  me  be  stong  by  the  bumble-bee !" 


He  said  to  a  page,  nearly  choking  with  grief, 
"  Bring  hither  my  valiant  commaDdet-iu-chief ; 
And  say  that  1 11  give  him  a  liberal  fee, 
To  cut  the  throat  of  this  humble-bee— 

This  humble-bee — 
TMi  turbnlent.  Jacobin,  humbte-bee  1" 
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His  geDenlittimo  came  at  the  lummODf, 
And,  cuTsing  the  courtiers  for  cowardly  non-i 
"  M<r  liege,   said  he, "  it '»  all  fiddle-de-dee 
To  make  (uch  a  fun  for  a  humble'^iee^ 

A  humble-bee — 
I  don't  cue  a  d — n  for  the  humble-bee  V 


The  Tetenm  nuh'd  sword  in  hand  on  the  toe, 
And  cut  him  in  two  with  a  despeiate  blow. 
Hia  mailer  eidaim'd, '.' I'm  delighted  to  we 
How  neatly  you  'we  wUled  tbe  bumble-bee  I" 

The  humble-bee— 
So  there  was  aD  end  of  the  bumble-bee. 


R^  the  doctor's  advice  (which  wai  prudent  and  right) 
Hi>  highness  retiTed  very  early  that  night : 
For  they  got  him  to  bed  soon  after  hia  tea. 
And  he  dnam'd  all  niriit  of  the  humble-be»— 

The  humble-bee — 
He  saw  the  grim  ghott  of  the  humble-bee. 


Seditious  disturbers,  mind  well  what  you  're  arUr — 
Lest,  humming  a  prince,  you  by  chance  catch  a  Tartar 
Consider,  when  planning  an  impudent  spree. 
You  may  get  the  same  luck  as  the  humble-bee^ 

The  humbie-bM — 
Remember  tbe  doom  of  the  bumble-bee  I 


THE  DUMB  WAITER. 


I  CAN  not  really  uuderatand, 

(Said  Henry  to  his  aunt,) 
Wbv  a  dumb  waiter  this  is  called, — 

Upon  my  word,  I  can't ; 
For  I  have  heard  you  often  say 

It  wiUBin  very  well. 
Why,  then,  the  waiter  is  called  dumb, 

I  cannot  think,  or  tall. 

Between  you,  boy,  this  difference  know^ 
For  once  attention  lending,— 

While  without  tpeekmg  this  aUendt, 
You  ^leak  without  attmiHiig. 
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BT  THOUAB  INOOLDSBTi   UQ. 

"He  won't — ivon't  heP  I'hea  bring  me  my  boots  1"  laid  the 
BaroD. 

Consternation  was  at  its  height  in  the  castle  of  Shuriand— a  caitiff 
bad  dared  to  disobey  the  Baron  I  and — the  Baron  had  called  for  his 
booUl 

A  thunderbolt  in  the  great  hall  had  been  a  bagtOelte  to  iL 

A  few  days  before,  a  notable  miracle  had  been  wrought  in  the 
neighbourhood;  and  in  those  times  miracles  were  not  so  common  as 
they  are  now : — no  Royal  Balloons,  no  steam,  no  railroads, — while  the 
few  Saints  who  took  lite  trouble  to  walk  with  their  beads  under  their 
anns,  or  pull  the  Devil  by  the  nose,  scarcely  appeared  above  once  in 
a  century : — so  It  made  the  greater  sensation. 

The  dock  had  done  striking  twelve,  and  the  Clerk  of  Chatham 
was  u&trussing  hb  points  preparatory  to  seeking  his  truckle-bed :  a 
half-emptied  tankard  of  mild  tJe  stood  at  his  elbow,  the  roasted  crab 
yet  fioating  on  its  surface.  Midnight  had  surprised  the  worthy  func- 
tionary while  occupied  in  discussing  it,  and  with  the  task  yet  unac- 
complished. He  meditated  a  mighty  draught :  one  band  was  fum- 
bling with  his  tags,  while  the  other  was  extended  in  the  act  of  grasp. 
ing  the  jorum,  when  a  knock  on  the  portal,  solemn  and  sonorous,  ar- 
rested his  fingers.  It  was  repeated  thrice  ere  Emanuel  Saddleton 
had  presence  of  mind  sufficient  to  inquire  who  sought  admittance  at 
that  untimeous  hour. 

*'  Open  I  open  I  good  Clerk  of  St.  Bridget's,"  said  a  female  voice, 
small,  yet  distinct  and  sweet, — "  an  excellent  thing  in  woman." 

The  clerk  arose,  crossed  to  the  doorway,  and  undid  the  latchet. 

On  the  threshold  stood  a  ladv  of  surpassing  beauty :  her  robes 
were  richi  and  large,  and  full ;  and  a  diadem,  sparkling  with  gems  that 
abed  a  halo  around,  crowned  her  brow  :  she  beckoned  the  clerk  as  he 
stood  in  astonishment  before  her. 

"  Emanuel .'"  said  the  ladv ;  and  her  tones  sounded  like  those  of  a 
wlver  flute.  "  Emanuel  Saddleton,  truss  up  your  points,  and  follow 
met" 

The  worthy  clerk  stared  aghast  at  the  vision ;  the  purple  robe, 
the  cymar,  the  coronet, — above  all,  the  smile  ; — no,  there  was  no  mis- 
taking her  ;  it  was  the  blessed  Sl  Bridget  herself ! 

And  what  could  have  brought  the  siuoted  lady  out  of  her  warm 
ihrine  at  such  a  time  of  night  ?  and  on  such  a  night?  for  it  was  as 
dark  as  pitch,  and,  metaphorically  speaking,  "runed  cats  and  d<^s." 

Emanuel  could  not  speak,  bo  he  looked  the  question. 

"  No  matter  for  that,"  said  the  Saint,  answering  to  his  thought. 
"  No  matter  for  that,  Emanuel  Saddleton ;  only  follow  me,  and  you  II 


The  clerk  turned  a  wistful  eye  at  the  comer-cupboard. 

"  Oh,  never  mind  the  lantern,  Emanuel ;  you  'II  not  want  it :  but 
you  may  bring  a  mattock  and  shovel."  As  she  spoke,  the  beautiful 
apparition  held  up  her  delicate  hand.  From  the  tip  of  each  of  her 
loi%  taper  fingers  issued  a  lambent  flame  of  such  surpassing  brilliancy 
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as  vauld  have  plui^ed  a  whole  gas  compaiiy  into  despair — it  waa  a 
"  Hand  ofGlorj,"  such  a  one  as  tradition  tells  us  yet  bums  in  Roches- 
ter Castle  every  St.  Mark's  Eve.  Many  are  the  daring  indiTlduala 
who  have  watched  in  Gundulph's  Tower,  hoping  to  find  it,  and  the 
treasure  it  guards ; — but  none  of  them  ever  did. 

"  This  way,  Emanuel  I"  and  a  flame  of  peculiar  radiance  streamed 
firom  tier  little  finger  as  it  pointed  to  the  pathway  leading  to  tht 
churchyard. 

Saddleton  shouldered  his  toolsj  and  followed  in  silence. 

The  cemetery  of  St.  Bridget's  was  some  half-mile  distant  from  the 
clerk's  domicile,  and  adjoined  a  chapel  dedicated  to  that  illustrious 
lady,  who,  after  leading  hut  a  so-so  life,  had  died  in  the  odour  of 
sanctity.  Emanuel  Saddleton  was  fat  and  scant  of  breath,  the  mi^ 
tock  was  heav^,  and  the  saint  walked  too  fast  for  him :  he  paused  to 
take  second  wind  at  the  end  of  the  first  furlong. 

'■  Emanuel,"  said  the  holy  lady  good-hum ouredly,  for  she  heard 
him  puffing ;  "  rest  a  while,  Emanuel,  and  I  'U  tell  you  what  I  want 
with  you." 

Her  auditor  wiped  his  brow  with  the  l»ck  of  his  hand,  and  looked 
all  attention  and  obedience. 

"  Emanuel,"  continued  she, "  what  did  you  and  Father  Fothergtil, 
and  the  rest  of  you,  mean  yesterday  by  burying  that  drowned  man 
BO  close  to  me  7  He  died  m  mortal  sin,  Emanuel ;  no  shrift,  no  unc- 
tion, no  absolution :  why,  he  might  as  well  have  been  excommuni- 
cated. He  plagues  me  with  his  grinning,  and  I  can't  have  any  peace 
in  my  shrine.     You  must  howk  him  up  again,  Emanuel  1" 

"  To  be  sure,  madam, — my  lady, — that  is.  your  holiness,"  stam- 
mered Saddleton,  trembling  at  the  thought  of  the  task  assigned  him. 
"  To  be  sure,  your  ladyship  ;  only — that  is — " 

"  Emanuel,"  said  the  Saint,  "  you  '11  do  my  bidding ;  or  it  would  be 
better  you  had  I"  and  her  eye  changed  from  a  dove's  eye  to  that  of  a 
faawkt  and  a  flash  came  from  it  b»  bright  as  the  one  from  her  Uttle 
finger.  The  Clerk  shook  in  his  shoes,  and,  again  dashing  the  cold 
perspiration  from  his  brow,  followed  the  footsteps  of  his  mysterious 

The  nest  morning  all  Chatham  was  in  an  uproar,  The  Clerk  of  SL 
Bridget's  had  found  himself  at  home  at  daybreak,  seated  in  his  own 
arm-chair,  the  fire  out,  and — the  tankard  of  ale  quite  exhausted. 
Who  had  drunk  it  P  Where  had  he  been  P  How  had  he  got  home  P 
—all  was  a  mystery  :  he  remembered  "amass  of  things,  but  nothing 
distinctly  ;"  all  was  fog  and  fantasy.  What  he  could  clearly  recollect 
was,  that  he  had  dug  up  the  grinning  sailor,  and  that  the  Saint  had 
helped  to  throw  him  into  the  river  again.  All  waa  thenceforth  won- 
derment and  devotion.  Masses  were  sung,  tapers  were  kindledi  bells 
were  tolled ;  the  monks  of  SL  Romuald  had  a  solemn  jMrooeMion, 
the  abbot  at  their  head,  the  sacristan  at  their  tul,  and  the  holy 
breeches  of  St.  Thomaa-i-Becket  in  the  centre ;  Father  FolhergiU 
brewed  a  XXX  puncheon  of  holy-water.  The  Rood  of  Gillin^iam  waa 
deserted ;  the  chapel  of  Rainham  forsaken ;  every  one  who  had  a  soul 
to  be  saved  flodced  with  his  offering  to  St.  Bridgetfs  shrine,  and 
Emanuel  Saddleton  gathered  more  fees  from  the  promiscuous  {Hety  of 
that  one  week  than  he  had  pocketed  durbg  the  twelve  preccoing 
months. 
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Meanwhile  the  corpse  of  the  ejected  reprobate  oscillated  like  a  pen- 
dulum betveen  Sheernesa  and  Gilliogham  Reach.  Now  borne  by  the 
Medmy  into  the  Western  Swale,  now  carried  by  the  refluent  tide 
back  to  the  vicinity  of  its  old  quarters,  it  eeemed  as  though  the  River 
god  and  Neptune  were  amusing  themselves  with  a  game  of  subaqueous 
battledore,  and  had  chosen  this  unfortunate  carcass  as  a  marine  shut- 
tlecock. For  some  time  the  alternation  was  kept  up  with  great  spirit, 
till  Boreas,  interfering  in  the  shape  of  a  stiffish  "  Nor'-wester,"  drifted 
the  bone  (and  flesh)  of  contention  ashore  on  the  Shurland  domain, 
where  it  lay  in  alt  the  majesty  of  mud.  It  was  soon  discovered  by 
the  retainers,  and  dragged  from  its  oozy  bed,  grinning  worse  than 
erer.  Tidings  of  tlie  god-send  were  of  course  carried  instantly  to  the 
caatle,  for  the  Baron  was  a  very  great-  man  ;  and  if  a  dun  crow  had 
flown  across  his  property  unannounced  by  the  warder,  the  Baron  would 
have  kicked  him,  the  said  warder,  from  the  topmost  battlement  into 
the  bottommost  ditch, — a  descent  of  peril,  and  one  which  "  Ludwig 
the  leaper,"  or  the  illustrious  Trenk  himself,  might  well  have  shrunk 
from  encountering. 

"  An't  please  your  lordship — "  said  Peter  Periwinkle. 
"  No,  villEiin  !  it  does  not  please  me  !"  roared  the  Baron, 
His  lordship  was  deeply  engaged  with  a  peck  of  Feversham  oysters, 
— he  doted  on  shellfish,  bated  interruption  at  meals,  and  had  not  yet 
despatched  more  than  twenty  dozen  of  the  "  natives." 

*•  ITiere  's  a  body,  my  lord,  washed  ashore  in  the  lower  creek,"  said 
the  seneschal. 

The  Baron  was  going  to  throw  the  shells  at  his  head ;  but  paused  in 
the  act,  and  said  with  much  dignity, 
«  Turn  out  the  fellow's  pockets  !" 

But  the  defunct  had  before  been  subjected  to  the  double  scrudny 
of  Father  Fothergill  and  the  Clerk  of  St.  Bridget's.  It  was  ill  gleaning 
after  such  hands ;  there  was  not  a  single  marvedi. 

We  have  already  said  that  Sir  Ralph  de  Shurland,  Lord  of  the  Isle 
of  fiheppey,  and  of  many  a  fair  manor  on  the  main-land,  was  a  man  of 
worship.  He  had  rights  of  freewarren,  saccage  and  sockage,  cuisage 
and  jambage,  fosse  and  fork,  in&ng  theofe  and  outfang  theofe  ;  and  all 
waifs  and  strays  belonged  (o  him  in  fee  simple. 
**  Turn  out  bis  pockets !"  said  the  Knight. 

"  Please  you,  my  lord,  I  must  say  as  how  they  was  turned  out 
afore,  and  the  devil  a  rap  's  tet^" 
"  Then  bury  the  blackguard  1" 
"  Heaae  your  lordship,  he  has  been  buried  once." 

"  Then  bury  him  again,  and  be !"     The  Baron  bestowed  a 

benediction. 

The  seneschal  bowed  low  as  he  left  the  room,  and  the  Baron  went 
en  with  his  oysters. 

Scarce  ten  dozen  more  had  vanished  when  Periwinkle  reappeared. 
"  An't  please  you,  my  lord,  Father  Fothergill  says  as  how  that  it  'a 
the  Grinning  Sailor,  and  he  won't  bury  him  anyhow." 

■•  Oh  I  he  won't — ^won't  he  7"  said  the  Baron.  Can  it  be  wondered 
at  that  faecalled  for  his  boots? 

Sir  Ralph  de  Shurland,  Lord  of  Shurland  and  Minster,  Baron  of 
Sheppey  in  eomHatu  Kent,  Vas,  as  has  been  before  hinted,  a  very 
great  man.   He  was  also  a  very  little- man;   that  is,  he  was  relatively 
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great  and  relatively  little, — or  physically  little  and  metophniodly 
great, — like  Sir  Sidney^  Smith  and  the  late  Mr.  Bonap&rte.  To  the 
frame  of  a  dwarf  he  united  the  »oul  of  a  giant  and  Ue  valour  of  a 
gamecock.  Then,  for  ao  small  a  man,  his  strength  was  prodigious ; 
his  fist  would  fell  an  ox,  and  his  kick — oh!  hie  kick  was  tremendous, 
and,  when  he  had  his  boots  on,  would,— to  use  an  expression  of  his  own, 
which  he  had  picked  up  in  the  holy  wars, — would  send  a  man  froiB 
Jericho  to  June.  He  was  bull-necked  and  bandy-legged ;  his  chest 
was  broad  and  deep,  his.  head  large,  and  uncommonly  thidi,  his  eyea 
a  little  blood-shot,  and  his  nose  retrouti  with  a  remarkably  red  tip. 
Strictly  speaking,  the  Baron  could  not  be  called  handsome ;  but  his 
toM  ensemble  was  singularly  impressive :  and  when  he  called  for  his 
boots,  everybody  trembled,  and  dreaded  the  worst. 

"  Periwinkle,"  said  the  Baron,  as  he  encased  his  better  leg,  "  let 
the  grave  be  twenty  feet  deep  !" 
"  Your  lordship's  command  is  law." 

"  And,  Periwinkle," —  Sir  Ralph  stamped  his  left  heel  into  its  r^ 
ceptacle, — "  and.  Periwinkle,  see  that  it  be  wide  enough  to  hold  not 
exceeding  two !" 

"  Ye — ^ye — yes,  my  lord." 

"  And,  Periwinkle, — tell  Father  Fothergill  I  would  Ain  qieak  with 
his  reverence." 
"  Ye — ^ye — yes,  my  lord." 

The  Baron's  beard  was  picked,  and  his  moustaches,  stiff  and 
stumpy,  projected  horizontally  like  those  of  a  Tom-cat;  he  twirled  the 
one,  stroked  the  other,  drew  the  buckle  of  his  surcingle  a  thought 
tighter,  and  strode  down  the  great  staircase  three  steps  at  a  stride. 

The  vassals  were  assembled  iu  the  great  hall  of  Sburtond  Castle ; 
every  cheek  was  pale,  every  tongue  was  tnute,  expectation  and  per- 
plexity were  visible  on  every  brow.  What  would  his  lordship  do  ? 
Were  the  recusant  anybody  else,  gyves  to  the  heels  and  hemp  to  the 
throat  were  but  too  good  for  him  :  but  it  wasFather  Fothergill  who  had 
said  "  I  won't ;"  and,  though  the  Baron  was  a  very  great  man,  the  P(»«e 

was  a  greater,  and  the  Pope  was  Father  Fothergill's  great  friend 

some  people  said  he  was  his  uncle. 

Father  Fothergill  was  busy  in  the  refectory  trying  conclusions  with 
a  venison  pasty,  when  he  received  the  summons  of  his  patron  to 
attend  him  in  the  chapel  cemetery.  Of  course  he  lost  no  tim^  in 
obeyins  it,  for  obedience  was  the  general  rule  in  Shurland  Castle.  If 
anybody  ever  said  "  I  won't,"  it  was  the  exception;  and,  like  all  other 
exceptions,  only  proved  the  rule  the  stronger.  The  Father  was  a  friar 
of  the  Augustine  persuasion ;  a  brotherhood  which,  having  been 
planted  in  Kent  some  few  centuries  earlier,  had  taken  very  kindly  to 
the  soil,  and  overspread  the  county  much  as  hops  did  some  few  cen- 
turies later.  He  was  plump  and  portly,  a  litde  thick-winded,  espe- 
cially after  dinner,  stood  five  feet  four  in  his  sandals,  and  weighed 
hard  upon  eighteen  stone.  He  was  moreover  a  personage  of  singular 
piety;  and  the  iron  girdle,  which,  he  said,  he  wore  under  his  cassock 
to  mortify  withal,  might  have  been  well  mistaken  for  the  tire  of  a 
cart-wheel.  When  he  arrived.  Sir  Ralph  was  pacing  up  and  down  by 
the  side  of  a  newly-opened  grave. 

"  SeTtedicUt !  ^r  son," — (the  Boron  was  as  brown  as  a  cigar,) 

"  Benedieite  !"  said  the  chaplain- 
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Tlie  Baron  Wu  too  angry  to  stand  upon  complimenL — "  Bury  me 
that  grinning  caitiff  there  I"  quoth  be,  pointinK  to  the  defiincL 

•*  It  may  not  be,  fair  gon,"  laid  the  friar ;  "he  hath  perished  with- 
out absolutioik'' 

**  Bury  the  body  1"  roared  Sir  Ralph, 

"  Water  and  earth  alike  reject  him,"  returned  the  chaplain ;  "  holy 
St  Bridget  herself " 

"Bridget  me  no  Bridgets!  do  me  thine  office  quickl]^  Sir  Shave- 

UnK;  or,  by  the  piper  tliat  played  before  MosCs  I "   The  oath  was 

a  fearful  one ;  and  whenever  the  Baron  swore  to  do  mischief,  he  was 
never  known  to  perjure  himself.  He  was  pUying  with  the  hilt  of 
his  sword. — "Do  me  thine  office,  I  say.  CHve  him  his  passport  to 
heaven  1" 

"  He  is  already  gone  to  hell  I"  stammered  the  friar. 

"  Then  do  you  go  after  him  I"  thundered  the  Lord  of  Shurland. 

His  sword  half  leaped  from  its  scabbard.  No! — the  trenchant 
blade  that  [had  cut  Suleiman  Ben  Malek  Ben  Buckskin  from  helmet 
to  chine  disdained  to  daub  itself  with  the  cerebellum  of  a  miserable 
monk  :  it  leaped  back  again  ;  and  as  the  chaplain,  scared  at  its  flash, 
turned  him  in  terror,  the  Baron  gave  him  a  iuckl — one  kick  1 — it  was 
but  one  1— but  such  a.  one !  Despite  its  obesity,  up  flew  his  holy 
body  in  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees ;  then,  having  reached  its  highest 
point  of  elevation,  sunk  headlong  into  the  open  grave  that  yawned  to 
receive  it.  If  the  reverend  gentleman  had  possessed  a  neck,  he  had 
infallibly  broken  it ;  as  he  did  not,  he  only  dislocated  his  vertebrEe,-^ 
but  that  did  quite  as  welL     He  was  as  dead  as  ditch-water. 

"  In  with  the  other  rascal !"  said  the  Baron,  and  he  was  obeyed ;  for 
there  he  stood  in  his  boots.  Mattock  and  shovel  made  short  work  of 
it ;  twen^  feet  of  superincumbent  mould  pressed  down  alike  the  saint 
and  the  sinner.  "  Now  sing  a  requiem  who  list  I"  said  the  Baron,  and 
his  lordship  went  back  to  his  oysters. 

The  vassals  at  Castle  Shurland  were  astounded,  or,  as  the  senes- 
ch^  Hugh  better  expressed  it,  "  perfectly  conglomerated,"  by  this 
event  what!  murder  a  monk  in  the  odour  of  sanctity,  —  and 
00  consecrated  ground  tool  They  trembled  for  the  health  of  the 
Baron's  soul.  To  the  unsophisticated  many  it  seemed  that  matters 
could  not  have  been  much  worse  had  he  shot  a  bishop's  coach-horse ; 
• — all  looked  for  some  signal  judgment.  Tlie  melancholy  catastrophe 
of  their  neighbours  at  Canterbury  was  yet  rife  in  their  memories  :  not 
two  centuries  had  closed  since  those  miserable  sinners  had  cut  off 
the  tail  of  St  Thomas's  mule.  The  tail  of  the  tnule,  it  was  well 
known,  had  been  forthwith  affixed  to  that  of  the  mayor ;  and  rumour 
•aid  it  had  since  been  hereditary  in  the  corporation.  The  least  that 
could  be  expected  was,  that  Sir  Ralph  should  have  a  friar  tacked  on 
to  his  for  the  term  of  his  natural  lifo  I  Some  bolder  spirits  there  were, 
'tis  true,  who  viewed  the  matter  in  various  lights,  according  to  their 
different  temperaments  and  dispositions ;  tor  perfect  unanimity  existed 
not  even  in  the  good  old  times.  The  verderer,  roistering  Hob  Roe- 
buck, swore  roundly,  "  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  eat  to  kick  down 
the  chapel  as  well  as  the  monL" — Hob  had  stood  there  in  a  white 
iheet  for  kissing  Giles  Miller's  daughter. — On  the  other  hand,  Simp- 
kin  Agnew,  the  bell-ringer,  doubted  if  the  devil's  cellar,  which 
runs  under  the  bottomless  abyss,  were  quite  deep  enough  for  the 
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delinqueDt,  and  apeculated  on  the  probability  of  a  hole  being  dug  in 
it  for  his  especial  accommadation.  The  philosopherB  and  economiats 
thought  wiUi  Saunders  M 'Bui lock,  the  Baron's  bagpiper,  that  "  a  feck- 
less monk  more  or  less  was  nae  great  subject  for  a  clamjamphry,"  es- 
pecially as  "  the  supply  consider^ly  exceeded  the  demaod;"  while 
Malthouse,  the  tester,  was  arguing  to  Dame  MaTtio  that  a  murder 
now  and  then  was  a  seasonable  check  to  population,  without  which 
the  Isle  of  Sheppey  would  in  time  be  devoured,  like  a  mouldy  cheese* 
by  inhabitants  of  its  own  producing.  Meanwhile,  the  Baron  ate  his 
oysters,  and  thought  no  more  of  the  matter. 

But  this  tranquUIity  of  his  lordship  was  not  to  laaL  A  couple  of 
Saints  had  been  seriously  offended ;  and  we  have  all  of  us  read  at 
school  that  celestial  minds  are  by  no  means  insensible  to  the  proro- 
cations  of  anger.  There  were  those  who  expected  that  St.  Bridget 
would  corae  in  person,  and  have  the  friar  op  again  as  she  did  the 
sailor ;  hut  perhaps  her  ladyship  did  not  care  to  trust  herself  within 
the  walls  of  Shurland  Castle.  To  say  the  truth,  it  was  scarcely  a  de- 
cent house  for  a  female  Saint  to  be  seen  in.  The  Baron's  gallantries, 
since  he  became  a  widower,  had  been  but  too  notorious ;  and  her 
own  reputation  was  a  little  blown  upon  in  the  earlier  days  of  her 
earthly  pilgrimage :  then  things  were  so  apt  to  be  misrepresented :  in 
short,  she  would  leave  the  whole  affair  to  Sl  Austin,  who,  being  a 
gentleman,  could  interfere  with  propriety,  avenge  her  aflront  as  weU  as 
his  own,  and  leave  no  loop-hole  for  scandal.  St.  Austin  himself  seems 
to  have  had  his  scruples,  though  of  their  precise  nature  it  were  difficult 
to  determine,  for  it  were  idle  to  suppose  him  at  all  afraid  of  the 
Baron's  boots.  Be  this  as  it  may,  the  mode  which  he  adopted  was  at 
once  prudent  and  efficacious.  As  an  ecclesiastic,  he  could  not  well 
call  the  Baron  out,  had  his  boots  been  out  of  the  question ;  so  be  re- 
solved to  have  recourse  to  the  law.  Instead  of  Shurland  Castle,  there- 
fore, he  repaired  forthwith  to  his  own  magnificent  monastery,  situate 
just  without  the  walls  of  Canterbury,  and  presented  himself  in  a  vision 
to  its  abbot.  No  one  who  has  ever  visited  that  ancient  city  can  fail 
to  recollect  the  splendid  gateway  which  terminates  the  vista  of  St. 
Paul's  street,  and  stands  there  yet  in  all  its  pristine  beauty.  The 
tiny  train  of  miniature  artillery  which  now  adorns  its  battlements  is, 
it  is  true,  an  ornament  of  a  later  date ;  and  is  said  to  have  been  added 
eome  centuries  after  by  some  learned  but  jealous  proprietor,  for  the 
purpose  of  shooting  any  wiser  man  than  himself  who  might  chance  to 
come  that  way.  Tradition  is  silent  as  to  any  discharge  having  taken 
place,  nor  can  the  oldest  inhabitant  of  modem  days  recollect  any  such 
occurrence.  Here  it  was,  in  a  handsome  chamber,  immediately  over 
the  lofty  archway,  that  the  superior  of  the  monastery  lay  buried  in  a 
brief  slumber  snatched  from  his  accustomed  vigils.  His  mitre — for 
he  was  a  mitred  abbot,  and  had  a  seat  in  parliament — rested  on  a  ' 
table  beside  him  ;  near  it  stood  a  silver  flagon  of  Gascony  wine,  ready, 
no  doubt,  for  the  pious  uses  of  the  morrow.  Fasting  and  watching 
had  made  him  more  than  usually  somnolent,  than  which  nothing  could 
have  been  better  for  the  purpose  of  the  Saint,  who  now  appeared  to 
him  radiant  in  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow. 

"  Anselm  !" — said  the  beatific  vision, — "  Anselm  1  are  you  not  a 

Eretty  fellow  to  tie  snoring  there,  when  your  brethren  are  being 
Qocked  at  head,  and  Mother  Church  herself  ia  menaced  I  It  ia  a  lin 
and  a  shame,  Anselra  I" 
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**  What'a  the  matter? — Who  are  you?"  cried  the  Abbot,  rubbiog 
ha  eyes,  which  the  celestial  splendour  of  his  visiter  had  set  a-winking. 
*'A»e  Maria!  SL-Austin  himself! — Speak,  Beatitsime  /  what  would 
you  with  the  humblest  of  your  votaries  ?" 

"  Aoselml"  said  the  Saint,  "a  brother  of  our  order,  whose  soul 
Heaven  aesoilzie !  hath  been  foully  murdered.  He  hath  been  ignomi- 
niously  kicked  to  the  death,  Anselm  ;  and  there  he  lieth  cheek-by-jowl 
with  B,  wretched  carcass,  which  our  sister  Bridget  has  turned  out  of 
her  cemetery  for  unseemly  grinning.     Arouse  thee,  Anselm !" 

"  At,  so  please  you,  Sandigsime .'"  said  the  Abbot ;  "  I  will  order 
forthwith  that  thirty  masses  be  said,  thirty  Patera,  and  thirty  Avet." 

""Thirty  fools'  heads  I"  interrupted  hig  patron,  who  was  a  little 
peppery. 

"  I  will  send  for  bell,  book,  and  candle." 

"  Send  for  an  inkhorn,  Anselm.  Write  me  now  a  letter  to  bis  Ho- 
liness the  Pope  in  good  round  terns,  and  another  to  the  coroner,  and 
another  to  the  sheriff,  and  seize  me  the  never-enough -to-be-anathe- 
matised villain  who  hath  done  this  deed!  Hang  him  as  high  as  Ha- 
inan, Anselm  I — up  with  him  I — down  with  his  dwelling-place,  root 
and  branch,  hearth-atone  and  roof-tree, — down  with  it  all,  and  sow  the 
site  with  salt  and  sawdust  I" 

St.  Austin,  it  will  be  perceived,  was  a  radical  reformer. 

"  Marry  will  I,"  quoth  the  Abbot,  warming  with  the  Samt's  elo- 
quence ;  "  ay,  marry  will  I,  and  that  instanter.  But  there  is  one 
Uu'ng  you  have  forgotten,  most  BeatiBed — the  name  of  the  culpriL" 

"  Ralph  de  Shurland." 

"  The  Lord  of  Sheppey  !  Bless  me !"  said  the  Abbot,  crossing  him- 
self, "  won't  that  be  rather  inconvenient  P  Sir  Ralph  is  a  bold  baron 
and  a  powerful ;  blows  will  come  and  go,  and  crowns  will  be  cracked, 

"  What  is  that  to  you,  since  yours  will  not  he  of  the  number  F" 

"  Very  true,  Beatitime  !  I  will  don  me  with  speed,  and  do  your 
bidding.^ 

"  Do  so,  Anselm ! — fail  not  to  hang  the  baron,  bum  his  castle,  con- 
fiscate his  estate,  and  buy  me  two  large  wax-candles  for  my  own  par- 
ticular shrine  out  of  ^our  share  of  the  property." 

With  this  solemn  injunction  the  vision  began  to  fade. 

"  One  thing  more  I"  cried  the  Abbot,  grasping  his  rosary. 

"What  is  that?"  asked  the  Saint. 

"  O  Betile  Aufftutine,  ora  pro  nobis .'" 

"  Of  course  I  shall,"  said  St.  Austin.  "  Pax  vobiteum  f—and  Ab- 
bot Anselm  was  lefl  alone. 

Within  an  hour  all  Canterbury  was  in  commotion.  A  friar  had 
been  murdered, — two  friars — ten — twenty;  a  whcde  convent  had 
been  assaulted, — sacked, — burnt, — all  the  monks  had  been  killed,  and 
all  the  nuns  had  been  kissed!  Murder! — fire  !— sacrilege  !  Never 
was  city  in  such  an  uproar.  From  St.  George's  gate  to  St.  Dunstan's 
suburb,  from  the  Donjon  to  the  borough  of  Staplegate,  all  was  noise 
and  hubbub.  "  Where  was  it  ?"— "  When  was  it  ?"_*<  How  was  it  ?" 
The  Mayor  caught  up  his  chain,  the  Aldermen  donned  their  furred 
gowns,  the  Town-clerk  put  on  his  spectacles.  '■  Who  was  he  ?" — 
"  What  was  he  ?" — "  Where  was  he  ?" — he  should  be  hanged, — he 
should  be  burned, — he  should  be  broiled, — he  should  be  fried, — he 
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should  be  scraped  to  death  with  red-hot  ofBter-shelU  I  '  Who  iraa 
he  ?" — "  What  was  hi*  name  ?" 

The  abbot's  Apparitor  drew  forth  his  roll  and  read  aloud :  "  Sir 
Ralph  de  Shurland,  Knight  baoneret^  Baron  ofShurland  and  Minster, 
and  Lord  of  Sheppey." 

The  Mayor  put  his  chain  in  his  pocket,  the  Alderwen  toolc  off  their 
gowns,  the  Town-clerk  put  his  pen  behind  his  ear, — It  was  a  county 
business  altt^ther:  the  Sheriff  had  better  call  out  ihejMttte  eomi- 
tatut. 

While  saints  and  sinners  were  thus  leaguing  against  him,  the  Baron 
de  Shurland  was  quietly  eating  his  breakfasL  He  had  passed  a  tran- 
quil night,  undisturbed  by  dreams  of  cowl  or  capuchin;  nor  was  his 
appetite  more  affected  than  his  conscience.  On  the  contrary,  he  sat 
radier  longer  over  his  meal  than  usual :  luncheon-time  came,  and  he  was 
ready  as  ever  for  his  oysters ;  but  scarcely  had  Dame  Martin  opened 
his  nrst  half-dozen  when  the  warder's  horn  was  heard  from  the  bar- 

<'Who  the  devil  's  that?''  said  Sir  Ralph.  «I'm.Dot  at  home,  Pe- 
riwinkle. I  hate  to  be  disturbed  at  meals,  and  I  won't  be  at  home  to 
anybody," 

"  An't  please  your  lordship,"  answered  the  seneschal,  "  Paul  Pri<Hr 
hath  given  notice  that  there  is  a  body " 

"  Another  body  I"  roared  the  Baron.  "  Am  I  to  be  everlastingly 
plagued  with  bodies?  No  time  allowed  me  to  ewallow  a  morsel. 
Throif  it  into  the  moat  I" 

"  So  please  you,  my  lord,  it  is  a  body  of  horse, — and — and  Paul 
says  there  is  a  still  larger  body  of  foot  behind  it;  and  he  thinks, 
my  lord, — that  is,  he  does  not  know,  but  he  thinks — and  we  all 
think,  my  lord,  that  they  are  coming  to — to  besiege  the  castle  1" 

"  Besiege  the  castle  1    Who?    What?    What  for?" 

"  Paul  says,  my  lord,  that  he  can  see  the  banner  of  Sl  Austin,  and 
the  bleeding  heart  of  Hamo  de  Crevecoeur,  the  abbot's  chief  vassal; 
and  there  is  John  de  Northwood,  the  riieriff,  with  his  red-cross  en- 
grailed ;  and  Hever,  and  Leyboume,  and  Heaven  knows  how  many 
more ;  and  thej  are  all  coming  on  as  ftst  as  ever  thej  can." 

"Periwinkle,"  said  the  Baron,  "up  with  the  drawbridge;  down 
with  the  portcullis;  bring  me  a  cup  of  canary,  and  my  nightc^  I 
won't  be  bothered  with  them.     I  shall  go  to  bed." 

"To  bed,  my  lord  I"  cried  Periwinkle,  with  a  look  that  seemed  to 
say,  "He's  crazy. 

At  this  moment  the  shrill  tones  of  a  trumpet  were  heard  to  sound 
thrice  from  the  champaign.  It  was  the  signal  for  parley  :  the  Baron 
changed  his  mind ;  instead  of  going  to  bed,  he  went  to  the  ramparts. 

"  Well,  rapscallions  I  and  what  now  ?"  said  the  Baron. 

A  herald,  two  pursuivants,  and  a  trumpeter,  occupied  the  fore- 
ground of  the  scene ;  behind  them,  some  three  hundred  paces  off,  in>- 
OQ  a  rising  ground,  was  drawn  up  in  battle-array  the  main  body  of  the 
ecdeeiasticBl  forces. 

"  Hear  yoa,  Ralph  de  Shurland,  Knight,  Baron  of  Shurland  and 
Minster,  and  Lord  of  Sheppey,  and  know  all  men,  by  these  presents, 
that  I  do  hereby  attach  you,  the  said  Ralph,  of  murder  and  sacrilege, 
now,  or  t^late,  done  and  committed  by  you,  the  said  Ralph,  contrary 
to  the  peace  (^  oar  Sovereign  Lord  the  King,  his  crown  and  dignity : 
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and  I  do  hereby  require  and  charge  you,  the  said  Ra^tlv  to  forthwitfa 
surrender  and  give  up  your  owji  proper  pereon,  together  with  the  cas- 
tle of  Shurland  aforesaid,  in  order  that  the  same  may  be  duly  dealt 
with  according  to  law.  And  here  Btaodeth  John  de  Northwood,  Es- 
quire, good  man  and  true,  sheriff  of  this  his  majesty's  most  loyal  county 
of  Kent,  to  enforce  the  same,  if  need  be,  with  bis  poaie  oomi&Uiu." 

"  His  what?"  said  the  Baron. 

<*  His  potte  comiiaba,  and " 

"  Go  to  Bath  I"  said  the  Baron. 

A  defiance  so  contemptuous  roused  the  ire  of  the  adverse  com- 
manders. A  volley  of  missiles  rattled  about  the  Baron's  ears.  Night* 
caps  avail  little  agaiost  contusions.  He  left  the  walls,  and  returned- 
to  the  great  hall. 

"  Let  them  pelt  away,"  quoth  the  Baron ;  "  there  are  no  windows 
to  break,  and  ^ey  can't  get  in."  So  he  took  his  afternoon  nap,  and 
the  siege  went  on. 

Towards  evening  his  lordship  awoke,  and  grew  tired  of  the  din. 
Guy  Pearson,  too,  h&d  got  a  black  eye  from  a  brick-bat,  and  the  aa- 
sa3ants  were  clambering  over  the  outer  walL  So  the  Baron  calledfbr 
his  Sunday  hauberk  of  Milan  steel,  and  his  great  two-handed  swivd 
with  the  terrible  name : — it  was  ihs  fashion  in  feudal  times  to  give 
names  to  swords ;  King  Arthur's  was  christened  £xcalibar  ;  the 
Bartm  called  his  Tickletd>y,  and  whenever  he  took  it  io  hand  it  waa- 
no  joke. 

*■  Up  with  the  portcullis  1  down  with  the  bridge  I"  said  Sir  .Balfdi ; 
and  out  he  sallied,  followed  by  the  iUte  of  his  retainers.  Then  there  was 
a  pretty  to-do.  Heads  flew  one  way — arms  and  legs  another ;  round 
went  Tickletoby,  and,  wherever  it  alighted,  down  came  horse  and 
man  :  the  Baron  excelled  himself  that  day.  All  that  he  had  done  in 
Palestine  faded  in  the  comparison  ;  he  had  fought  for  fun  there,  but 
now  it  was  for  life  and  lands.  Away  went  John  de  Northwood;  away, 
went  William  of  Hever,  and  Roger  of  Leybourne*  Hamo  de  Creve- 
cceur,  with  the  church  vassals  and  the  banner  of  St.  Austin,  had  been 
gone  some  time.  The  siege  was  raised,  and  the  Lord  of  Sbeppey  left 
alone  in  his  glory. 

But,  brave  as  the  Baron  undoubtedly  was,  and  total  as  had  been  Uie 
defeat  of  his  enemies,  it  cannot  be  supposed  that  La  Stoocata  would 
be  allowed  to  carry  it  away  thus-  It  has  before  been  hinted  that 
Abbot  Anselm  had  written  to  the  Pope,  and  Boniface  the  Ei^th 
piqued  himself  on  his  punctuality  as  a  correspondent  in  all  matters 
connected  with  church  discipline.  He  sent  back  an  answer  by  return 
of  post :  and  by  it  all  Christian  people  were  strictly  enjoined  to  aid  m 
exterminating  the  offender,  on  pain  of  the  greater  excommunication 
in  this  world,  and  a  million  of  years  of  purgatory  in  the  next.  But 
then,  again,  Boni&ce  the  Eighth  was  rather  at  a  discount  in  England 
j  ust  then.  He  had  affironted  Longshanks,  as  the  loyal  lieges  had  nick- 
named their  monarch ;  and  Longshanks  had  been  rather  sharp  upon 
the  cleigv  in  consequence.  If  the  Baron  de  Shurland  could  but  get 
the  King  s  pardon  for  what  in  his  cooler  moments  he  admitted  to  1^  a 
peccadillo,  he  might  sniff  at  the  Pope,  and  bid  him  "  do  his  devil- 
mosL" 

Fmlune,  who,  as  the  poet  says,  delights  to  &vour  the  bold,  stood 
his  friend  on  this  occasion.    Edward  h^  been,  for  some  time,  collect 


jM,Googlc 


SBO  -PAiniT  STORIES. 

Ing  a  Iivge  ftvce  on  &€  oout  of  Kenti  to  cany  on  his  Frmch  wan 
for  the  recovery  of  Guienne;  he  was  expected  sbortly  to  review  it  is 
per§on ;  but,  then,  the  troops  lay  principally  in  cantonments  about  the 
Baouth  flf  the  Thames,  and  his  majesty  was  to  come  down  by  water. 
What  was  to  be  done  ? — the  royal  barge  was  in  ught,  and  John  de 
Northwood  and  Hamo  de  Crevecoeur  had  broken  up  all  the  boota  to 
boil  their  camp-kettles.  A  truly  greet  mind  is  nev^  widiout  re- 
sources. 

■*  Bring  me  my  boots  I"  said  the  Bartm. 

They  brought  him  his  boots,  and  his  dapple-gT«y  steed  along  with 
Aem.  Such  a  courser !  all  blood  and  bone,  short-backed,  broad- 
cheited,  and,  but  that  he  was  a  little  ewe-necked,  faultless  in  form 
and  figure.  The  Baron  sprang  upon  his  back,  and  dashed  at  once 
into  the  ritrer. 

The  barge  which  carried  Edward  Lmgdianks  and  bisfortuaet  bad 
by  this  time  nearly  reached  tbe  Nore ;  ^e  stream  was  broad  and  the 
current  stroug,  but  Sir  Ralph  and  his  steed  were  almost  as  Iwoad,  and 
stronger.  After  breasting  tbe  tide  gallantly  for  a  couple  of  miles,  the 
Knight  was  near  enough  to  hail  the  steersmen. 

**  What  have  we  got  here  ?"  said  the  king.  "  It 's  a  mermaid,"  said 
one.  « It 's  a  grampus,"  said  another.  "  It 's  the  devil,"  said  a 
third.  Bat  they  were  all  wrong;  it  was  only  Ralph  de  Sburland. 
"  Grammercy,"  quoth  the  king,  "  that  fellow  was  never  btnik  to  be 
drowned  I" 

It  has  been  said  before  that  the  Baron  had  fought  in  the  holy  wars  : 
in  feet,  he  bad  accompanied  Longshanks,  when  only  heii^pparent,  in 
his  expedition  twenty-Bve  years  before,  although  his  name  is  unaccouat- 
ably  omitted  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas  in  his  list  of  crusaders.  He  had 
been  present  at  Acre  when  Amirand  of  Joppa  stabbed  the  prince  with 
a  poisoned  dagger,  and  had  lent  Princess  Eleanor  his  own  toothbnuh 
after  she  had  sucked  out  the  venom  from  the  wound.  He  bad  slain 
certain  Saracens,  contented  himself  with  his  own  plunder,  and  never 
dunned  the  commissariat  for  arrears  of  pay.  Of  course  he  ranked  h^ 
in  Edward's  good  graces,  and  had  received  the  honour  of  knighthood 
at  his  hands  on  the  field  of  battle. 

In  one  so  circumstanced  it  cannot  be  supposed  that  such  a  trifle  as 
the  killing  a  frowzy  friar  would  be  much  resented,  even  had  be  not 
taken  so  bold  a  measure  to  obtain  his  pardon.  His  petition  was 
granted,  of  course,  as  soon  as  asked  ;  and  so  it  would  have  been  bad 
the  indictment  drawn  up  by  the  Canterbury  town-clerk,  vis.  "  That 
he,  the  said  Ralph  de  Sburland,  &c  had  then  and  there,  with  sevoal, 
to  wit,  one  thousand,  pair  of  boots,  given  sundry,  to  wit,  two  thousand, 
kicks,  and  therewith  and  thereby  killed  divers,  to  witf  ten  thousand, 
Austin  friars,"  been  true  to  the  letter. 

Thrice  did  the  gallant  Grey  circumnavigate  the  barge,  while  R<^ 
bert  de  Winchelsey,  the  chancellor,  and  archbiBhop  to  boot,  was 
making  out,  albeit  with  great  reluctance,  the  royal  pardon.  The  in- 
terval was  sufficiently  long  to  enable  his  majesty,  who,  gracious  as  he 
was,  had  always  an  eye  to  business,  just  to  hint  that  the  gratitude  he 
felt  towards  the  Baron  was  not  unmixed  with  a  lively  sense  of  ser- 
vices to  come ;  and  that,  if  life  was  now  spared  him,  common  decency 
must  oblige  him  to  m^e  himself  useful.  Before  the  archbisht^  wlw 
hsd  scalded  his  fingers  with  tbe  wax  in  affixing  the  great  seal,  had 
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time  to  tike  them  oat  oT  his  mouth,  all  wu  settled,  and  tfaeBartm  de 
^urland,  eum  tutM,  had  pledged  himself  to  be  forthwith  in  readinew 
to  HGCompany  his  li^e  lord  to  Guienne. 

With  Uie  royal  pardon  tecured  in  his  vest,  boldly  did  his  lordibip 
turn  again  to  the  shore ;  and  as  boldly  did  his  courser  oppose  hu 
foreedtb  of  chest  to  the  stream.  It  was  a  worii  of  no  common  dif- 
ficulty or  danger  ;  a  steed  of  less  "  mettle  and  booe  "  had  long  since 
Bunk  in  the  effort:  as  it  was,  the  Baron's  boots  were  full  of  water, 
and  Grey  Dolphin's  chamfVain  more  than  once  dipped  beneath  the 
wave,  llie  convulsive  snorts  of  the  noble  ammal  showed  his  distress  ; 
each  instant  they  became  more  loud  aod  frequent ;  when  his  hoof 
touched  the  strand,  and  "  the  horse  and  his  rider  "  stood  again  in  safe- 
ty on  the  shore. 

Rapidly  dismounting,  the  Baron  was  loosening  the  girths  of  his 
demi-pique,  to  give  the  panting  animal  breath,  when  he  was  aware 
of  as  ugly  en  old  woman  as  he  ever  clapped  eyes  upon,  peeping  at 
him  under  the  horse's  belly. 

"Make  much  of  your  steed,  Ralph  Shuriandl  Make  much  of 
your  steed  !"  cried  the  hag,  shaking  at  him  her  long  and  bony  fii^r. 
*'  Groom  to  the  hide,  and  com  to  the  manger.  He  has  saved  your 
life,  Ralph  Slrarland,  for  the  nonce ;  but  he  shall  yet  be  the  means 
of  your  iosing  it,  for  alt  that  I" 

The  BaroD  started :  "  What 's  that  you  say,  you  old  faggot?"  He 
ran  round  by  his  horse's  tail ;  the  woman  was  gone  I 

The  Baron  paused ;  his  great  soul  was  not  to  be  shaken  by  trifles ; 
he  looked  around  him,  and  solemnly  ejaculated  the  word  "  Humbug  I" 
then,  slinging  the  bridle  across  his  arm,  walked  slowly  on  in  the  direo 
doR  of  the  castle. 

The  appearance,  and  still  more,  the  dis^ipearance  of  the  crooe, 
had  however  made  an  impression ;  every  step  he  took  he  became 
nmre  thoughtful.  "  'Twould  be  deuced  provoking  though,  if  he 
thotUd  break  my  neck  after  all !"  He  turned,  and  gazed  at  Dolphin 
with  the  scrutinizing  eye  of  a  veterinary  surgeon. — "  I  '11  be  shot  if  he 
ia  not  gn^gy  1"  said  the  Baron. 

With  his  lordship,  like  another  great  Commander,  "  Once  to  be  in 
doubt,  was  once  to  be  resolved :"  it  would  never  do  to  go  to  the  wars 
on  a  rickety  [vsd.  He  dropped  tlie  rein,  drew  forth  Tickletoby,  and, 
as  the  enfranchised  Dolphin,  good  easy  horse,  stretched  out  his  ewe- 
Deck  to  the  herbage,  struck  off  bis  head  at  a  single  blow.  "  There, 
Tou  lying  old  beldame !"  said  the  Baron ;  "  now  take  him  away  to  the 
knackers." 


Three  years  were  come  and  gone.  King  Edward's  French  wars  were 
over ;  boU)  parties,  having  fought  till  they  came  to  a  stand-still,  shook 
hands ;  and  the  quarrel,  as  usual,  was  patched  up  by  a  royal  marriage. 
Tkivt  happy  event  gave  his  majesty  leisure  to  turn  his  attention  to 
Scotland,  where  things,  throi^h  the  intervention  of  William  Wallace, 
were  looking  rather  queerish.  As  his  reconciliation  with  Philip  now 
allowed  of  his  fighting  the  Scotch  in  peace  aod  quietness,  the  mon- 
arch lost  no  time  in  marching  his  long  legs  across  the  border,  and 
the  short  ones  of  the  Baron  followed  him  of  course.  At  Falkirk, 
Tiddeloby  was  in  great  request ;  and,  in  the  year  fbUowin^  we  find  a 
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coDtemporary  poet  hinting  at  its  master's  prowen  undo'  the  walls  a€ 
Caeriaveroctc, 

®btr  mi  fa  uj^itiriiut 

li  titau  3&a&  He  h^vaUrOtt 

Si  ftant  itaix  <ur  It  i^tbal 

1^  iaMaiX  |)ottu  iu  tomtilb. 
A  quatrain  which  Mr.  Simpkinaoa  traDsIateg, 
"  With  (hem  WBB  mtrehiDg 

The  good  Ralph  de  Shuriaod, 

Who,  when  seated  on  honeback. 

Does  not  resemble  a  edbd  asleep  V 
So  thoroughly  awalce,  indeed,  does  he  seem  to  hare  proved  himself 
that  the  bard  subeequently  exclaims,  in  an  ecstasy  of  admiration, 

Ai  it  Mtoi*  uni  pnctllttte 

9t  li  Donroit  rtiir  A  rortf 

Cant  tst  lit  Iu  bontf  li  rtroiri. 
"  If  I  were  a  joung  ir 

I  would  give  htm  m 

So  great  is  his  fame  1" 

Fortunately  the  poet  was  a  tough  old  monk  of  Exeter ;  since  such  s 
present  to  a  nobleman,  now  in  his  grand  climacteric,  would  hardly 
have  been  worth  the  carriage.  With  the  reduction  of  this  stronghold 
of  the  Maxwells  seem  toliave  concluded  the  Baron's  military  servicea ; 
as  on  the  very  first  day  of  the  fourteenth  century  we  find  him  once 
more  landed  on  his  native  shore,  and  marching,  with  auch  of  his  re- 
tainers as  the  wars  had  left  him,  towards  the  hospitable  shelter  of 
Shurland  Castle.  It  was  then,  upon  that  very  beach,  some  hundred 
yards  distant  fVom  high-water  mark,  that  his  eye  fell  upon  some- 
thing like  an  ugly  old  woman  in  a  red  cloak.  She  was  seated  on 
what  seemed  to  be  a  large  stone,  in  an  interesting  attitude,  with  her 
elbows  resting  upon  her  knees  and  her  chin  upon  her  thumbs.  The 
Baron  started;  the  remembrance  of  his  interview  with  a  similar  per- 
sonage in  the  same  place,  some  three  years  since,  flashed  upon  his 
recoUectton.  He  rushed  towards  the  spot,  but  the  form  was  gone ; 
nothing  remained  but  the  seat  it  had  appeared  to  occupy.  This,  on 
examination,  turned  ant  to  be  no  stone,  but  the  wliitened  skull  of  a 
dead  horse.  A  tender  remembrance  ofthe  deceased  Grey  Dolphin  shot 
a  momentary  pang  into  the  Baron's  bosom  ;  he  drew  the  back  of  his 
hand  across  his  face ;  the  thought  of  the  hag's  prediction  in  an  instant 
rose,  and  bani^ed  all  softer  emotions.  In  utter  contempt  of  his  own 
weakness,  yet  with  a  tremor  that  deprived  his  redoubtable  kick  of 
half  its  wonted  force,  he  spumed  the  relic  with  his  foot.  One  word 
alone  issued  from  hia  lips  eluddatory  of  what  was  passing  in  his 
mind, — it  long  remained  imprinted  on  the  memory  of  bis  faithfid 
firilowers, — that  word  was  "  Gammon  !"  The  skull  bounded  across 
the  beach  till  it  reached  the  very  mai^n  of  the  stream ;— one  instant 
more,  and  it  would  be  engulfed  fat  ever.  At  that  moment  a  loud 
**  Ha  1  ha  I  ha  r  was  distmctly  heard  by  the  whole  train  to  issue 
fnm  its  bleached  and  toothless  jaws :  it  sank  beneath  the  flood  in  a 
horse-laugh  1 

Heantniile  Sir  Ralph  de  Shurland  felt  an  odd  sort  of  sensation  in 
his  right  fooL    His  boots  had  suffbred  in  the  wara.    Great  pains  had 
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been  taken  for  their  preBerration.  They  had  been  "  soled  "  and  "  heel- 
ed" more  than  once  ; — had  they  been  "  galoshed,"  their  owner  mixht 
have  defied  Fate  I  Well  has  it  been  said  that  "  there  is  no  such  thing 
aa  a  trifle."  A  nobleman's  life  depended  upon  a  question  of  ninepence. 

The  Baron  marched  on ;  the  uneaainess  in  his  foot  increased.  He 
plucked  off  bis  boot ;  s  horse's  tooth  was  sticking  in  his  great  toe  I 

The  result  may  be  anticipated.  Lame  as  he  was,  his  lordship,  with 
characteristic  decision,  would  hobble  on  to  Shuriand ;  his  walk  in- 
creased the  inflammation ;  a  flagon  of  aqua  vita  did  not  mend  mat- 
ters. He  was  in  a  high  fever ;  he  took  to  his  bed.  Next  morning  the 
toe  presented  the  appearance  of  a  Bedfordshire  carrot ;  by  dinner-time 
it  had  deepened  to  beet-root ;  and  when  Bargrave,  the  leech,  at  last 
sliced  it  off)  the  gangrene  was  too  confirmed  to  admit  of  remedy. 
Dame  Martin  thought  it  high  time  to  send  for  Miss  Margaret,  who, 
ever  since  her  mother's  death,  had  been  living  w!th  her  maternal  aunt, 
the  abbess,  in  the  Ursuline  convent  of  Greenwich.  The  young  lady 
came,  and  with  her  came  one  Master  Ingoldsby,  her  coiisin-german 
by  the  mother's  side ;  but  the  Baron  was  too  far  gone  in  the  dead- 
thraw  to  recognise  either.  He  died  as  he  lived,  unconquered  and  un- 
conquerable.   His  last  words  were — "  Tell  the  old  hag  to  go  to ." 

Whither  remains  a  secret.  He  expired  without  fully  articulating  the 
place  of  her  destination. 

But  who  and  what  wku  the  crone  who  prophesied  the  catastrophe? 
Ay,  "  that  is  the  mystery  of  this  wonderful  history." —  Some  said  it 
was  Dame  Fothergill,  the  late  confessor's  mamma;  others,  St.  Bridget 
herself;  others  thought  it  was  nobody  at  alt,  but  only  a  phantom  con- 
jured up  by  Conscience.  As  we  do  not  know,  we  decline  giving  an 
opinion. 

And  what  became  of  the  Clerk  of  Chatham  ?  Mr.  Simpkinson  avers 
^at  he  lived  to  a.  good  old  age,  and  was  at  last  hanged  by  Jack  Cade, 
with  hig  inkhom  about  his  neck,  for  "  setting  boys  copies."  In  sup- 
port of  this  he  adduces  his  name  "  Emanuel,"  and  refers  to  the  histo- 
rian Shakspeare.  Mr.  Peters,  on  the  contrary,  considers  this  to  be 
what  be  c^ls  ooe  of  Mr.  Simpkinson's  "  Anacreonisms,"  inasmuch  as, 
at  the  introduction  of  Mr.  Cade's  reform  measure,  the  clerk  would 
have  been  hard  upon  two  hundred  years  old.  The  probability  is,  that 
the  unfortunate  alluded  to  was  his  great-grandson. 

Margaret  Shuriand  in  due  course  became  Margaret  Ingoldsby,  her 
portrait  still  hangs  in  the  gallery  at  Tappington.  The  features  ate 
handsome,  but  shrewish,  betraying,  as  it  were,  a  touch  of  the  old  Baron's 
temperament;  but  we  never  could  learn  that  she  actually  kicked  her 
husband.  She  brought  him  a  very  pret^  fortune  in  chains,  owches, 
and  Saracen  ear-rings  ;  the  barony,  being  a  male  fief,  reverted  to  the 

In  the  abbey-church  at  Minster  may  ^et  be  seen  the  tomb  of  a  re- 
cimibent  warrior,  clad  in  the  chain-mail  of  the  ISth  century.  His 
hands  are  clasped  in  prater;  his  legs,  crossed  in  that  position  so 
prized  by  Templars  ux  ancient,  and  tailors  in  modem,  days,  bespeak 
him  a  soldier  of  the  faith  in  Palestine.  Close  to  his  great-toe,  lies 
sculptured  in  bold  relief  a  horse's  head;  and  a  respectable  elderly 
lady,  as  she  shows  the  monument,  fails  not  to  read  her  auditors  a  fine 
moral  lesson  on  the  sin  of  ii^ratitude,  or  to  claim  a  sympathising 
tear  to  the  memory  of  poor  "  Grey  Dolphin  I" 
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BT  TH0UA8   HA.XNEB  BAYLY. 

Friar. 
Wbo  is  calling  Friar  I^uiencet 

— Madam  Juliet !  how  d'f«  do  1 
Dear  me — talk  of  the — beg  pardon — 

I  've  becD  talking  about  you. 
Miatreu  Moutagu,  they  tell  me 

You  on  Thiuaday  mean  to  md  I 
It  if  strange  you  ne'er  told  me 

That  poor  Mister  M.  was  dead  1 

Juliet. 
M.'salLTel  yH County  Fans 

I  'm  to  mury,  people  say  1 
(I  shall  mury  the  whole  county 

If  I  go  on  in  this  vnj :) 
Once  you  Ve  wedded  me  alteady, 

If  I  wed  agaiii,  you  see, 
Hiaugh  in  you  a  Uitle  eirot, 

Twill  be  ?ery  big  o'  me. 

Friar. 
'Pod  my  life,  it'i  vetr  awkwud  I 

1  *ll  OD  some  expeaieut  hit ; 
Jf  you  11  find  me  raady  money, 

I  will  find  you  ready  wit : 
I  can't  let  you  wed  a  lecond 

Ere  1  know  the  first  has  died; 
"Dibk  of  &ggots  1  for  such  deeds,  ma'am. 

Holy  &iais  have  been  fried ! 

Jutkt. 
Tau't  my  wish,  sir,  nor  intention, — 

Any  scheme  ofyoun  I'll  hail; 
To  escape  from  County  Paris, 

Pot  me  in  the  counff  jail : 
Kill  me  dead  I  and  make  me  food  for 

Earthworm,  viper,  toad,  or  rat ; 
Hake  a  widower  of  Ro-me- 

-0,~('twill  hurt  me  to  do  that  1) 

If  you  'n  really  resolntioD 

That  your  life-blood  should  be  spilt, 
I  will  tare  you,  for  I  It  have  you 

Not  quite  killed,  but  merely  kUt : 
Could  you  in  a  vault  be  buried— 

Horizontal — in  a  niche  I 
AimI  of  death  so  good  a  co[nr, 

Nooe  could  find  out  wbM^  i«  iriiieh  T 

JidUt. 
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1 11  do  wbatsoe'er  you  bid  me, 
111]  jrou  my  I  'tg  done  cnougb : 


Nov,  air,  much  as  I  dislike  it. 
I'll  lake  ■poticary'i  stuffi 


Then  go  bome,  ma'am,  and  be  merry ; 

Say  that  Pirii  yon  will  wed ; 
Tell  your  tmrte  you  've  got  a  beadoche. 

And  go  quietly  to  bed : 
Ask  for  lomethiiif;  warm, — some  negus. 

Grog,  or  gruel,  or  egg-flip, 
Put  in  this,  and  then  drink  quickly,— 

Tis  so  nauseoiu  if  you  sip. 

Jtdiel. 
Give,  oh  I  give  me  quick  th«  phial. 

From  the  trial  I II  not  ahTink,— 
b  it  shakeD  when  it 's  taken  ? 

Gracious  me  I  it 's  black  as  ink  I 
There  's  no  fear,  I  trust,  of  6uluie  ?— 

No — I  doubt  not  its  effect; 
From  TOur  convenation's  tetwr 

No  base  phial  I  expecL 

Friar. 
You  will  have  the  bridegn>om_^j^. 

Where  he  generally  l^dt; 
'Stead  of  hymeneal  Bowers, 

He  will  wear  sepulchral  weeds: 
Jto  Romeo  will  quickly 

Write  a  letter  by  the  post ; 
He  will  wake  you,  and  soould  Paris 

Meet  you, — say  you  are  your  gboct ! 

Juliet. 
"Ha  an  excellent  arrangemeDt, 

As  you  bid  me  1  will  act ; 
But  within  the  tomb,  dear  fnar. 

Place  a  basket  nicely  pack'd ; — 
Just  a  loaf,  a  tongue,  a  chicken. 

Port  and  sherry,  and  some  plums ; 
It  will  rtalfy  be  a  comfort 

Should  I  *rake  e'er  Romeo  comes  I 
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CHAPTER  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  A  STATESMAN, 
BEING  INEDITED  LETTERS  OF  ADDISON. 

HOW   FIKST   FHIMTED   PROM  TBB   AUTOGRAPH   ORIGINALS. 

Tbb  fellowinK  letters,  which  hare  never  before  been  pabtiahed,  are 
exceedinglr  carious,  as  exhibiting  Addison  in  a  new  point  of  view, 
sad  M  displaying  trsits  in  that  celebrated  man's  character,  differing  very 
materially  from  thoee  which  his  biagraphers  hare  recorded.  They  are 
addressed  to  Charles  Montagne,  Earl  of  Halifax,  and  to  Monsienr 
Robethoo,  secretary  to  the  Elector  of  Hanover,  afterwards  Geo^e  the 
First  of  England.  They  represent  Addison  as  eager  for  place  utd 
pension,  yearoin){  after  pecuniary  reward,  dwelling  upon  serricea  onre- 
quited,  urging  bis  utmost  interest  to  procure  some  new  emolutnenta, 
and  discontentedly  comparing  his  own  condition  with  that  of  other 
L«     ' 


fortunate  placemen.  Leaving  the  letters  to  speak  for  themselves,  it 
is  only  necessary  to  add  that  they  are  accompanied  by  a  few  notes  which 
fumish  some  new  data  in  the  family  history  of  the  writer- 


TO  CHARLES  MONTAGUE,   EARL   OE   HALIFAX. 

Dublin  Caaile,  May  7,  1709. 
My  Lord, — I  am  glad  of  any  occasioa  of  paying  my  duty  to  youi 
lordship,  and  therefore  cannot  but  lay  hold  of  this,  in  transmitting  to 
your  lordship  our  Lord  Lieutenant's*  speech  at  the  opening  of  the 
parliament,  with  a  couple  of  addresses  from  the  House  of  Commons 
upon  that  occasion.  Your  lordship  will  see  by  them  that  all  parties 
have  set  out  in  good-humour,  which  is  entirely  owing  to  his  excel- 
lency's conduct,  who  has  addressed  himself  to  all  sorts  of  mea  since 
his  arrival  here,  with  unspeakable  application.  They  were  under 
great  apprehensions,  at  his  Itrst  coming,  that  be  would  drive  directly 
at  repealing  the  Test,  and  had  formed  themselves  into  a  very  strong 
body  for  its  defence  ;  but,  as  their  minds  are  at  present  pretty  quiet 
upon  that  head,  they  appear  willing  to  enter  into  all  other  measures 
that  he  would  have  them.  Had  he  proceeded  otherwise,  it  is  eaue 
to  sec  that  all  things  would  have  been  thrown  into  the  utmost  confii- 
uon,  end  a  stop  put  to  all  public  business.     His  excellency,  however, 

*  Thomas  Wharton,  Earl  of  Wharton,  appointed  I.ord  Lieutenaot  of  IreUnd, 
April  il,  1709.  How  AddisoQ  became  the  secietaty  of  this  Verrei,  ta  deliue- 
ated  by  Swift, — or  how  Whanon,  who  professed  b>  think  virtus  to  be  only  s 
name,  and  would  not  have  givea  a.  guinea  ai  the  purcbase'price  of  the  best  re- 

Ctalioo,  obtained  the  appointment  of  the  Queen's  vicegerent  in  Ireland, — would 
matters  of  perfect  astound ment,  were  it  not  known  that  Wharton  fbic^  himself 
upon  Lord  Godolphin,  by  showing  bim  a  treasonable  letter  of  that  lotd's  to  the 
abdicated  farailj,  of  which  he  had  contrived  to  become  the  possessor.  Whar- 
ton's vice-regal  power  was  but  of  short  duration ;  he  was  rec^led :  Lords  Jus- 
tices were  appointed  in  the  September  of  the  same  year,  and  Wharton  retimed 
to  England  to  make  a  bad  tue  of  the  letter.  Godolphin  had,  however,  been  too 
cunning  for  him,  and  procured  en  act  of  grace  in  his  absence,  whidi  euahled 
him  to  set  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord  Lieutenant  at  defiance.  As  an  apology 
for  Addison's  serving  under  such  a  man,  it  maybe  urged,  that  the  acceptance  of 
the  office  so  proffered  implied  no  approbation  of  hit  crimes;  and  that  a  subordi- 
nate officer  IS  under  no  obligation  to  examine  the  opinions  or  conduct  of  those 
Dnder  whom  he  acts,  excepting  that  he  may  not  be  made  the  actual  tool  of  bit 
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gaiDB  ground  daily ;  and  I  question  not  but  in  a  new  parliament, 
where  panin  an  not  settled  and  coDfimed,  he  will  be  aUe  to  lead 
them  into  any  thing  that  will  be  for  their  real  interests  and  advantage. 
I  have  the  happineu  every  day  to  drink  your  lordahip's  health  in 
very  good  wine>*  and  with  very  honest  gentlemen ;  and  am  ever, 
wiui  uie  greatest  respect,  my  lord, 

Your  lordship's  most  obedient  and  most  bumble  servant, 

'  J.  AOSTSOH. 

TO  H.  DB  KOBKiaOK,  8KBBTABY  TO  THK  SLBCTOK  OF  HAMOVKR. 

,  ~JSt  Jamcs'i,  Sept.  4, 1714. 
Silt,— I  have  been  <^lig6d  to  so  dose  an  attendance  on  the  Lords 
Jastices,  and  have  had  so  very  little  time  at  my  own  disposal  during 
my  absence  from  their  excellencies,  that  I  could  not  do  myself  the 
honour  before  now,  to  assure  you  of  my  respects,  and  to  beg  the  con- 
tinuance of  that  friendship  which  you  formerly  honoured  me  with,  at 
Haoover.f     I  cannot  but  extremely  rejoice  at  the  occasion,  which 


will  give  me  an  opportunity  of  waiting  on  you  in  England,  where 
you  will  find  a  whole  nation  in  the  highest  joy,  and  thoroughly  senst- 
ble  of  the  great  blessings  which  they  promise  themselves  from  hli 


Majesty's  accession  to  the  throae. 

I  take  the  liberty  to  send  you,  enclosed,  a  poem  written  on  this 
occasion  by  one  of  our  most  eminent  hands,  which  is  indeed  a  master- 
piece in  its  kind;  and,  though  very  short,  has  touched  upon  all  the 
topics  which  are  most  popular  among  us.  I  have  likewise  transmitted 
to  you,  a  copy  of  the  preamble  to  the  Prince  of  Wales's  patent,  which 
was  a  very  grateful  task  imposed  upon  me  by  the  Lords  Justices. 
Their  excellencies  have  ordered  that  the  lords  and  others  who  meet 
his  Miyesty,  be  out  of  mourning  that  day,  as  also  their  coaches ;  but 
aO  servants,  except  those  of  toe  City  magistrates,  to  be  in  mourn- 
ing. The  shortness  of  the  time,  which  would  not  be  sufficient  for  the 
making  of  new  liveries,  occasioned  this  last  order. 

The  removal  of  the  Lord  Bolingbroke^'has  put  a  seasonable  check 
to  an  interest  that  was  making  in  many  places  for  members  in 
the  next  parliament;  and  was  very  much  relished  by  the  people, 
who  ascribed  to  him,  in  a  great  measure,  the  decay  of  trade  and 
public  credit. 

You  will  do  me^  very  great  honour  if  you  find  means  Bubmissive 

*  Addison's  habitual  tacittimily  and  fondness  for  tbe  bottle  ate  well  koown 
There  is  a  story,  not  ;et  forgotten,  tbat  the  profligate  Duke  of  Whsrlon,  who  was, 
peibapt,  only  the  reputed  or  imputed  son  of  tbis  earl,  aflerwarda  Miirquis  of 
Wharton,  once  at  table  plied  Addison  so  briskly  with  wine,  in  order  to  make 
kim  talk,  that  he  could  not  retain  it  in  hia  stomach.  His  grace  is  said  to  have 
observed,  that "  be  could  get  wine,  but  not  wit  out  of  him." 

t  Loid  Godolphin  conKrred  on  Addison,  as  a  reward  for  his  poem  entitled 
The  Campaign,  commemoralive  of  the  battle  of  Blenheim,  tbt;  place  of  Commis- 
sioner of  App«Js,  in  tbe  room  of  the  celebrated  Locke,  who  had  been  appointed 
a  Lord  of  Tnde.  The  year  following,  he  attended  Lord  Halifax  <□  Hanover; 
and,  in  the  next,  was  appointed  secretary  to  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  aud  was  conti- 
nued in  tbat  office  by  his  successor,  Charles  Spencer,  £arl  of  Sunderland. 

X  Addison  was  a  sound  Whig.  Bolingbroke  records,  that,  after  the  peace 
wbicb  followed  tbe  ever  memorable  battle  of  Blenheim,  he  eiig>iged  with  Addi- 
son in  a  two  hours'  convertatioD,  and  their  pditici  difleted  tola  calo  from  each 
other. 
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enough  to  make  the  faumble  offers  of  my  duty  acceptable  to  bis  Ma- 
jeaty.  May  God  Almighty  preserve  his  person,  and  continue  him  for 
many  years  the  blesung  of  these  kingdomsl 

I  am,  with  great  esteem  and  respect. 
Sir,  your  most  obedient  and  most  humble  serront, 

'  J.  Addison. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

St.  Janei'i,  SepL  11. 
SiK, — Thoi^h  I  am  not  without  hopes  of  seeing;  you  in  England 
before  this  letter  comes  to  your  hands,  I  cannot  defer  returning  you 
my  thanks  for  the  honour  of  yours  of  the  I7th  N.  S.  which  I  received 
this  morning.  I  beg  leave  to  send  you  the  enclosed  ceremonial  for 
the  King's  entry,  published  by  the  Earl  of  Suffolk,  Deputy  Earl  Mar- 
shal, aa  regulated  by  the  Lords  Justices  and  privy  council."  The  At- 
torney-general is  preparing  a  proclamation,  reciting  the  rewards  set 
on  the  Pretender  by  the  late  Queen  and  Parliament,  with  the  security 
set  for  the  payment,  as  established  by  a  clause  in  an  act  passed  since 
his  Majesty's  accession  to  the  throne.  As  such  a  proclamation  is 
veiy  requisite ;  so,  perhaps,  it  may  come  with  a  good  grace  from  the 
Regents  before  bis  Majesty's  arrival.  It  will,  I  bdieve,  be  fixed  up  io 
all  the  market-towns,  especially  among  the  highlands  in  Scotland, 
where  there  has  been  some  meetings,  but,  by  the  care  of  the  Regents, 
of  no  consequence. 

[Subscribed  in  the  same  words  as  the  preceding.] 

TO  THE  BARL   OF   HALIFAX. 

OcL  17,  1714. 

My  Loud, — I  find  by  your  lordship's  discourse  that  you  have  your 
reasons  for  laying  aside  the  thought  of  bringing  me  into  a  part  of 
Lowndes's  place  ;f  and,  as  I  hope  they  do  not  proceed  from  any  change 
of  goodwill  towards  me,  I  do  entirely  acquiesce  in  them.  I  know 
that  one  io  your  lordship's  high  station  has  several  opportunities  of 
showing  favour  to  your  dependants,  as  one  of  your  generous  temper 
does  not  want  to  be  reminded  of  it  when  any  such  offer.  I  must 
therefore  beg  your  Jordsbip  to  believe  that  I  Uink  no  more  of  what 
you  were  pleased  to  mention  in  relation  to  the  Treasury,  though  the 
kind  and  condescending  manner  in  which  your  lordship  was  |Maased 
to  communicate  yourself  to  roe  on  that  subject,  shall  always  raise  in 
me  the  most  constant  and  unfeigned  zeal  for  your  honour  and  service. 

I  &ncy,  if  I  had  a  Iriend  to  represent  to  his  Mi^esty  that  I  was  sent 

*  Budgell  bss  recorded  that  he  attended  Lord  Halibx  and  Addison  io  a 
barge  to  Greenwich  to  meet  George  the  First  from  Hanover.  Hslihz  laid  be 
expected  to  have  the  Treaiuter's  s^,  and  to  have  gt&A  infloeQce ;  that  he  would 
endeavour  to  avoid  some  of  the  errors  of  Isle  reigns,  aod  nuike  his  muter  a 
great  king,  and  would  recommead  Addison  to  be  a  secietBrj  of  state.  Addi- 
son, as  Budgell  stys,  blushed,  and  thanked  him  for  such  honounble  fbendship, 
but  declared  that  hii  merits  and  ambition  did  not  carry  him  to  so  high  ■  place, 
Hsli&x  was,  however,  circumvented  in  all  his  speculstions  r  Walpole  acquiied 


more  influence,  or  succeeded  hy  intrigue ;  and  the  effect*  mortified  Lord  ELalifex 
so  acutely,  that  a  palmonaty  fever  was  ^e  consequence,  tui  ' 
quietus  upon  his  lordship's  uusuccessfiil  struggle  foe  power. 


so  acutely,  that  a  palmonaty  fever  was  ^e  consequence,  and  death  aooa  put  a 
quietus  upon  his  lordship's  uusuccessfiil  struggle  foe  power 
t  Lowndes  was  lecretsry  to  the  Lords  of  the  Treasorj. 
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abroad  by  King  William,  and  taken  off  from  all  other  pursuits  tn  order 
to  be  employed  in  his  Bervice,* — that  I  had  the  honour  to  wait  on 
your  lordship  to  Hanover, — that  the  post  I  am  dow  in,  is  the  pift  of 
B  particular  lord  f  Sunderland  J ,  in  whose  service  I  have  been  employed 
formerly, — that  it  is  a  great  iiii,  in  point  of  honour,  from  being  secre- 
tary to  the  Regei]ts,  and  that  dieir  request  to  his  Majesty  still  sub- 
sists in  ray  favour, — with  other  intimations  that  might  perhaps  be  made 
to  my  advantage, — I  &ncy,  I  say,  that  his  Majestic,  upon  such  a  repre- 
sentBtion,  would  be  inclined  to  bestow  on  me  some  mark  of  his  favour. 
I  protest  to  your  lordship  I  never  gained  to  the  value  of  five  thousand 
poundst  by  all  the  business  I  have  yet  been  in ;  end.  out  of  that,  very 
near  a  fourth  part  has  been  laid  out  in  my  elections.}:  I  should  not 
insist  on  this  subject  so  long,  were  it  not  taken  notice  of  by  some  of 
the  Lords  Justices  themselves,  as  well  as  many  others,  that  his  Majestic 
has  yet  done  nothing  for  me,  though  it  was  once  expected  he  would 
have  done  something  more  considerable  for  me  than  I  can  at  present 
have  the  confidence  to  mention.  As  I  have  the  honour  to  write  to 
your  lordship,  whose  favour  I  have  endeavoured  to  cultivate,  and 
should  he  very  ambitious  of  deserfing,  I  will  humbly  propose  it  to 
your  lordship's  thoughts,  whether  bis  Majestie  might  not  be  inclined, 
if  I  was  mentioned  to  him,  to  put  me  in  the  Commission  of  Trade,  or 
in  some  honorary  post  about  the  Prince,  or  by  some  other  method  to 
let  the  world  see  that  I  am  not  wholly  disregarded  by  him.  I  am 
ashamed  to  talk  so  long  of  myself;  but,  if  your  lordship  will  excuse 
me  this  time,  I  will  never  more  erre  on  this  side.  I  shall  only  beg 
leave  to  add,  that  I  mentioned  your  lordship's  kind  intentions  towards 
me  oaly  to  two  persons.     One  of  them  was  Phillips,§  whom  I  could 

*  Coogreve  first  introduced  Addiion  to  the  notice  of  Lord  Hali&x  while 
betnK  educated  at  Oxford  for  tlie  churati,  when  his  lordship  is  said  to  have 
dedicated  Addtton  to  the  state,  and  avowed  he  would  never  do  the  church  any 
other  barm  than  in  keeping  him  out  of  it  The  post  lAich  Addison  here  al- 
ludes to,  was  Utat  oF  secTetary  to  Lord  Sundeifand,  who  was  then  appointed 
to  (be  Lord-LieuteuaDC;  of  Ireland,  but  never  went  to  Dublin  to  assume  the 
vice-iegal  dignity.  Addiion  evidenily  deemed  that  appoiDUnent  a  degradation, 
and  much  ioTerior  to  that  of  being  secretary  to  the  Lords  Regent  oT  the  kingdom 
till  the  arrival  of  the  new  King.  Aj  to  his  havina  been  in  Lotd  Sunderland's 
employ  fbrmeriy,  it  has  reference  1o  his  being  his  fordship's  lecretar^r  upon  the 
ean't  succeeding  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  as  Secretary  of  Stale,  in  ITOfi. 

-f  Thii  sssertioD  seems  strange,  when  it  is  known  that  in  1711,  long  pHoc  to 
bii  marriage  with  the  Countess  of  Warwick,  Addison  iuul  expended  ten  thoa- 
sand  pounds  upon  the  purchase  of  the  Bilton  estate,  near  Hugby,  in  Warwick- 
shire ;  and  Oldmiion,  in  his  History,  says,  Addison  left  by  bii  will,  in  1719,  to 
his  danghler  and  to  Lady  Warwick,  his  fortune,  which  was  about  twelve  thoo- 
sand  pounds.  Hi)  daughter,  who  resided  at  Bilton  till  her  death,  in  17B7,  en- 
joyed an  income  of  more  Uian  twelve  hundred  pounds  per  annum. 

i  Addison  sat  in  the  two  last  parliaments  of  Queen  Anne.  The  Commons' 
Journals  record  that  on  a  petition  against  his  election  for  Lestwithiel,  in  1708, 
he  was  found  not  duly  elected ;  but  by  Lord  Wharton's  interest  at  the  general 
election,  he  was  chosen  member  for  Malmesbniy :  indeed,  as  Swift  wrote  to 
Stella,  so  popular  had  Addison  then  become,  that,  "  if  be  had  stood  for  the 
kingship,  he  would  have  been  choteu." 

$  Ambrose  Phillips,  "  one  of  the  wits  at  Button's,"  and  Addison's  constant 
asiocialB  at  that  reiort  of  the  literati.  In  the  latter  part  of  QnMn  Anne's  reign, 
being  a  Whig,  be  was  secretary  to  the  Hanover  Club,  and  was,  soon  after  the 
accession  of  George  the  First,  put  into  the  commission  of  the  peace;  and,  in 
1717,  appointed  one  of  the  Commissioaers  of  the  Lottery.    I^iul  Wliitebead 
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not  forbear  acqiuuntiDg,  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  with  the  kiodneM 
you  had  designed  both  him  and  me,  which  I  take  notice  of  becauM 
I  hope  your  lordship  will  have  him  in  your  thoughts. 

Though  I  put  by  several  importunities  which  are  made  me  to  re- 
commend persons  and  pretensions  to  your  lordship,  there  are  some 
which  I  cauDot  resbt,  without  declaring,  what  would  go  very  much 
against  me,  that  I  have  no  credit  with  your  lordship.  Of  this  kind  is 
a  request  made  me  yesterday  by  LaAj  Irby,  that  I  would  mention 
her  to  your  lordship  as  one  who  might  be  made  easy  in  her  fortune  if 
your  lordship  would  be  pleased  to  procure  for  her  the  place  of  a 
hedchamber-woman  to  the  Princess.  I  told  her  that  places  of  that 
nature  were  out  of  your  lordship's  province  ;  but  she  tells  me,  as  the 
proper  persons  are  not  yet  named  to  whom  she  should  mske  her  ap> 
plications,  and  as  my  Lord  Townsead  has  gained  the  same  favour 
for  Mrs.  Selwyn,  she  ht^s  you  will  excuse  her  solicitation  upon  this 


My  Lord  Dorchester,  from  whom  I  lately  conveyed  a  letter  to 

?}ur  lordship,  has  likewise  obliged  me  to  speak  in  fiivour  of  Mr. 
oung,  who  marryed  a  sister  of  Mr.  Chetwynd's,  and  formerly  was  a 
clerk  under  me  in  Ireland.  He  is  now  a  man  of  estate,  of  honest 
principles,  and  has  been  very  serviceable  to  Lord  Dorchester  in  the 
elections  at  Salisbury. 

1  humbly  beg  leave  to  congratulate  your  lordship  upon  the  honours 
you  have  lately  received  ;  and  whenever  your  lordship  will  allow  me 
to  wait  on  you,  I  shall  always  value  the  honour  of  being  admitted  to 
your  CMiversation  more  than  any  place  that  can  be  ^ven  me. 
I  am,  with  the  greatest  respect,  my  lord, 
Your  lordship's  most  devoted  and  most  obedient  servant, 

J.  Addison. 

Oct.  34, 1714. 
My  Lord, — Upon  my  coming  home  this  evening,  I  found  a  letter 
left  for  me  from  your  lordship,  which  has  raised  in  me  a  greater  satis- 
fiiction  and  sense  of  gratitude  than  I  am  able  to  express.  Nothing 
can  be  more  acceptable  to  me  than  the  place  which  I  hope  your  lord- 
ship  has  procured  for  me,  and  particularly  because  it  may  put  me  in 
a  way  of  improving  myself  under  your  lordship's  directions.  I  will 
not  pretend  to  express  my  thanks  to  your  lordship  upon  this  occasion, 
but  should  be  glad  to  employ  my  whole  life  in  it. 
[Subscribed  as  before.] 

Nov.  30,  1714. 
My  Lord, — ^Finding  that  I  have  miscarried  in  my  pretensions  to 
die  Board  of  Trade,  I  shall  not  trouble  your  lordsh^  with  the  resent- 

relates  that  when  Addison  became  Secretary  of  State,  Phillips  applied  to  him 
for  some  prerGrmeol,  but  was  coolly  uigwered,  that  it  was  ttougfat  he  was  al- 
ready provided  for,  by  being  made  a  justice  for  Westminster.  To  this  ob- 
servution  Phillips  with  some  indignation  replied,  "  Though  poetry  was  a  trade 
be  could  not  live  by,  yet  be  scorned  to  owe  lubsisience  to  anoihei  which  he 
ought  not  to  live  by."  Pbillipi  will  be  long  lemeinbered  by  his  tiansUtian  from 
Bacine  of  Ihe  tragedy  of  the  **  Diitreased  Mother.''  He  died,  struck  with 
psliyj  in  Hsnovtr-stieei,  Uanorer-square,  Jane  18, 1749. 
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ments  of  the  imhaDdsoine  treatnient  I  have  met  with  from  some  of 
our  Dew  great  men  in  every  circumstance  of  that  a&ir;  butmiut  beg 
leave  (o  expreas  my  gratitude  to  your  lordship  for  the  great  favour 
vou  have  Bhown  me  on  this  occasion,  which  I  eh^l  never  foi^t. 
Young  CraggB*  told  me,  about  a  week  ago,  that  his  Majestie,  though 
he  did  not  think  fit  to  gr&tifie  rae  in  this  particular,  designed  to  give 
me  a  recompense  for  my  service  under  the  Lords  Justices,  in  which 
case  your  lordship  will  prtdiably  be  consulted.  Since  I  find  I  am 
never  to  rise  above  the  station  in  which  I  first  entered  upon  public 
business,  (for  I  begin  to  look  upon  myself  like  an  old  seijeant  or  cor- 
poral,) I  would  willingly  turn  my  secretaryships,  in  which  I  have 
served  five  different  masters,  to  the  best  advantage  I  can ;  and  as 
your  lordship  is  the  only  patr<Ht  I  glory  in,  and  have  a  dependance  on, 
I  hope  you  will  htmour  me  with  yova  countenance  in  this  particular. 
If  I  am  offered  less  than  a  thousand  pounds,  I  shall  beg  leave  not  to 
accept  it,  since  it  will  look  more  like  a  clerk's  wages  than  a  mark  of 
bis  Majesty's  favour.  I  verily  believe  that  his  Majesty  may  think  I 
had  tees  and  perquisites  belonging  to  me  under  the  Lords  Justices  ; 
but,  though  I  was  offered  a  present  by  the  South  Sea  Company,  I 
never  took  that,  nor  anything  else,  for  what  I  did,  as  knowing  I  had 
DO  right  to  it.  Were  I  of  another  temper,  my  present  place  in  Ire- 
landf  might  be  as  profitable  to  me  as  some  have  represented  it.  I 
huoiblj  beg  your  lordship's  pardon  for  the  trouble  of  such  a  letter, 
and  do  assure  your  lordship  that  one  of  the  greatest  pleasures  I  shall 
receive  in  whatever  I  get  from  the  government  will  be  its  enaUing 
me  to  promote  your  honour  and  interest  more  effectually.  I  am  in- 
formed,  Mr.  Yard,  besides  a  place  and  an  annual  recompense  for 
serving  the  Lords  Justices  [of  Ireland]  under  King  WiUiam,  had  con- 
sidert£le  fees,  and  was  never  at  the  charge  of  getting  himself  elected 
into  the  House  of  Commons. 

I  beg  your  lordship  will  give  me  leave  to  add,  that  I  believe  I  am 
the  first  man  that  ever  drew  up  a  Prince  of  Wales's  preamble  without 
go  much  as  a  medal  for  my  pains. 

[Subscribed  as  before.] 

*  Young  Ctaggs  was  tlie  son  of  a  barber,  who,  bjr  his  merit,  became  Post- 
master-genoal,  and  home-Bgent  to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  ;  he  was  one  of 
the  lint  chaiacWis  of  the  age,  and  hod  distingnished  himself  in  the  House  of 
GommoDS.  The  classical  names  of  DamoDsna  Pythiai,  of  F; lades  and  Orestes, 
of  Nuusand  EuitbIus,  are  not  oftener  found  coDJoined  in  ancient  itorj  than  those 
of  Addison  and  Craggs  in  the  real  life  of  modern  times.  Addison,  notwithstand- 
ing the  discomliture  evinced  in  these  letten,  succeeded  in  procaringthe  appoint- 
ment of  a  Lord  Commissioner  at  the  Board  of  Trade,  which  post  he  held  till  he 
was  made  Secretary  of  State,  Apiil  16,  1717.  But  Addison  was  then  fast  sink- 
ing  into  a  bad  habit  of  bod/ :  his  great  care  was  how  to  live,  and,  as  Tacitus 
G<»don,  his  great  admirer,  lised  to  relate,  was  then  killing  himself  in  drinking 
the  widow  Trueby's  water,  spoken  of  in  the  "  Spectator.''  Unfit  for  the  drudg- 
ery of  a  poUtical  life, — Ibe  pack-horse  of  the  slate, — he  pleaded  the  being  inca- 
P^le  of  lupportii^  the  fatigues  of  his  office,  and  resigned  the  seals  in  March 
1718,  upon  a  pension  from  the  King  of  seventeen  hundred  pounds  per  annum. 
Ciaggs,  who  was  bis  successor,  died  prematurely  and  unmoiried,  in  nis  twenty- 
eighth  year,  i 

t  Qu^n; 

Marlborough,  ,  ,      „ 

■alary  annexed  to  the  pUce  of  Keeper  of  the  Records  in  Birmingham  Tower,  to 

thnse  htmdred  pounds  per  omram,  and  bestowed  it 
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Mt  Lobd, — Your  lordship  having  given  me  leave  to  acquaint  you 
with  the  Dames  and  pretensions  of  persons  who  are  importunate  with 
rae  to  ipeak  to  your  lordship  in  their  behalf,  I  shall  make  use  of  that 
liberty  when  1  believe  it  may  be  of  use  to  your  lordship,  or  when  I 
cannot  possibly  resist  the  solicitation.  I  presumed  to  write  to  your 
lordship  in  favour  of  Mr,  Hungerford,  who  purchased  of  me  in  the 
commission  of  Appeals.  All  I  aske  is,  that  he  may  enjoy  the  fhutsof 
his  purchase:  as  for  bis  recommending  one  to  his  place,  I  only  hinted 
at  it,  if  his  coming  into  the  House  might  be  of  service  to  your  lord- 
ship. I  would  not  have  spoken  of  Mr.  Wroth,  had  not  he  assured 
roe  that  he  was  first  recommended  to  your  lordship  by  my  Lord 
Cooper.*  He  tells  rae  since,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  schoolfellow  to 
your  lordship,  and  I  know  has  a  most  entire  respect  for  you,  and  I 
believe  is  able  to  do  his  friends  service. 

The  enclosed  petition  is  of  one  who  is  brother  to  a  particular 
friend  of  mine  at  Oxford,  and  brought  me  a  letter  in  his  behalf  from 
Mr.  Boscawen.  If  your  lordship  would  be  pleased  to  refer  it  to  the 
Commissioners  of  Customs,  it  would  give  me  an  opportunity  of 
obliging  one  who  may  be  of  service  to  me,  and  perhaps  be  a  piece  of 
justice  to  one  who  seems  to  be  a  man  of  merit. 

I  must  beg  your  lordship's  patience  for  one  more,  at  the  request  of 
ray  Lord  and  Lady  Warwick,  especially  since  I  hear  your  lordship 
has  formerly  promised  to  do  something  for  him.  His  name  is  Ed- 
ward Rich :  he  is  to  succeed  to'  the  title  of  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
should  the  young  lord  have  no  heir  of  his  own.t  He  is  in  great 
waut,  writes  an  extraordinary  good  hand,  and  would  be  slad  of  a 
small  place.  He  mentions  in  particular  a  King's  tide-waiter. 
C&pt.  Addison  ^  tells  me  that  he  presumed  to  put  your  lordship 
in  mind  of  himself  i  but,  as  I  hope  to  provide  for  him  in  Ireland 
I  will  not  trouble  you  on  his  account.    1  have  another  namesake, 

■  William,  first  Earl  Cowper,  Lord  High  Chsncellor  of£i^snd;  he  ^«d 
Oct  10,  1723. 

t  Addison ,  it  is  said,  was  first  introduced  into  the  Warwick  ftiotl y  as  tutor  of 
the  youi^  lord  here  mentioned.  The  esrl  died  soon  after  tha  date  of  this  letter ; 
and  Addison,  at  forty-five,  took  great  pains  to  woo  the  countess,  wbo  is  described 
Bs  being  personally  franght  with  hslf  the  pride  of  the  nation.  They  were  mar- 
ried in  August  1716,  though  not  happily;  for  tradition  reports  die;  were  seldom 
in  each  othtr's  company.  Lady  Mar;  Wortley  MoDUgu,  in  a  letter  to  Pope, 
written  &om  the  East,  afler  this  period,  says,  "  I  received  the  news  of  Addison's 
bebg  declared  Secretary  of  State  with  the  less  surprise,  in  that  I  knew  that  post 
was  almost  oSered  to  him  before.  At  that  time  he  declined  it;  and  I  r^y 
believe  he  would  have  done  weU  to  have  declined  it  now.  Such  a  oost  as  that, 
aud  such  a.  wife  as  the  countess,  do  not  seem  to  be  in  prudence  eligible  for  a 
man  that  isasthmatio;  and  we  may  seethe  day  when  he  wilt  be  heartily  glad  to 
resign  them  both.'' 

X  Dean  Addison,  who  died  April  20,  1703,  left  four  children:  Joseph,  the 
writer  of  ihrae  letters ;  Gulston,  here  spoken  of  as  Captain  Addison,  who  died 
governor  of  Fort  St.  George,  in  the  West  Indies ;  Dorothy,  of  whom  Swift,  in  a 
letter  dated  October  25,  1710,  atp,  "  I  dined  to-day  with  Addison  and  Suete, 
and  a  sister  of  Addison's,  who  is  married  to  Mons.  Sartre,  a  Fienchmau,  pre* 
bendaiy  of  Westminster.  Addison's  sister  is  asort  of  wit,  veiy  like  him  :  1  am 
""'  Combes,  &q.    Addison  be- 


>t  fond  of  her.''     She  married,  secondly,  Daniel  Comb^,  ^q. 

Ched  ter  in  his  will  five  hundred  pounds,  which  she  lived  lo  cpj 
ha,  1T50.  'nie"othername8ake"vras  possibly  Addison's  other  bi 
.^ncelot,  who,  Chalmers  states,  was  fellow  ot  Magdalen  CoU^e,  Oxfon 
n  able  clauical  scholar. 
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who  is  well  turned  for  greater  biuinegi;  but  if  he  could  h&re  a 
Btamper'B  place,  vacant  by  the  death  of  one  who  was  formerly  mj 
aervant,  it  would  be  a  very  great  favour.  I  beg  youi  lordship  to  par- 
don this  freedoia,  and  I  promiae  to  uae  it  veir  sparingly  hereafter. 

When  your  lordship  is  at  leisure,  I  should  be  glad  of  a  moment's 
audience:  io  the  mean  time,  I  cannot  conclude  my  letter  without  re- 
turning your  lordship  thanks  for  all  your  favours,  which  have  obliged 
me,  as  long  as  I  live,  to  be,  in  the  most  particular  manner,  and  with 
the  utmost  gratitude  and  respect,  my  lord. 

Your  lordship's  most  devoted  and 

Most  obedient  servant, 

J.  Addison. 

April  28, 1T15. 
Mt  Lord, — ^I  can  only  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  your  grace's* 
last  letters,  without  being  able  to  retura  any  satislactory  answer  to 
them,  my  Lord  Lieutenant  not  being  yet  well  enough  recovered  to 
give  any  directions  in  publick  businesse.  He  has  not  found  the  de- 
sired effects  from  the  country  air  and  remedies  which  he  has  taken ; 
so  that  he  is  at  length  prevailed  upon  to  go  to  the  Bath,  which  we 
hope  will  set  him  right,  if  we  may  believe  the  assurances  given  him 
by  his  physicians.  Your  grace  has,  doubtlease,  heard  many  idle  re- 
ports which  have  been  industriously  spread  abroad  with  relation  to 
nis  distemper,  which  is  nothing  else  but  the  cholick,  occasioned  by  a 
too  fVequeat  use  of  vomits,  to  which  the  physicians  adde  the  drinking 
of  small  beer  in  too  great  quantities  when  he  has  found  himself  a 
little  heated.  I  hope,  before  his  excellency  sett  out  for  the  Bath,  I 
shall  receive  liia  direcdons  upon  your  grace's  letters,  which  I  shall 
always  execute  with  the  greatest  pleasure  and  dispatch,  being  with 
all  posribJe  respect,  my  lord. 

Your  grace's  moat  obedient  and 

Most  bumble  servant, 

J.  AODISON. 

*  The  original  of  this  letter  having  been  forwarded  in  an  CDvelope,  and 
wantiDg  the  notation,  at  foot  of  the  first  page,  of  the  name  of  the  person  to 
iriiom  addreswd,  leaves  it  a  conjecture  who  his  gnce  wu,  whether  Ormond  or 
Grafton.  Charles  Spencer,  Earl  of  SuDderland,  is  the  Lord  Lieutenant  whoM 
illness  Addison  deuribei.  The  eari  never  went  to  Ireland  to  assume  the  vice- 
tq^  dignitj  i  and,  though  this  has  never  been  satistactorily  accounted  for,  the 
real  cauKS  were,  in  all  probability,  hig  lordship's  continued  indisposition,  and 
the  death  of  Anne,  CoDUtess-dowwer  of  Sunderland,  his  motlver.  Charles 
Dnke  of  Grafton,  and  Henry  Eari  of  Galway,  were  appointed  Lords  Justices  <rf 
Irdand,  Nov.  1, 1715. 
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I  KADE  my  preparations  with  all  haste.  In  addition  to  my 
own  serrant,  Sadek,  who  had  been  one  of  our  suite  in  our  for- 
mer mission,  I  hired  two  others ;  one  to  take  care  of  roy  horses, 
and  another  to  spread  my  carpet.  A  mule  for  my  baggage,  a 
good  horse  for  my  own  riding,  and  two  yaboos  for  my  servants, 
were  soou  procured  ;  and,  straightway,  whip  in  hand,  and  with 
boots  on  my  feet,  I  announced  myself  ready  for  departure. 

When  I  appeared  before  the  grand  vizter,  he  said,  "Matk- 
allah !  By  tne  beard  of  the  king,  thoa  art  a  good  servant ;  the 
kingdom  of  the  Francs,  however,  is  not  fa£i^  quite  so  ra^ 
pidly  that  we  cannot  wait  for  a  fortuoate  hour  for  your  de- 
parture." 

I  had  entirely  resigned  myself  to  fate,  and  therefore  said, 
"  Whatever  the  Shah  commands,  1  am  ready  to  obey."  Taking 
advantage  of  the  presence  of  many  persons  who  were  come 
to  attend  the  vizier's  levee;  and  perhaps  as  much  to  exhibit 
my  own  consequence  as  to  ask  a  question  of  importance,  X 
stept  forward,  and,  kneeling  before  him,  applied  my  mouth  to 
his  ear,  and  said,  *'  Your  slave  was  anxious  to  have  one  ques- 
tion answered,  before  he  went,  which  is  this : — suppose,  before  he 
got  to  England,  its  king  were  really  deposed,  and  the  new  king, 
the  People  Shah,  bad  mounted  on  the  ttirone,  what  is  your  slave 
to  dor 

At  this  the  vizier  paused,  and,  reflecting  a  while,  said,  "  You 
will  then  live  in  a  comer,  and  write  to  us  for  instructions ;  but 
do  not  lose  any  opportunity  of  making  good  hits  in  penknives, 
broad-cloth,  and  virgins." 

Having  waited  his  pleasure  for  some  time,  he  then  announced 
that  he  would  take  me  before  the  Shah;  and  accordingly  we 
proceeded  thither,  he  taking  the  lead,  whilst  I  followed  at  a  re- 
spectable distance. 

The  king  was  in  a  good  humour;  in  other  words,  his  brain 
was  sane,  and  his  spirits  well  wound  up.  "  By  the  bead  of  the 
Shah !"  he  exclaimed,  as  soon  as  he  saw  me  equipped  for  the 
journey,  *'  the  Hajji  is  a  wonderful  man  ;  he  makes  as  little  of 
going  from  here  to  Frangistan,  as  we  do  of  going  from  the  im- 
perifd  gate  to  the  Takht  Kajar." 

Upon  this  the  grand  vizier  said,  "  As  I  am  your  sacrifice,  we 
are  all  your  slaves,  we  are  all  your  servants,  we  are  all  ready 
to  go  to  Frangistan." 

"  That  is  well,"  said  the  Shah.  •'  Is  every  thing  prepared 
for  the  Hajji  P" 

"  As  I  am  your  sacrifice,  y«s  C  answered  the  minister.  Upon 
which  he  drew  from  his  girdle  a  roll  of  paper,  which  contain- 
ed the  instructions  I  was  to  receive  as  the  rule  of  my  coO' 
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duct,  sod  the  eereral  official  letters  which  I  was  to  deliver  upoQ 
mj  arrlTitl  in  England. 

They  were  exhibited ;  and,  the  proper  seals  having  been  placed 
in  the  royal  presence,  they  were  sent  to  the  head  niasto6,  or 
secretary,  to  be  directed,  and  inserted  in  their  Bilken  bags. 

When  this  was  over,  the  king  sent  for  a  calaat,  or  dress  of  ho- 
nour, with  which  I  was  soon  after  invested ;  and  then  he  announced 
to  me  with  his  own  sacred  lips,  (an  event  which  in  my  younger 
davB  I  had  so  much  desired,)  that,  if  on  my  return  I  should  have 
fulfilled  my  missian  to  the  Shah^s  Batisfaction,  the  title  of  khan 
would  be  conferred  upon  me,  with  an  appropriate  dress  of  honour. 

This  piece  of  intelligence,  some  ten  years  ago,  would  have 
made  my  head  touch  the  skies,  but  now  it  fell  upon  the  surface 
of  my  mind  as  lead  upon  cotton ;  for  it  promised  rather  more  of 
trouble  than  of  that  questionable  sensation  called  honour,  which 
I  had  long  learnt  to  despise. 

I  went  to  the  Der  a  Khonek,  or  the  King's  Gate,  to  take  leave 
of  my  friends,  and  there  I  received  the  papers  relating  to  my 
mission.  I  was  instructed  to  offer  no  presents,  but  to  receive 
as  many  for  the  Shah  as  might  be  given ;  although,  in  the  desti- 
tute situation  in  which  we  supposed  England  was,  we  agreed 
that  we  could  not  expect  many.  The  chief  treasurer  then  gave 
me  a  bag  of  tomans,  few  in  number,  and  which,  I  was  aware,  were 
insufficient  to  defray  my  expenses  there  and  back  ;  yet,  rather 
than  run  the  chance  of  having  my  ears  clipped  by  asking  for 
more,  I  chose  to  trust  to  my  own  ingenuity,  and  to  the  know> 
ledge  of  clium  via  hum,  or  palaver,  which  I  possessed,  to  make 
up  the  deficiencies.  In  short,  I  determined  to  travel  at  every- 
body's cost  rather  than  my  own. 

At  night  I  went  to  kiss  the  hem  of  the  grand  vizier's  gar- 
ment, and.to  receive  his  last  orders  before  my  departure.  He  said 
nothing  besides  recommending  m6  to  the  care  of  the  Prophet, 
and  requesting  me  to  send  him  some  silk  spangled  stuffs  for  the 
trousers  of  his  harem  when  1  reached  ConstoBtinople.  I  then  re- 
ceived the  embrace  of  my  old  master,  the  Mirza  Firooz,  who  fur- 
nished me  with  letters  to  his  old  friends  in  England ;  and  with 
these  consolations  I  went  home,  rolled  up  my  carpets,  ordered 
mv  mule  to  be  loaded,  and  my  horses  to  be  saddled;  and,  when 
all  was  ready,  I  locked  the  door  of  my  house,  and,  putting  the 
key  in  my  pocket,  I  set  off  for  the  country  of  the  Francs. 

I  reached  Erzeroom  without  any  difficulty,  having  become  a 
gainer,  rather  than  a  loser,  by  my  journey,  owing  to  tne  presents 
which  I  extracted  &om  the  villages  on  the  road,  who  made  them 
out  of  consideration  to  the  character  of  elcki,  or  ambassador, 
which  I  did  not  fail  to  assume.  Having  got  to  this  city,  I  d^ 
termined  to  repose  for  a  few  days ;  and,  in  order  to  refresh  my 
memory  upon  the  object  of  my  mission,  I  passed  my  time  in 
reading  over  the  instructions  with  which  I  had  been  furnished. 

Perhaps  my  readers  may  be  glad  to  know  their  contents. 

They  were  as  follows : 
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"  Imtruethtts  to  the  high  in  itation,  the  Mtfza  Hajji  Baba. 

"That  BJDce,  by  the  blt^Bing  of  Allah,  it  hem  come  to  the 
knowledge  of  the  asylum  of  the  universe,  the  king  of  kings,  that 
the  gooa  fortune  which  accompanied  the  ioBdels  of  England  has 
turned  upon  them,  it  has  appeared  good  to  appoint  aome  master 
of  wit,  some  lord  of  understanding  and  experience,  to  go,  and 
see,  and  consider,  and  to  endeavour  to  extract  advantage  from 
misery,  wealth  from  poverty,  and  instruction  from  wickedness  : 
to  that  efiect,  the  high  in  station,  Hajji  Baba,  famous  for  his  skill 
in  Franc  wisdom  and  language,  the  lord  of  accomplishment,  the 
skilled  in  cunning  and  intelbgence,  has  been  appointed  to  this 
service. 

"  That  as  in  every  country  good  men  are  to  be  found  among 
whole  communities  of  bad,  even  as  roses  are  seen  to  grow  amcng 
thorns  and  thistles,  the  Hajji  will,  with  that  eye  of  discernment 
for  which  he  is  famous,  discover  such  men  among  the  infidels, 
and  learn  from  them  the  why  and  the  wherefore,  the  how  and 
the  when,  and  the  truth,  if  such  is  to  be  found,  of  all  that  has 
taken  place ;  beginning  with  the  banning,  and  going  on  to  the 

Jiresent  time ;  and  marking  the  same  in  a  Dook  to  Ik  placed  be- 
bre  the  all-reftilgent  presence  of  the  shadow  of  tiod  upon  earth. 
"  That,  as  it  is  strictly  enjoined  in  our  blessed  Koran,  written 
by  the  inspired  Prophet,  upon  whom  be  blessings  and  peace ! 
that  true  Delievers  Ao  inflict  all  the  harm  in  their  power  upon 
infidels,  even  unto  death,  the  Hajji  is  enjoined  to  take  every  ad- 
vantage in  his  power  of  their  distress ;  taking  their  goods  at 
the  smallest  value;  enticing  tbeir  choice  workmen  into  the  land 
of  Iran  ;  holding  out  premiums  of  calaats,  and  the  protection  of 
the  Shah  to  their  wise  men ;  and  making  it  clear  to  them 
that  it  is  better  to  make  the  confession  of  faith  in  the  religion  of 
Islam,  than  to  persist  in  their  own  unclean  belief;  holding  out 
promises  of  protection  and  advancement  to  those  who,  of  their 
own  free  will,  will  shave  their  heads,  let  their  beards  grow, 
receive  the  proper  marks,  and  say,  "Laallah,  illalak,  Mohamed 
resoul  Allah !"  and  assurances  of  toleration  to  those  who  through 
obstinacy  and  infatuation  still  eat  the  unclean  beast,  drink  wine, 
and  call  Isau  the  only  true  prophet 

"  That,  upon  arriving  at  the  gate  of  the  palace  in  Ixmdon, 
he  will  proceed  to  the  presence  of  the  king,  brother  to  the  an- 
cient fnend  and  ally  of  Persia,  if  king  be  stiU  be ;  and,  after 
having  delivered  tbe  all-auspicious  letter  with  which  he  is  charg- 
ed, he  will  lift  up  bis  voice  and  say,  '  O  king,  the  asylum  of  the 
universe,  whose  slave  I  am,  has  sent  me  to  thee  in  thy  distren, 
to  ofi*er  thee  a  seat  at  hisgate,  bread  to  eat,  and  the  free  usages 
of  thy  own  country.^  The  Hajji  will  then  use  his  own  discre- 
tion, and  his  own  tongue,  according  as  drcumstances  may  direct 
his  wisdom,  to  console  tbe  Franc  king  in  his  distress,  to  point  out 
to  him  the  manner  in  which  he  will  Be  received,  and  to  bold  out 
the  prospect  of  commanding  the  Shah's  ^ip  in  the  Caspian  Sea. 
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"  That,  haviDK  seen  the  king,  he  will  repair  to  the  famous 
Franc  general,  celebrated  for  having  discomfited  the  great  French 
conqueror,  well  known  in  Iran,  and  point  out  to  him  the  adrao- 
tages  of  serving  the  Shah,  instead  of  sitting  in  a  corner  under  a 
new  king  of  his  own  people ;  and  ftirther,  that  he  will  place 
before  him  the  certainty  of  his  being  appointed  to  command  the 
Persian  armies,  who  will  not  fail  to  take  both  Moscow  and  Pe- 
tersburg, to  burn  the  fathers  of  the  Russians,  and  thus  to  en- 
title hiniself  to  such  share  of  the  pillage  as  the  Shah  in  bis  great- 
ness will  allow  him. 

"  Having  secured  these  advantages,  the  Hajji  will  then  cast 
his  e^es  aw>ut  the  countir,  and  do  his  best  endeavours  to  pro- 
cure for  the  harem  of  the  Shah  three  choice  virgins,  whose 
beauty  must  surpass  everything  that  has  been  seen  in  Iran, 
with  figures  like  poplai^trees,  waists  a  span  round,  eyes  like 
those  of  the  antelope,  faces  round  as  the  moon,  hair  to  the 
swell  of  the  leg,  throats  so  fine  that  the  wine  may  be  seen  in 
its  passage  through  them,  teeth  like  pearls,  and  breath  like 
the  gales  wafted  from  the  caravans  of  musk  from  Khatai. 
They  are  required  to  be  mistresses  of  every  accomplishment ; 
to  sing  so  loud  aod  so  long  that  they  may  be  heard  from  the 
Ark  to  the  Negaristan ;  to  dance  every  dance,  standing  on  their 
heads,  and  running  on  their  hands.  They  must  embroider,  sew, 
and  spin ;  they  must  know  how  to  make  halwa,  or  sweetmeats ; 
bow  to  light  a  kaiiaon,  or  pipe,  and  to  play  the  jerid  bazi  on 
horseback.  In  short,  they  must  unite  all  the  accomplishments 
of  Fars  to  the  sagacity  of  Francs ;  and  should  they  please  the 
Shab,  only  for  one  hour,  they  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  hav- 
ing made  the  Hajjt's  face  white  for  ever. 

"  The  Shah,  in  his  wisdom,  trusting  to  the  misery  which 
is  now  known  to  assail  the  English  nation,  enjoins  the  Hajji,  as 
he  would  gain  the  royal  favour,  and  gain  a  great  name  in  Iran, 
ever  to  keep  a  watchful  eye  upon  penknives,  broad-cloth,  chan- 
deliers, and  looking-glasses.  He  will  make  as  large  a  collection 
as  possible  for  the  use  of  the  Shah, — for  nothing  if  he  can :  for 
little  if  he  cannot  for  nothing.  He  will  also  accumulate  every 
other  desirable  thing  fitted  for  the  use  of  the  king,  which  may 
come  within  his  grasp. 

'*  In  short,  he  will  recollect  that  such  another  opportunity 
of  acquiring  advantages  to  his  king  and  country  as  the  breaking 
up  of  a  large  nation  and  government,  will  never  perhaps  again 
be  afforded ;  and  with  this  truth  in  his  mind,  that  with  one 
grain  of  wisdom  frequently  more  is  to  be  achieved  than  with  the 
strength  of  armies,  he  will  employ  all  his  best  wit  to  turn  that 
head  to  account  which  Allah  in  his  mercy  has  given  to  him,  and 
which  luck  and  the  blessed  Prophet  has  given  to  the  asylum  of 
the  universe  to  employ." 

When  1  had  r^d  over  my  instructions,  I  laid  the  head  of 
confusion  upon  the  pillow  of'^repoee,  and  sought  in  vain  to  re- 
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lieve  myself  from  the  various  strange  images  which  they  bad 
brought  into  my  brain.  I  feared  that  it  would  be  impossible 
to  bring  the  arduous  business  with  which  I  was  intrusted  to 
a  happy  conclusion,  and  secure  for  myself  a  white  face  at  the 
end  of  It,  so  difficult  did  it  appear.  However,  the  certainty  that 
Allah  kerim  est,  or  God  is  merciful,  came  to  my  help :  and 
with  this  soothing  feeling,  I  quieted  my  apprehensions,  and  con- 
tinued my  road  to  Constantinople,  fully  persuaded  that,  be  the 
true  believer  among  Jews,  Francs,  or  Muscovites,  his  only  true 
help  is  in  Allah. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

I  REACHED  Constantinople,  and  immediately  inquired  for  tbe 
house  of  a  Franc  whom  1  had  known  in  former  days  :  an  Eng- 
lishman, who  might  ailighten  my  understanding  concerning  tbe 
objects  of  my  mission,  and  might  inform  me  what  mignt  be 
the  state  of  bis  country.  He  was  a  sensible  man, — a  man  done 
to  a  turn,  who  knew  the  difference  between  justice  and  injustice, 
and  whose  words  were  not  thrown  into  the  air  without  use. 
He  frankly  confirmed  to  me  the  truth  of  everything  we  had 
beard  reported  at  the  gate  of  tbe  asylum  of  the  universe.  I 
found  him  seated  on  bales  of  merchandise  in  his  warehouse, 
looking  as  if  the  world  had  placed  his  heels  where  bis  head 
ought  to  be,  and  desponding  over  bis  future  prospects.  What- 
ever I  said  to  him  upon  the  unreasonableness  of  attempting  to 
strive  against  the  decrees  of  Providence  was  of  no  avail.  Instead 
of  sitting  down  satisfied  with  his  takdeer,  or  fate,  as  I  should 
have  done,  1  found  him  poring  over  a  large  sheet  of  Franc 

nier,  printed,  and  therefore  true,  which  he  had  just  received 
m  his  own  land,  and  cursing  in  his  teeth  one  of  his  household 
demons,  as  I  thought,  which  he  called  '*  Dowlet.''  He  said 
tbatheverily  believed  the  father  of  madness  had  taken  possession 
of  bis  once  flourishing  country ;  for  what  was  always  looked 
upon  as  right,  was  now  called  wrong,  and  what  used  to  be  exe- 
crated as  wrong  was  now  adopted  as  right.  And,  moreover,  he 
asserted  that  the  infatuation  had  gone  so  far,  that  nobody 
seemed  inclined  to  eat  bis  figs,  no  one  would  buy  his  cotton : 
there  was  wi  universal  cry  upon  the  miseries  entailed  by  silk, 
and  more  gloves  now  existed  in  the  world  than  there  were 
hands  to  wear  than.  If  such  were  the  miseries  of  silk,  thought 
I, — a  produce  which  comes  from  abroad, — what  must  be  those  of 
penknives  which  grow  in  the  country  ?  I  kept  my  thoughts  to 
myself,  and  determined  to  set  off  without  del^  to  put  my 
orders  into  execution.  There  was  one  thing  I  was  glad  to 
ascertain  in  tbe  interview  with  my- friend,  which  was,  that  I 
bad  not  so  entirely  forgotten  his  language  as  1  had  feared, 
and  that  I  understood  much  of  what  he  said.  When  I  saw  that 
large  printed  sheet  of  paper,  numoous  were  the  recollections 
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it  gave  rise  to,  and  I  was  struck  with  apprehenaion  lest  my 
thoughts,  words,  actions,  even  to  the  dye  of  my  beard,  would 
be  carefully  registered  therein  day  by  day,  the  moment  I  set 
my  foot  on  English  ground,  if  I  did  not  take  great  precautions 
against  such  an  evil.  I  therefore  determined  to  keep  myself  as 
much  unknown  as  possible;  and,  to  that  effect,  resolved  to 
leave  Constantinople  without  seeing  the  ambassador  of  the  King 
of  England,  who  was  residing  there :  and  to  make  my  way  to 
the  foot  of  his  king's  throne  with  all  the  best  haste  I  could. 

In  consequence  of  what  I  had  heard  from  the  Franc  mer- 
chant, and  from  all  I  had  seen  with  my  own  eyes,  I  collected  all 
my  certainty  into  a  heap,  and  became  quite  satisfied  that  the 
madness  for  which  all  Francs  are  celebrated,  and  particularly  the 
English,  was  now  beginning  to  be  fully  developnl,  and,  strange 
to  saV)  that  the  Turks,  a  nation  so  unchanged  since  the  days  of 
Seliuk,  so  6xed  in  dtstour,  or  custom,  tied  down  by  ancient  habit, 
— tne  Turks  themselves  were  no  longer  the  same ;  the  English 
disorder,  Reform,  had  crept  in  amongst  them,  and  had  commit- 
ted woful  ravages.  The  Sultan  himself  took  the  lead ;  and  it 
was  now  a  question  solemnly  discussed  among  the  elders  and  ule- 
mah,  whether  heaven  had  come  down  to  earth  amongst  them, 
or  whether  earth  had  descended  into  hell.  Some  asserted  one 
thing,  some  another.  Those  who  were  for  heaven  said,  "  Thank 
Allah,  our  souls  are  now  becoming  as  free  as  our  chins.  Where 
are  now  those  odious  beards  that  used  to  wave  about  the  ends 
of  our  faces  like  long  grass  on  the  mountain  top  ;  that  took  toll 
of  every  mouthful  m  nx>d  that  went  into  our  mouths;  that  re- 
quired more  washing  and  dyeing  than  a  Franc''B  shirt ;  and  that 
gave  a  handle  to  our  enemies  without  being  of  use  to  ourselves 
— where  are  they  ?  Swept  for  ever  from  the  faces  of  the  sons 
of  Islam,  and  swimming  through  the  currents  of  the  Bosphorus 
and  the  Dardanelles.  And  where  are  now  those  great,  those 
awful,  those  capacious  breeches,  that  could  include  within  thdr 
folds  as  many  legs  as  would  serve  a  whole  company  of  soldiers,  in. 
stead  of  one  pair  of  legs,  which  were  eternally  playing  at  hidenind- 
seek  among  their  immense  involutions  P  They  are  gone  for  ever. 
The  saving  to  the  Bab  Homaioon — the  gate  of  splendour — and 
to  the  treasury  of  the  great  blood-drinker,  in  hroad-cloth  alone, 
will  be  worth  ten  thousand  fighting  men  per  annum,  let  alone 
the  inconvenience  to  the  individuals.  And  because  we  change 
tiie  fashion  of  our  clothes,  does  it  follow  that  we  change  that  of 
our  faith,  as  our  enemies  would  have  us  to  do?  No.  Vfe 
can  kneel  down  on  our  praying-carpets  as  often  and  as  easily 
in  our  tights,  as  we  before  did  in  our  slacks.  And  althougn 
smooth  chins  may  be  common  to  unbelievers,  yet  it  is  certain 
that  the  paradise  of  Mahomet  is  as  open  to  the  snaved  as  it  is  to 
the  hairy." 

On  the  other  hand,  those  who  were  of  the  Jehanum  faction 
inidsted  that  the  whole  dignity  and  consequence  of  the  Turkish 
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empire  had  been  Bscrificed  irith  the  beards  of  its  subjects ;  that, 
from  looluDe  a  nation  of  sages,  they  had  been  turned  into  a  na- 
tion of  monkeys ;  and  that  althougn  the  rage  of  innovation  had 
hitherto  only  seized  the  capital,  yet,  so  it  was  once  argued,  when 
once  it  was  known  in  the  provinces  that  its  emperor,  the  vice- 
gerent  of  Allah  upon  earth,  had  cut  off  his  beard,  it  was  likely 
that  the  whole  of  the  population  would  do  so  likewise,  and 
thus  universal  degradation  would  ensue. 

Then,  as  for  the  tight  trousers  which  had  been  introduced, 
what  lover  of  decency  would  now  venture  to  show  his  person  in 
the  nakedness  of  unprotected  lefs,  like  the  unblushing  Francs  ? 
People  misht  revile  the  janissaries ;  but,  at  all  events,  they  were 
>  decently  clad  men,  wearing  as  much  cloth  and  muslin  about 
their  dress  as  would  clothe  a  whole  orta  of  the  poor  starving- 
looking  individuals  of  the  new  nizam.  It  might  be  very  well  to 
say,  that  the  faith  of  the  heajrt  did  not  change  with  the  cut  of 
one''B  clothes ;  but  it  was  plain  that  when  once  reform  began,  it 
was  impossible  to  say  where  it  might  stop ;  and  true  Mussul- 
mans might  perhaps  soon  have  to  deplore  its  terrible  effects,  by 
seeing  their  wives  walk  about  without  veils,  with  their  faces  ex- 
posed to  the  gaze  of  man.  The  unclean  beast  would  ere  long  be 
eaten  with  impunity  from  one  end  of  the  celestial  empire  to  the 
other;  whilst  all  the  holy  Prophet's  injunctions  against  wine 
would  be  entirely  set  at  nought ; — all  to  follow  the  example  of 
unclean,  faithless,  and  corrupt  Francs,  upon  whom  be  all  curses 
poured ! 

Such  were  the  subjects  which  I  daily  heard  discussed  among 
the  Turks,  and  every  word  which  entered  into  my  ears,  only 
confirmed  the  reports  which  had  reached  my  own  country.  I 
therefore  consulted  with  my  friend  the  Franc  merchant  upon 
the  easiest  mode  of  getting  to  England,  quickest  in  point  of 
conveyance,  and  the  most  eligible  in  point  of  secrecy.  He  re- 
commended me  to  go  by  land,  and  first  to  proceed  to  the  capital 
of  the  Nemseh,  or  Germans,  ascending  the  Balkan,  descending 
into  the  plains  of  Wallachia,  by  first  crossing  the  Danube,  ^d 
then  making  my  way  to  another  chain  of  mountains  called  Kar- 
pathos ;  which  having  crossed,  I  should  soon  find  myself  among 
the  Majar,  and  then  all  in  good  time,  meeting  the  Danube  again, 
I  should  reach  Vienna.  This  seemed  mighty  eaay  to  the  Franc 
merchant,  but  to  me  it  appeared  very  much  like  scaling  the  fdx 
heavens  to  get  at  the  seventh.  However,  I  was  on  the  Shah's 
business ;  and  therefore,  putting  my  firm  faith  in  Allah,  I  allied 
myself  with  a  party  of  Greek  merchants,  who  were  proceeding 
into  Germany  upon  matters  of  business.  Wc  resolved  to  set 
off  as  Boon  as  we  should  hear  that  no  recent  robberies  had  taken 
place  on  the  road. 
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(with  a  critical  NOTK.) 
BY  EGERTON  WEBBE. 
HiiL  to  thee.  Fog  I  mnti  Tsverend,  worthy  Fogi 
Cocae  in  tb;  fiill-wigi^d  gravity ;  I  much 
Adolii*  thee: — thy  old  dulneu  hath  a  tonch 
OflniereipectatMlity.    The  rogue 
That  calla  thee  names  (a.  fellgw  I  could  flog) 

Would  beiird  his  graiid&lber,  and  trip  lus  cratch. 
But  I  am  dutiful,  and  hold  with  such 
Aa  deem  thy  solemn  company  no  clog- 
Hot  thst  I  love  to  trarel  best  incog. — 

To  pounce  on  latent  lamp-poits,  or  to  clutch 
Hie  butcher  in  my  arms,  cr  m  a  bog 
Pnaa  aflemooni ;  but  while  through  thee,  1  jog, 

I  feel  I  am  true  English,  and  no  Dutch, 
Nor  French,  nor  any  other  foreign  dog 

That  ncTer  mixed  his  grog 
Over  a  sea-coal  fire  a  day  like  this, 
And  bid  thee  scowl  thy  worst,  and  found  it  bliss, 

And  to  himself  said,  "  Yes, 
Italia's  skies  are  fair,  her  6elds  are  sunny  ; 
Bat,  d — a  their  eyes  I  Old  Ei^aod  for  my  money." 
<*  And  do  you  call  this  a  Honnet,  sir  ?"  I  hear  some  reader  say,  wiih 
hisfiogers  reatiog  on  the  twentieth  line:  "I  hope  I  know  what  a 
sonnet  is  ;  wbj,  lir,  sonnet  is  the  Greek  (or fourteen,  to  be  sure;  and 
your  lines  must  always  count  just  two  over  the  dozen,  or  you  make 
no  sonnet  of  it ;  everybody  knows  this  same." 

Have  patience,  good  reader,  while  I  proceed  to  convict  thee  of 
impertinence.  No  man  is  so  happy  of  an  occasion  of  correcting  others 
as  be  who  has  recently  learnt  something.  Now,  behold  I  I  have  re- 
cently learnt  this, — that  the  Italian  poets,  when  they  want  to  be 
funny,  and  at  the  same  time  to  sonnetteer,  (new  verb,)  outrage  the 
genUe  proportions  of  Poetry's  fairest  daughter — her  whine  delicate 
form  took  captive  the  soul  of  Petrarch — by  ignomioiously  affixing  to 
her  hinder  parts  that  always  unseemly  appendage — a  tail,  which  is 
DO  less  a  tail,  and  therefore  no  less  disgraceful  to  her  who  wears  it, 
for  being  called,  in  the  more  courtly  language  of  those  original  coo~ 
■piraton,  coda  (ftom  Latin  txauia,  observe ; — see  your  dictionary.) 
This  have  1  learnt,  astonished  reader,  by  poking  into  the  Pamasto 
liaHoMo,  as  you  may  do,  and  there,  beholaing  these  prodigious  ba- 
boon sonnets  in  full  tail, — for  verily  they  resemble  not  the  true  birth 
more  than  monkeys  resemble  men,  and  tliat  is  as  much  as  to  say 
they  do  resemble  them — in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  you  laugh  at 
the  difference.  But  herein  those  Italian  conspirators,  who  hatched 
the  infernal  plot,  gained  their  end;  they  diverted  their  readers  at  the 
expense  of  poetical  decency.  Now,  however,  seeing  that  this  second 
("  caudiOM  ")  species  of  the  soimet  has  a  real  and  lively  existence  in 
Uie  land  that  gave  it  birth ;  and  seeing  that  we  have  ireely  imported 
from  that  lend  the  other,  the  non-eavdatu*,  species,  (for  I  suppose  all 
young  ladies  and  gentlemen  know  to  what  country  they  are  mdebted 
for  the  fourteen-lined  happiness,}  it  seems  but  fair  that  we  should 
improve  our  national  stock  by  bringing  over  the  later  breed,  and  ap- 
plying it  to  the  same  uses  as  our  neighbours. 
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The  aboTe  is  the  first  avowed  speciioen  of  the  tailed  aonaet,  I  be- 
lieve, that  haa  ever  appeared  in  Engligh  ;  and  I  hope  it  may  operate 
as  a  uaeful  example  to  better  poets,  and  induce  them  to  clap  tails 
continually  to  their  sonnets,  whenever  they  intend  fun.*  I  say  it  is 
the  first  avowed  specimen,  because  there  exists  one  (unsuspected) 
among  the  poems  of  no  less  a  man  than  John  Milton,  who  found  no- 
thing admirable  in  any  language  but  he  quickly  transplanted  iL  That 
moat  accomplished  of  modern  poetical  critics,  Leigh  Hunt,  was  the 
first  who  discovered  the  fact,  and  gave  the  alarm  to  Milton's  editors ; 
he  showed  very  clearly  that  that  short  poem,  "On  the  New  Forcers  of 
conscience  under  the  Long  Parliament,"  which  is  always  published, 
ignorantly,  among  the  mitceUaneotu  pieces,  is  neither  more  nor  leas 
than  a  comic  sonnet  with  the  Italian  tail  to  it.  If  the  reader  will 
take  the  trouble  to  look  into  his  Milton,  be  will  find  that  this  poem 
down  to  the  line, 

"  Your  plots  and  packiitg  wone  than  those  ofl^ent," 
forms  a  regular  fourteen-liner;  then  comes  the  little  adjunct, — "  That 
so  the  parliament," — which,  rhyming  with  the  foregoing,  gains  the 
right  of  introducing  a  new  couplet ;  then  another,  rhyming  with  that, 
and  leading  to  a  second  supernumerary.  In  this  manner  the  Italian 
poets  link  on  couplet  after  couplet  without  end,  and  you  may  see 
some  of  their  sonnets  with  tails  stretching  through  several  pages ; 
nay,  for  aught  I  know,  you  might  Irave  a  sonnet  in  two  volumes 
octavo,  without  exceeding  your  licence.  But  it  must  always  he  con- 
structed on  the  above  plan,  with  links  of  a  like  thickness.  By  the  bye, 
it  is  surprising  that  the  late  editors  of  Milton's  poems — men  protess- 
edly  conversant  with  Italian  literature — shoidd  still  persist  in  placing 
this  comic  sonnet  among  the  "  miscellaneous  pieces"  after  the  error 
has  been  pointed  out  to  them  I 

As  for  the  question — why  a  tail  should  he  ridiculous  ? — it  seems  to 
me  one  of  considerable  intricacy,  and  of  the  highest  interest.  Yes, 
Mr.  Editor,  why  tAouid  tails  be  ridiculous  P  Coat-tails,  pig-taDs,  all 
tails  whatsoever,  are  found  to  touch  us  with  a  sense  of  the  jocose ; 
nay,  your  comet's  tail  itself  is  only  a  kind  of  Urrific  absurdily.  I  say, 
therefore,  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that  there  subsists  in  this 
question  a  deep  psycholt^ical  truth,  which  demands  the  exploring 
hand  of  philosophy;  andifnohetter  man  will  take  the  hint,— -why,  Mr. 
Editor,  I  think  I  must  myself  present  you,  another  time,  wiU)  my 
ideas  on  this  subject,  handling  the  matter  in  the  Aristotelian  mode^ 
and  dividing  my  Halt  into  hei^. 

With  respect  to  the  tail  of  a  comic  sonnet,  it  may  be  briefly  re- 
marked, that  its  comicality  (of  course  I  speak  with  reference  to  the 
Italian  models)  arises  in  a  great  measure  from  the  stumbling  of  the 
little  line,  which  always  comes  limping  after  the  long  one,  as  if  some- 
thing were  forgotten  to  be  said  in  it,  which  the  little  one  thus  breath- 
lessly comes  to  adjoin  ;  and  then  a  succession  of  these  qwm  oversights 
makes  us  laugh,  alternately  at  the  seeming  blunder  and  et  the  funny 
haste  with  which  it  is  redressed.  Or  it  is  like  an  orator  in  his  cups, 
speaking  fairly  enough  \i\'A  yrtpared  speech  ;  but  then — encouraged  Dy 
applause — spoiling  all  with  drunken  additions  ex  tempore. 
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Squire  EoAiTni^'  as  good  a>  bia  word.  He  picked  out  the  most 
Buitable  horsewhip  for  chaatiaing  the  fancied  impertiaence  of  Mur- 
tough  Murphy ;  and  aa  he  snitched  it  up  and  down  with  a  powerful 
arm,  to  try  its  weight  and  pliancy,  the  whiatling  of  the  instrameat 
through  the  air  was  music  to  his  ears,  and  wliispered  of  promised  joy 
in  the  flagellation  of  the  jocular  attorney. 

"  We  11  see  who  can  make  the  soreat  bliater,"  said  the  squire. 
"  1 11  back  whalebone  against  Spanish  fliea  any  day.  Will  you  bet, 
Dick  ?"  asid  he  to  his  brother-in-lsw,  who  waa  a  wild  helter'skelter 
sort  of  fellow,  better  known  over  the  country  as  Dick  the  Devil  than 
Dick  Dawson. 

"  1 11  back  your  bet,  Ned." 

"  There 'a  no  fun  in  that,  Dick,  ae  there  is  nobody  to  take  it  up." 

"  Maybe  Murtough  wilt,  Aek  him  before  you  thrash  him ;  you  'd 
better." 

"  Aa  for  Aim,"  said  the  squire,  "  I  'II  be  bound  he  II  back  my  bet 
aAer  he  gets  a  taste  o'  thia ;"  and  the  horsewhip  whistled  aa  he  spoke. 

"  I  think  he  had  better  take  care  of  his  back  than  his  bet,"  said 
Dick,  aa  he  followed  the  squire  to  the  hall-door,  where  his  horse  was 
in  waiting  for  him,  under  the  care  of  the  renowned  Andy,  who  little 
dreamed  the  extensive  harvest  of  mischief  which  waa  ripening  in 
futurity,  all  from  his  sowing. 

"Don't  lull  him  quite,  Ned,"  said  Dick,  as  the  squire  mounted  to 
hia  saddle. 

"  Why,  if  I  went  to  horaewtupa  gentleman,  of  courae  I  abould  only 
■hake  my  whip  at  him ;  but  an  attorney  is  another  afiair.  And,  as 
I  'm  sure  he  'II  have  an  action  against  me  for  assault,  I  think  I  may  as 
well  get  the  worth  o'  my  money  out  of  him,  to  say  nothing  of 
teaching  him  better  manners  for  the  future  then  to  play  off  his  jokes 
on  his  employers."  With  these  words,  off  he  rode  in  search  of  the 
devoted  Murtough,  who  was  not  at  home  when  the  squire  reached 
his  house;  but,  as  he  was  returning  through  the  village,  he  espied 
him  coming  down  the  street  in  company  with  Tom  Durfy  and  the 
widow,  who  were  laughing  heartily  at  some  jnke  Murtough  was  telt- 
uig  them,  which  seemed  to  amuse  him  oa  much  aa  hia  hearers. 

"I'll  make  him  laugh  at  the  wrong  side  of  hia  mouth,"  thought  tlie 
squire,  alighting  and  giving  hia  horse  to  the  care  of  one  of  the  little 
ragged  boys  who  were  idling  in  the  street.  He  approached  Murphy 
with  a  vety  threatening  aspect,  and,  confronting  him  and  his  party  ao 
as  to  produce  a  holt,  he  sud,  as  distinctly  as  hia  rage  would  permit 
him  to  apeak,  "  Vou  little  insignificant  blackguard,  I  'II  teach  you 
how  you  'II  cut  your  jokea  on  me  again ;  I'U  blister  you,  my  buck  !" 
and,  laying  bands  on  the  astonished  Murtough  with  the  last  word,  he 
began  a  very  smart  horsewhipping  of  the  attorney.  The  widow 
screamed,  Tom  Durfy  swore,  end  Murtough  roared,  with  some  inter- 
jectional  curses.  At  last  he  escaped  from  the  squire*s  grip,  leaving 
the  lappet  of  his  coat  in  his  posseasion  ;  and  Tom  Durfy  interposed  his 
person  between  them  when  he  saw  an  intention  on  the  part  of  the 
Hagellator  to  repeat  his  dose  of  horsewhip. 
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"  Let  me  at  him,  air ;  or  by  -  — " 

"  He,  fie,  squire — to  horsewhip  a  gentlemao  like  a  cart-horse." 
"  A  gentleman  I— «n  attorney  you  mean." 

"  I  say  a  gentleman,  Squire  Egan,"  cried  Murtough  fiercely,  roused 
to  gallantly  by  the  presence  of  a  lady,  and  smarting' under  a  sense  of 
injury  and  whalebone.  "I'm  a  gentleman,  sir,  and  demand  the 
sadstactioD  of  a  gentleman.  I  put  my  honour  in  your  bands,  Mr. 
Durfy." 

<*  Between  his  finger  and  thumb  you  mean,  for  there  *s  not  a  liaod- 
iiil  of  it,"  said  the  squire. 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  Tom  Durfy,  "  little  or  much.  III  take  charge 
of  it. — That 's  right,  my  cock,"  said  he  to  Murtough,  who,  notwith- 
standing bis  desire  to  assume  a  warlike  air,  (xiuld  not  resist  the  na- 
tural impulse  of  rubbing  his  back  and  shoulders,  which  tingled  with 
pain,  while  he  exclaimed  "  Satisfaction  !  satisfaction  !" 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  squire :  "  you  name  yourself  as  Mr,  Murphy's 
friend?"  added  he  to  Dur^, 

"  The  same,  sir,"  said  Tom.     "  Who  do  you  name  as  yours  ?1 
"  I  suppose  you  know  one  Dick  the  Divil." 

"  A  very  proper  person,  air  ; — no  better :  1 11  go  to  him  direcUy." 
The  widow  clung  to  Tom's  arm,  and,  looking  tenderly  at  him,  cried 
"Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  take  care  of  your  precious  hfel" 
"Bother!"  said  Tom. 

"  Ah,  Squire  Egau,  don't  be  so  bloodthirsty  I" 
"  Fudge,  woman  !"  said  the  squire. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Murphy,  I  'm  sure  the  squire 's  very  sorry  for  beadng  you." 
"  Divil  a  bit,"  said  the  squire. 

"  There,  ma'am,"  said  Murphy ;  "  you  see  he  11  make  no  apolt^." 
"  Apology  1"  said  Durfy , — "  ^Kilogy  for  a  horsewhipping,  indeed  I 
— Nodiing  but  handing  a  horsewhip  (which  I  wouldn't  ask  any  gen- 
tleman to  do),  or  a  shot,  can  settle  the  matter." 
"  Oh,  Tom  I  Tom  1  Tom  I"  said  the  widow. 

"  Ba  I  ba  !  ba !"  shouted  Tom,  making  a  crying  face  at  her.  "  Ar- 
rah,  woman,  don't  be  makin'  a  fool  o'  yourself.  Go  in  there  to  the 
'pothecary's,  and  get  something  under  your  nose  to  revive  you ;  and 
let  vt  mind  oar  business." 

The  widow,  with  her  eyes  turned  up,  and  an  exclainatioQ  to  Hei^ 
ven,  was  retiring  to  M'Garry's  shop  wringing  her  hands,  when  she 
was  nearly  knocked  down  by  MKiarry  himself  who  rushed  from  hia 
own  door,  at  the  same  moment  that  an  awAil  smash  of  his  shop-win- 
dow,  and  the  demolition  of  his  blue  and  red  bottles,  alarmed  the  ears 
of  the  bystanders,  while  their  eyes  were  drawn  from  the  late  bellige- 
rent parties  to  a  chase  which  took  place  down  the  street,  of  the  apo- 
thecary roaring  "Murder I"  followed  by  Squire  O'Grady  with  an 
enormous  cudgel. 

O'Grady,  believing  that  M'Garry  and  the  nurse-tender  had  com- 
bined to  serve  him  with  a  writ,  determined  to  wreak  double  vengeance 
on  the  apothecary,  as  the  nurse  had  escaped  him  ;  and,  notwithstand- 
ing all  the  appeals  of  his  poor  frightened  wife,  he  left  his  bed,  and 
rode  to  the  village  to  "  break  every  bone  io  M'Garry's  skin."  When 
he  entered  the  shop,  the  pharmacopolist  was  much  surprised,  and 
said,  with  a  congratulatory  grin  at  the  great  man,  "  Dear  me,  Squire 
O'Grady,  I  'm  flighted  to  see  you." 
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"  Are  you,  you  scoundrel  1"  raid  the  squire,  making  a  blow  of  his 
cudgel  at  him,  which  was  fended  by  an  iron  pestle  the  apothecary 
ftrtunately  had  in  his  hand.  The  enraged  O'Grady  made  a  rush 
behind  tbe  counter,  which  the  aputhecsry  nimbly  jumped  over,  cry- 
ing "  Murder  l"  as  he  made  for  the  door,  followed  by  his  pursuer, 
who  gave  a  back-haaded  slap  at  the  window-bottles  en  paatant,  and 
produced  the  crash  which  astonished  the  widow,  who  now  joined  her 
screams  to  the  general  hue-and-cry ;  for  an  indiscriminate  chase  of 
all  the  ragamuffins  in  the  town,  with  barking  curs  and  screeching 
children,  followed  the  flight  of  M'Garry  and  the  pursuing  squire. 

"  What  the  divil  is  all  this  about  ?"  said  Tom  Dur^,  laughing. 
"  By  the  powers  I  I  suppose  there 's  something  in  the  weadier  to  pro- 
duce all  this  fun, — though  it 's  early  in  the  year  yet  to  begin  thrash- 
ing, for  the  harvest  isn't  in  yeL  But,  however,  let  us  manage  our 
little  afiair,  now  that  we  're  lefl  in  peace  and  quietness,  for  the  black- 
guards are  all  over  the  bridge  afUier  the  hunt.  I  '11  go  to  Dick  the 
Diril  immediately,  squire,  and  arrange  time  and  place." 

"  There  's  nothing  like  saving  time  and  trouble  on  these  occasions," 
said  the  squire.  "  Dick  is  at  my  house,  I  can  arrange  lime  and 
place  with  you  this  minute,  and  he  will  be  on  the  ground  with  me." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Tom  ;  "  where  is  it  to  be  ?" 

"  Suppose  we  say  the  cross-roads  halfway  between  this  and  Mer- 
ryvale.  There's  very  pretty  ground  there,  and  we  shall  be  able 
to  get  our  pistols,  and  alt  that,  ready  in  the  mean  time  between  this 
and  four  o'clock, — and  it  will  be  pleasanter  to  have  it  all  over  before 
dinner." 

"  Certainly,  squire,"  said  Tom  Durfy ;  "  we  *11  be  there  at  four. — 
1111  then,  good  morning,  squire ;"  and  he  and  his  man  walked  off;  Tom 
having  leu  the  widow  under  the  care  of  the  apothecary's  boy,  who 
was  applying  aaafoetida  and  other  sweet-smelling  things  to  the  alle- 
Tiation  of  the  &intings  which  the  widow  thought  it  proper  and  deli- 
cate to  enact  on  the  occasion. 

The  squire  rode  immediately  homewards,  and  told  Dick  Dawson 
the  piece  of  work  that  was  before  them. 

"  And  so  he  'II  have  a  shot  at  you,  instead  of  an  action,"  satd  Dick. 
■■  Well,  there 's  pluck  in  that :  I  wish  he  was  more  of  a  gentleman  for 
your  sake.     It's  dirty  work  shooting  attorneys." 

"  He 's  enough  of  a  gentleman,  Dick,  to  make  it  impossible  for  me 
to  refuse  him." 

"  Certainly,  Ned,"  said  Dick. 

"  Do  you  Know  is  he  anything  of  a  shot?" 

"  Faith,  he  makes  very  pretty  snipe-shooting  ;  but  I  don't  know  if 
he  has  experience  of  the  grass  before  breakfast," 

"  You  must  tr^  and  find  out  from  any  one  on  the  ground  ;  because, 
if  the  poor  divil  isn't  a  good  shot,  1  wouldn't  tike  to  kill  him,  and  I  'II 
let  him  off  easy — I'll  give  it  to  him  in  the  pistol-arm,  or  so." 

"  Very  well,  Ned.     Where  are  the  flutes  ?  I  must  look  over  them." 

"  Here,"  said  the  squire,  producing  a  very  handsome  mahogany 
case  of  Rigb/s  best.  Dick  opened  the  case  with  the  utmost  care, 
and  took  up  one  of  the  pistols  tenderly,  handlins  it  as  delicately  as  if 
it  were  a  young  child  or  a  lady's  band.  He  dicked  the  lock  back 
and  forwards  a  few  times  ;  and,  his  ear  not  being  satisfied  at  tlie  music 
it  produced,  he  said  he  should  like  to  examine  them  ;  "At  all  events, 
they  want  a  touch  of  oil."  2  c  S,  .  , 
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"  Well,  keep  them  out  of  the  miathriss'a  uglit,  Dick,  for  she  mi^t 
be  alarmed." 

"  Divil  a  taste,"  says  Dick  ;  "  she  'b  a  Dawgon,  and  there  never 
WBB  a  Dawson  yet  that  did  not  know  men  must  be  men." 

"  That 't  true,  Dick.  I  wouldn't  mind  bo  much  if  she  wasn't  Id  a 
delicate  situation  juBt  now,  when  it  couldn't  be  expected  of  the  wi>- 
man  to  be  so  stout :  so  go,  like  a  good  fellow,  into  your  own  room, 
and  Andy  will  bring  you  anything  you  want." 

Five  minutes  aAer,  Dick  was  engaged  in  cleaning  the  duelling-pis- 
tols,  and  Andy  at  his  elbow,  with  his  mouth  wide  open,  wondering  at 
the  interior  of  the  locks  which  Dick  had  just  taken  off. 

"  Oh,  my  heavens !  but  that 's  a  quare  thing,  Mistber  Dick,  sir," 
uid  Andy,  going  to  take  it  up. 

"  Keep  your  nngers  off  it,  you  thief,  do  !"  roared  Dick,  making  a 
rap  of  the  tumscrew  at  Andy's  knuckles. 

"  Sure  I II  save  you  the  throuble  o'  rubhin'  that,  Misther  Dick,  if 
you  let  me ;  here  '»  the  shabby  leather." 

"  I  wouldn't  let  your  clumsy  fist  near  it,  Andy,  nor  your  tAabbjf 
leather,  you  villain,  for  the  world.     Go  get  me  some  oil." 

Andy  went  on  his  errand,  and  returned  with  a  can  of  lamp-oil  to 
t)ick,  who  swore  at  him  for  his  stupidity  :  "The  divil  fly  away  with 
3rou;  you  never  do  anything  right;  you  bring  me  lamp-oil  for  a 
pistol.'^ 

"  Well,  sure  L  thought  lamp-oil  was  the  right  thing  for  bumia'." 

"  And  who  wants  to  burn  it,  you  savage  P" 

"  Aren't  you  goin'  to  fire  it,  sir?" 

"  Choke  you,  you  vagabond  1"  sdd  Dick,  who  could  not  resist 
laughing,  nevertheless ;  "  be  off,  and  get  me  some  sweet  oil,  but  don't 
tell  any  one  what  it 's  for." 

Andy  retired,  and  Dick  pursued  his  polishing  of  the  locks.  Why 
he  used  such  a  blundering  fellow  as  Andy  for  a  messenger  might  be 
wondered  at,  only  that  Dick  was  fond  of  fun,  and  Andy's  mistakes 
were  a  particular  source  of  amusement  to  him,  and  on  all  occasions 
when  he  could  have  Andy  in  his  company  he  made  him  his  attend- 
ant. When  the  sweet  oil  was  produced,  Dick  looked  about  for  a  fea- 
ther; but,  not  finding  one,  desired  Andy  to  fetch  him  a  pen.  Andy 
went  on  his  errand,  and  returned,  after  some  delay,  with  an  ink- 
bottle. 

"  I  brought  you  the  ink,  sir,  but  I  can't  find  a  pin." 

"  Confound  your  numskull  I  I  didn't  say  a  word  about  ink ;  I  asked 
for  a  pen." 

"  And  what  use  would  a  pin  be  without  ink,  now  I  ax  yourself, 
Misther  Dick  ?" 

"  1  'd  knock  your  brains  out  if  you  had  anv,  you  omadiaun  !  Go 
aloDg  and  get  me  a  feather,  and  make  haste. 

Andy  went  off,  and,  having  obtained  a  feather,  relumed  to  Dick, 
who  began  to  tip  certain  portions  of  the  lock  very  delicately  with  ml. 

"  What 's  that  for,  Misther  Dick,  sir,  if  you  plaze  ?" 

"  To  make  it  work  smooth." 

"And  what's  that  thing  you  're  grazin'  now,  BirP** 

"That's  the  tumbler." 

"  O  Lord  I  a  tumbler — what  a  quare  name  for  it.  I  thought  there 
was  no  tumbler  but  a  tumbler  for  puncli." 
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"  That  'a  the  tumbler  you  would  lilce  to  be  cleaiung  the  inside  of, 
Andy." 

"Thrue  for  you,  sir. — And  what  'a  that  little  thing  you  hare  your 
hand  on  now,  sir  F" 

"That 's  the  cock." 

"  Oh  dear,  a  cock  I — Is  there  e'er  a  hin  in  it,  air  P" 

"  No,  nor  a  chicken  either,  though  there  is  a  feather." 

"  The  one  in  ^our  hand,  sir,  that  you  're  grazin'  it  with." 

"  No :  but  this  little  thing — this  is  called  the  feather-spring." 

"  It's  the  feather,  I  auppoae,  makes  it  let  fly." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  Andy." 

"  Well,  there  's  some  sinse  in  that  name,  then  ;  but  who  'd  think  of 
sitch  a  thing  as  a  tumbler  and  a  cock  in  a  pistle  F  And  what 's  that 
place  that  opens  and  shuts,  sir  F" 

"  The  pan." 

"  Well,  there  'a  sinse  in  that  name  too,  bekaze  there 's  fire  in  the 
thing ;  and  it 's  as  nath'ral  to  say  pan  to  diat  as  to  a  fryin'-pan — isn't 
i^Misther  DickF" 

"  Oh  I  there  was  a  great  gunmaker  lost  in  you,  Andy,"  said  Dick,  as 
he  screwed  on  the  locks,  which  he  had  regulated  to  his  mind,  and 
began  to  examine  the  Tarious  departments  of  the  pistol-case,  to  seb 
that  it  was  properly  provided.  He  took  the  instrument  to  cjt  some 
circles  of  thin  leather,  and  Andy  again  asked  him  for  the  name  "  o' 
that  thing." 

"  This  is  called  the  punch,  Andy." 

"  So,  there  is  the  punch  as  well  as  the  tumbler,  sir  P" 

"  Ay,  and  very  strong  punch  it  is,  you  see,  Andy ;"  and  Dick 
struck  it  with  his  little  mahogany  mallet,  and  cut  his  patches  of 
leather. 

"  And  what  'a  that  for,  sir  P — the  leather,  I  mane." 

"  That 's  for  putting  round  the  ball." 

"  Is  it  for  fear  'twould  hurt  him  too  much  when  you  hot  him  F" 

"  You're  a  queer  customer,  Andy,"  said  Dick,  smiling. 

"  And  what  weeshee  little  balls  thim  is,  sir." 

"  They  are  always  small  for  duelling-pi  stats." 

"  Oh,  then  Mm  is  jewellin'  pistles.  Why,  musha,  Misther  Dick,  is 
it  goin'  to  fight  a  jule  you  are  P"  said  Andy,  looking  at  him  with  ear- 
nestness. 

"  No,  Andy, — but  the  master  is ;  but  don't  say  s  word  about  iL" 

"Not  a  word  for  the  world.  'The  masther  goin'  to  fight  I— -God 
■end  him  safe  out  iv  it! — Amin.  And  who  is  he  going  to  fight, 
Misther  Dick  P" 

"  Murphy  the  attorney,  Andy," 

"Oh,  won't  the  masther  disgrace  himself  by  fightin'  the'tomeyF" 

"How  dare  you  say  such  a  thing  of  your  master?" 

"  I  ax  your  pard'n,  Misther  Dick ;  but  sure  you  know  what  I  mane. 
— I  hope  he  '11  shoot  him.'' 

"Why,  Andy,  Murtough  was  always  very  good  to  you,  and  now 
you  wish  him  to  be  shot." 

"  Sure,  why  wouldn't  I  rather  have  him  kilt  more  than  the  mas- 
ther P" 

"  But  neither  may  be  killed." 

"  Misther  Dick,"  said  Andy,  lowering  his  voice,  "  wouldn't  it  be  an 
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Digant  thing  to  put  two  balls  into  the  piitle  iiutid  o'  one,  and  give 
the  maather  a  chance  over  the  'tomey  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  murdherouB  villain  1" 

"  Arrah,  why  shouldn't  the  masther  have  a  chance  ant  fan?  sore 
he  has  childre,  and  'Tomey  Murphy  has  none." 

"  At  that  rate,  Andy,  I  suppose  you  'd  give  the  master  a  ball  addi- 
tional for  every  child  he  has,  and  that  would  make  ei^L  So,  yoa 
might  as  well  give  him  a  blunderbuss  and  slugs  at  once." 

Dick  locked  the  pistol-case,  having  made  all  right;  and  desired 
Andy  to  mount  a  horse,  carry  it  by  a  back  road  out  of  the  do- 
main, and  wait  at  a  certain  gate  he  named  unUl  be  shootd  be  joined 
there  by  himself  and  the  squire,  who  proceeded  at  the  appointed  time 
to  the  ground. 

Andy  was  all  ready,  and  followed  his  master  and  Dick  with  great 

Sride,  bearing  the  pistol-case  after  them  to  the  ground,  where 
lurphy  and  Tom  Durfy  were  ready  to  receive  them,  and  a  great 
number  of  spectators  were  assembled  ;  for  the  noise  of  the  business 
had  gone  abroad,  and  the  ground  was  in  consequence  crowded. 

Tom  Durfy  had  warned  Murtough  Murphy,  who  had  no  esperience 
as  a  pistol-man,  that  the  squire  was  a  capital  shot,  and  that  his  only 
chance  was  to  fire  as  quickly  as  he  could. — "  Slap  at  him,  Morty,  mv 
boy,  the  minute  you  get  the  word ;  and,  if  you  don't  hit  him  itself,  it 
will  prevent  his  dwelbng  on  his  aim." 

Tom  Durfy  and  Dick  the  Devil  soon  settled  the  preliminaries  of 
the  ground  and  mode  of  firing ;  and  twelve  paces  having  been  marked, 
both  the  seconds  opened  dieir  pistol-coses,  and  prepared  to  load. 
Andy  was  close  to  Dick  all  the  time,  kneeling  beside  Uie  pistol-case, 
which  lay  on  the  sod ;  and,  as  Dick  turned  round  to  settle  some  other 
point  on  which  Tom  Dur^  questioned  him,  Andy  thought  he  might 
snatch  the  opportunity  of  giving  his  master  "  the  chance "  be  sug- 
gested to  his  second. — "  Sure,  if  Misther  Dick  wouldn't  like  to  do  it, 
that's  no  raison  I  wouldn't,"  said  Andy  to  himself;  "  and,  by  the 
powers  I  I  '11  pop  in  a  ball  tmknotmut  to  him."  And,  sure  enough,  Andy 
contrived,  while  the  seconds  were  engaged  with  each  other,  to  put  a 
ball  into  each  pistol  before  the  barrel  was  loaded  with  powder,  so  that, 
when  Dick  took  up  his  pistols  to  load,  U  bullet  lay  between  the  pow- 
der and  the  touch-hole.  Now  this  must  have  been  discovered  by 
Dick,  had  he  been  cool ;  but  he  and  Tom  Durfy  had  wrangled  very 
much  about  the  point  tbey  had  been  discussing,  and  Dick,  at  no  time 
the  quietest  person  in  the  world,  was  in  such  a  rage,  that  the  pistols 
were  loaded  by  him  without  ooucing  Andy's  ingenious  interference, 
and  he  handed  a  harmless  weapon  to  his  brother-in-law  wh^i  bo 
placed  him  on  his  ground. 

The  word  was  given.  Murtough,  following  his  friend's  advice,  fired 
instantly  :  bang  he  went^  while  die  squire  returned  but  a  dash  in  the 
pan.  He  turned  a  look  of  reproach  upon  Dick,  who  took  the  pistol 
silently  from  him,  and  handed  him  the  other,  having  carefully  looked 
to  the  priming,  after  the  accident  which  happened  to  the  first. 

Durty  handed  his  man  another  pistol  also  ;  and,  before  he  left  bia 
side,  said  in  a  whisper,  "  Doa't  forget ;  have  the  first  fire." 

Again  the  word  was  given :  Murphy  blazed  away  a  rapid  and 
harmless  shot ;  for  his  burry  was  the  squire's  safety,  while  Andy's 
murderous  intentions  were  his  salvation. 
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"  D — D  the  piitol  I"  said  the  squire,  throwing  it  down  in  a  rage- 
Dick  took  it  up  with  manifest  indigDatiou,  and  d — d  the  powder. 
"  Your  powder 's  damp,  Ned." 

"  No,  it  'a  no^"  said  the  squire ;  "  it 's  you  who  have  bungled  the 
loading," 

"  Me  I"  said  Dick,  with  a  look  of  mingled  rage  and  astonishment : 
"  /  bungle  the  loading  of  pistols  I — /,  that  have  stepped  more  ground 
and  arranged  more  alairs  than  any  man  in  the  county  I — Arrah,  be 
aisy,  Ned  1" 

Tom  Durfy  now  interfered,  and  stud,  for  the  present  it  was  no 
matter,  as,  on  the  part  of  his  friend,  he  b^ged  to  express  himself 
satisfied. 

"  But  it 's  very  hard  toe  're  not  to  have  a  shot,"  said  Dick,  poking 
the  touch-hole  of  the  pistol  with  a  pricker  which  he  had  Just  taken 
from  the  case  which  Andy  was  holding  before  him. 

"  Why,  my  dear  Dick,"  said  Durfy,  "  as  Murphy  has  had  two  shots, 
and  the  squire  has  not  had  the  return  of  either,  he  declares  he  will 
not  fire  at  him  again ;  and,  under  these  circumstances,  I  must  take 
my  man  off  the  ground." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Dick,  still  pokii^;  the  touch-hole,  and  examining 
the  point  of  the  pricker  as  he  withdrew  it. 

"And  now  Murphy  wants  to  know,  since  the  afiair  is  all  over  and 
his  honour  satisfied,  what  waa  your  brother-in-law's  motive  in  as- 
saulting him  this  morning,  for  he  himself  cannot  conceive  a  cause 
for  iL" 

"Oh,  beowy,  Tom." 
"'Pon  my  soul,  it 's  true." 

"Why,  he  sent  him  a  blister,— a  regular  apothecary's  blister, — 
instead  of  some  law-process,  by  way  of  a  joke,  and  Ned  wouldn't 
stand  it." 

Durfy  held  a  moment's  conversation  with  Murphy,  who  now  ad- 
vanced  to  the  squire,  and  begged  to  assure  him  there  must  be  some 
mistake  in  the  business,  for  that  he  had  never  committed'the  imper- 
tinence  of  which  he  was  accused. 

"  All  I  know  is,"  said  the  squire,  "  that  I  got  a  blister,  which  my 
messenger  said  you  gave  him.'.' 

"  By  virtue  of  my  oath,  squire,  I  never  did  it  I  I  gave  Andy  an 
enclosure  of  the  iaw-process." 

"  Then  it 's  some  mistake  that  vagabond  has  made,"  said  the  squire. 
"  Come  here,  you  sir  !"  he  shouted  to  Andy,  who  was  trembling  un- 
der the  angry  eye  of  Dick  the  Devil,  who,  having  detected  a  bit  of 
lead  on  the  point  of  the  pricker,  guessed  in  a  moment  Andy  had 
been  at  work ;  and  the  unfortunate  rascal  had  a  misgiving  that  he  had 
made  some  blunder,  from  the  furious  look  of  Dick. 

"  Why  don't  you  come  here  when  I  call  you  ?"  said  the  squire. 
— Andy  laid  down  the  pistol-case,  and  sneaked  up  to  the  squire. — 
"What  did  you  do  with  the  letter  Mr.  Murphy  gave  you  for  me  yes- 
terday?" 
"I  brou^t  it  to  your  honour." 

"  No,  you  didn't,'  said  Murphy.    "  You  've  made  some  mistake." 
"  Divil  a  mistake  I  made,"  answered  Andy  very  stoutly;  "  I  wint 
home  the  minit  you  gev  it  to  me." 

"  Did  you  go  home  direct  from  my  house  to  the  squire's  P" 
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"  Yii,  sir,  I  did :  I  wint  direct  home,  and  called  at  Mr.  AfGarry's 
by  the  way  for  some  physic  for  the  childre." 

"  That 's  it !"  said  Muriough ;  "  he  changed  my  eocloem^  for  a 
blister  there ;  and  if  WGarry  has  only  had  the  luck  to  tend  the  bit  o' 
parchment  to  O'Grady,  it  will  be  the  best  joke  I  've  beard  thtt  month 
of  Sundays." 

'*  He  did  I  he  did  I"  shouted  Tom  Durfy  ;  "  for  don't  you  remember 
how  O'Grady  was  after  M'Garry  this  monibg." 

"  Sure  enough,"  said  Murtough,  enjoying  the  double  mistake.  "  By- 
dad  I  Andy,  you  've  made  a  mistake  this  time  that  1  'II  forgive  you." 

"  By  the  powers  o'  war !"  roared  Dick  the  Devil,  "  I  won't  Ibrgive 
faini  what  he  did  now,  though  !  What  do  you  think?"  said  he,  hold- 
ing out  the  pistols,  and  growing  crimson  with  rage :  "  may  I  never 
fire  another  shot  if  he  hasn't  crammed  a  brace  of  bullets  down  the 
pistols  before  I  loaded  them :  so,  no  wonder  you  burued  prime,  Ned." 
There  was  a  universal  laugh  at  Dick's  expense,  whose  pride  in 
being  considered  the  most  accomplished  regulator  of  the  duello  waa 
well  kuown. 

"  Oh,  Dick,  Dick  I  you  're  a  pretty  second !"  was  shouted  by  all. 
Dick,  stung  by  the  laughter,  and  feeling  keenly  the  ridiculous  po- 
sition in  which  he  was  placed,  made  a  rush  at  Andy,  who,  seeing  the 
storm  brewing,  gradually  sneaked  away  from  the  group,  and,  when  he 
perceived  the  suddeu  movement  of  Dick  the  Devil,  took  to  his  heels, 
with  Dick  after  him. 

"  Hurra  I"  cried  Murphy;  "  a  race — a  race  I  I  'II  bet  on  Andy — 
five  pounds  on  Andy." 

"  Done  t"  said  the  squire  ;  "  I  '11  back  Dick  the  Divil." 
"Tare  an' owns !"  roared  Murphy;  "how  Aody  runs!  Fear's  a 
fine  spur." 

"  So  is  rage,"  said  the  squire.     "  Dick 's  hot-foot  after  him.    Will 
you  double  the  bet?" 
"  Done  !"  said  Murphy. 

The  infection  of  betting  caught  the  bystanders,  and  various  gages 
were  thrown  down  and  taken  up  upon  the  speed  of  the  runners,  who 
were  getting  rapidly  into  the  distance,  fiying  over  hedge  and  ditch 
with  surprising  velocity,  and,  from  the  level  nature  of  the  ground,  an 
extensive  view  could  not  be  obtained ;  therefore  Tom  Durfy,  the 
■teeple-chaser,  cried  "Mount,  mount!  or  we'll  lose  the  fun:  into 
our  saddles,  and  after  them  I" 

Those  who  had  steeds  took  the  hint,  and  a  numerous  field  of  horse- 
men joined  in  the  chase  of  Handy  Andy  and  Dick  the  Devil,  who 
still  maiutained  great  speed.  The  horsemen  made  for  a  neighbour- 
ing hill,  whence  they  could  command  a  wider  view ;  and  the  betting 
went  on  briskly,  varying  according  to  the  vicissitudes  of  the  race. 
"  Two  to  one  on  Dick — he  's  closing." 
"  Done ! — Andy  will  wind  him  yeL" 

"Well  done  I— there 's  a  leap!  Hurra  I-Dick 's  down  I  WeU 
done,  Dick  ! — up  again,  and  going." 

"Mind  the  next  quickset  hedge — that's  a  rasper;  it's  a  wide 
gripe,  and  the  hedge  is  as  thick  as  a  wall — Andy  'II  stick  in  it^— Mind 
aim  I — Well  leap'i:^  by  the  powers  I — Ha  I  he 's  sticking  in  the  hedge 
—Dick  'II  catch  him  now. — No,  by  jingo !  he  has  pushed  his  way 
through — there  he 's  going  again  at  the  other  side. — Ha !  ha !  ha ! 
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ba  I  took  at  him — fae  '■  in  tatthers  !^he  has  left  half  of  his  breeches 
in  the  hedge." 

"  Dick  is  over  now, — Hurra  I — ^he  has  lost  the  slcirt  of  his  coat — 
Andy  is  gaining  on  him. — Two  to  one  on  Andy !" 

"  Down  he  goes  t"  was  shouted,  as  Andy's  foot  slipped  in  making  a 
d8«h  at  another  ditch,  into  which  he  went  head  over  heels,  and  Dick 
followed  fast,  aod  disappeared  after  him. 

"Ridel  ride!"  shouted  Tom  Durfy,  and  the  horsemen  put  tfaeir 
spurs  in  the  flanks  of  their  steeds,  and  were  soon  up  to  the  scene  of 
action.  There  was  Andy  roaring  murder,  ratling  over  and  over  in 
the  muddy  bottom  of  a  deep  ditch,  with  Dick  ^tened  on  him,  pum- 
melling away  most  uumercifutly,  but  not  able  to  kill  him  altogether 
for  want  of  breath. 

The  horsemen,  in  a  universal  icreeeh  of  laughter,  dismounted,  and 
disengaged  the  unfortunate  Andy  from  the  fangs  of  Dick  the  Devil, 
who  was  dragged  fr<»n  out  of  ^e  ditch  much  more  like  a  scavenger 
than  a  gentleman. 

The  moment  Andy  got  loose,  away  he  ran  agun,  and  never  cried 
atop  till  he  earthed  himself  under  his  mother's  bed  in  the  parent 
cabin. 

The  squire  and  Murtough  Murphy  shook  hands,  and  parted  friends 
in  half  an  hour  after  they  had  met  as  foes  ;  and  even  Dick  contrived 
to  forget  his  annoyance  in  an  extra  stoup  of  claret  that  day  after  din- 
ner,— filling  more  than  one  bumper  in  drinking  amfiuion  to  Handy 
Andy,  which  seemed  a  rather  unnecessary  malediction. 


EPIGRAM. 

Oh  Easter  Sundaj,  Lucy  spoke. 

And  said,  "  A  laiiii  you  might  provoke. 

Dear  Sam,  each  day,  since  Monday  last; 

But  now  I  see  your  lage  is  past.*' 

Said  Sam,  "  What  Chriatian  could  be  meek ! 

You  know,  mjr  love,  'tnas  PeuUm  Week ; 

And  90,  you  see,  the  rage  I  've  spent 

Was  not  my  own— 'twas  only  Lent," 
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JEMIMA,  THE  POLITICAL  ECONOMIST. 

BT   PRIDOLIN. 


**  Some  men  are  born  great,  some  acquire  gTeatneu,and  8<»ne  have 
greatneM  Uinut  upon  them." 

Thus  read  my  aunt  Jemima,  and  thus  Bubsequentlj  read  I,  in  the 
days  of  our  reipective  and  respectable  minorities  ;  but  with  this  difier- 
ence  —  uncertain  whether  greatness  had  not  ^ready  dandestinelj 
made  its  avatar  into  me  at  my  birth,  or  whether  it  was  destined  here- 
after to  yield  coyly  to  my  wooing,  or  would  force  me  in  future  years  to 
cry  in  vam  humility,  *'  NiAo  magmfieari."  I  always  felt  confident  of  emi- 
nence ;  whereas  my  aunt  Jemima  often  feelingly  reverted  to  the  mi- 
sety  of  her  young  maidenly  thoughts,  when  brooding  over  the  cser- 
tainty  that  she  could  never,  under  any  circum stances,  became  a 
"  great  maD." 

"  Great  women"  were  unknown  in  her  early  days.  There  were  na 
such  things ;  save  and  except  such  as  might  be  seen  at  St.  Bartholo- 
mew's fur  at  inexpensive  cost, — giantesses,  who  lowered  themselves 
to  gain  a  living  by  their  height  But  my  aunt  Jemima  valued  not 
such  feminine  greatneta  as  theirs.  Her  aspiring  spirit  loolced  not  "  to 
meofure*,  but  to  men."     Our  notions  change  \ 

It  is  very  melancholy,  and  rather  inconvenient,  to  drag  through  the 
lost  and  heaviest  stage  oflife  a  martyr  to  a  marvel. 

Horace,  who  forbids  all  wise  men  to  wonder,  himself  exhibited  a 
thriftless  want  of  economy  in  the  expenditure  of  his  own  wtmder 
when  he  marvelled,  in  excellent  metret  that  any  man  should  eat  gar- 
lic who  liad  not  murdered  his  father ;  and  also,  that  any  mortal  should 
have  dared  to  venture  on  the  sea  before  the  discovery  of  Kyan's  anti- 
dry-rot  patent. 

Nor  can  I  much  Bympathise  in  the  great  marvel  of  that  renowoed 
French  statesman,  of  esculent  memory,  who  professed  himself  unable 
to  discover  any  principle  in  nature,  or  in  philosophy,  that  could  ex- 
plain how  a  certain  Duke  of  Thuringia,  passing  through  Strasburg  on 
a  diplomatic  mission,  should  not  have  stopped  to  dine,  en  h^e,  defoit 
grai.  As  for  the  "  three,  yea  four,"  curious  problems  of  olden  time, 
which  consumed  the  wise  king  with  their  inexplicability,  they  are  u 
clear  to  modern  apprehensions  as  plate-glass:  nay,  as  my  aunt  Je- 
mima used  to  observe,  in  the  days  when  glory  and  greatness  had 
come  upon  her, — "  Thanks  be  praised  I"  (My  aunt  was  a  reli^us  wo- 
man, and  guarded  herself  from  pro&ne  expressions.) — "  Thanks  be 
prusedl  owing  to  the  enlightenment  of  the  age  in  which  we  live, 
even  in  those  seven  wonders  of  the  world  there  is  nothing  so  very 
wonderful  now,"  There  can  be  no  abjection  on  my  part  to  allow  that 
eclipses  were  pretty  marvellous  transactions  as  long  as  they  occurred 
in  consequence  of  a  bilious  dragon  needing  a  pill,  and  bolting  the  sun 
to  correct  digestion  ;  but  ever  smce  dr^ons  have  adopted  a  differ- 
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ent  treatment,  and  abandoned  the  solar  bolus,  this  phenomenon  has 
Bubsided  into  one  of  common-place  pretension.  The  age  of  wonders, 
like  the  New  Marriage-act,  has  passed. 

But  one  wonder — single,  solitary,  omnipotent — oppreases  lie.  it 
is,  that  mankind,  from  ignorance  of  the  meaning  of  braepOBbMHtlaj 
litanaelTes  apen  to  petyBtnal  inaalti— my,  Dooit  h.  Do  we  not  lie 
down  pstientl;  n  lambs,  and  bear  imperUnent  biographies  to  be 
thrust  before  our  ejet  of  persons  who  are  facettously  termed  ^racrf^ 
Great  I  implying,  in  a  paltry  and  indifferently  disguised  innuendo, 
that  you,  the  reader,  are  of  course  small, — stunted,  as  it  were,  in  intel- 
lectual growth, — an  under-shrub, — a  dwarf  apecimen.  Without  being 
in  any  war  consulted  in  a  matter,  or  examined,  or  probed,  to  see 
what  stuff  may  he  in  you,  it  is  taken  for  granted  that  the  world  has 
already  made  its  odious  comparisons  between  your  unobtrusiTe  self 
and  its  orzat  man  ;  and  that,  with  the  promptness  of  a  police  ma- 
gistrate, it  has  summarily  decided  against  you ;  that  you,  without 
knowing  it,  have  been  weighed  in  the  scales  and  found  wanting; 
have  flown  upwards  as  a  feather,  have  kicked  the  beam,  have  moved 
lighter  than  a  balloon  textured  of  gossamer  and  inflated  with  rarefied 
essence  of  hydrogen ;  a  very  pretty  and  gratifying  assumption  I 

Our  primitive  lessons  in  emulation  generally  consist,  in  great  part, 
in  a  series  of  these  insults. 

The  chubby  little  fellow,  bribed  to  undergo  the  advantages  of 
scholarship  by  tardy  permission  to  harass  his  young  nether  limba 
vith  trousers,  usually  of  nankeen,  finds  himself  immediately  exhorted 
to  strive,  in  order  that  in  time  he  may  become  a  orkat  man.  He 
nnages  the  vague  outline  of  a  human  mammoth,  and  sits  down  with 
scanty  hope  of  modelling  himself  accordingly.  In  the  pride  and 
pomp  of  l»by  ambition  he  yearns  to  rival  in  stature  and  girth  the  sons 
of  Amalek.  He  is  small,  and  perfectly  conscious  that  he  is  so;  but 
frets  to  exchange  his  little  pulpy  fingers  for  a  sinewy  fist  that  can 
shake  a  weaver's  beam  :  he  meditates  upon  great  men  as  pumpkins, 
compared  with  which  he  is  but  a  gooseberry.  He  is  not  taught,  by 
way  of  sotleniag  the  injury  done  him  by  an  unnecessary  (»)ntrast, 
that  the  one  may  be  full  of  sweetness  as  the  other  of  insipidity. 

He  waxes  in  years  and  amplitude  :  still  hears  he  of  that  obtrusive 
department  in  natural  history,  the  grbat  men.  He  thinks  not  of 
them  as  before;  he  no  longer  deems  their  greatness  to, consist  in 
the  mere  admeasurement  of  their  cubic  contents,  as  in  the  days  of  his 
young  innocence,  when  an  extensive  pudding  would,  to  his  ceremo- 
nial, have  taken  precedence  of  name  and  fame.  He  now  understands, 
and,  by  understanding,  suffers  the  more  acutely  under  the  imperti- 
nence. If  acts  of  valour  and  command,  or  of  senatorial  display, — if  a 
tyranny  over  empires,  or  mighty  influence  over  the  minds  and  flEelings 
M  successive  generations, — if  literary  renown  or  public  benefaction 
constitute  greatness,  he  is  himself  of  most  diminutive  dimensions.  He 
knows  it.  He  never  for  a  moment  dreamed  of  denying  it.  He  has 
enjoyed  no  scope  for  being  otherwise.  He  is  perfectly  aware  <^  the 
fitct,  and  would  at  once  have  admitted  it.  He  needs  not  to  have  it 
perpetually  pushed  into  his  &ce,  and  thrust  before  his  eyes  to  ^are 
at  him.  The  pauper  feels  that  he  is  not  one  of  the  wealthy  ones  of 
the  earth,  without  being  reminded  at  every  instant  of  the  mcurious 
drcumstance  by  some  rich  bullionist  shaking  his  pockets  that  the 
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wretch  may  hear  the  voice  of  the  gold  jingling.  His  memory  requires 
not  to  be  eo  jogged  on  the  subject.  He  recognises  the  truth  of  his 
meagre  estate,  and  derives  not  a  whit  of  pleasure  from  such  external 
corroboration.  It  is  an  insult ;  and  any  raciness  or  merit  of  originality 
in  it  is  altogether  lost  upon  him.     The  wit  is  purely  thrown  away. 

How  &res  the  boy  when,  like  his  primal  sire,  "  he  stands  erect  a 
man  ?"  and  in  wliat  spirit  does  he  study  the  philosophy  of  **  great- 
ness ?"  He  may  bethink  him  of  the  fklse  fruiterer's  melon,  how  it 
lay  on  the  stall,  its  sunny  side  laughing  and  coquetting  with  the  eye 
of  the  wayfarer, — its  rottenness  and  unsavoury  portion  in  retirement 
and  unseen  below.  He  discovers  that  the  "  great  "  are  gigantic  in 
one  line,  but  that  "  the  lirie  upon  line  "  is  not  their  predicate ;  In 
some  matters  they  may  perchance  be  far  smaller  than  their  neighbours. 
He  is  no  longer  the  boy  without  experience  of  others,  or  the  child 
who  interprets  literally  ;  he  measures  not  the  monsters  by  his  own 
standard ;  he  endeavours  not  to  poise  them  by  his  own  weight, — • 
with  bis  own  girth  to  buckle  their  circumference  :  his  acquaintance 
serve  his  turn  ;  society  establishes  and  confirms  his  experience, 
that  an  average  sprinkling  of  inherent  "  greatness  "  may  be  detected 
in  all,  though  the  world  bnth  not  cared  to  trumpet  it 

It  becomes  of  difficult  endurance  to  see  our  intimates  thrust,  as 
it  were,  on  one  side, — morally  cast  into  the  mire, — their  qualities 
trampled  as  by  heels.  It  mars  our  equability  to  find  our  friends  in 
intellectual,  philosophical,  or  worldly  utility  insinuated  as  So  better 
than  they  should  be, — to  hear  them  classed  as  of  the  herd,  essen- 
tially and  merely  gregarious, — vague  portions  of  an  nnmeritorious 
whole, — negative  existences,  positive  only  in  combination, — cyphers 
without  value,  that  multiply  but  by  relative  position.  Whereas  in 
our  young  days  we  felt  personally  insulted  by  contrast  with  your 
"  great  men,"  in  maturity  we  resent  the  impertinence  as  offered  to 
our  friends ;  for  in  our  friends  we  can  trace  a  "  greatness,"  although 
the  thing  may  not  have  been  blaztmed.  Even  in  a  man's  houaefa^d 
shall  he  see  greatness,  though  it  be  obscure ;  and  he  shall  discover 
that,  whilst  it  is  true  that  no  man  is  "  great  to  his  valet,"  the  com* 
fortable  conundrum  is  equally  demonstrable,  that  all  are  gkeat. 
Your  groom  shall  indite  you  verses  that  shall  stir  the  hearts  and 
haunt  the  dreams  of  your  village  maidens — will  they  compare  Homer 
to  him  P — and  your  cook-maid  shall  be  no  small  domestic  oracle  on 
the  unfathomable  mysteries  of  phrenology — what  cares  she  for  Combe 
and  Spurzheim  ?  Who  lives,  while  yet  his  father  lives,  that  does  not 
hear  the  old  man  "great"  in  prophecy  on  the  coming  "crisis,"  and 
rich  and  ponderous  upon  the  currency  question  ?  Who,  in  the  book 
of  the  generations  of  his  family,  might  not  inscribe  the  name  of  some 
brother,  a  mighty  man  of  valour,  great  amongst  his  playmates;  or  a 
sister,  whose  attire  has  given  tone  for  a  season  to  an  emulous  neigh- 
bourhood? And  then,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  who  possesses  not 
"  great"  uncles,  who  during  the  war  have  swayed,  although  unknown, 
victories  by  their  strategy  or  disciplined  obedience;  or,  in  more 
peaceful  triumph,  have  mightily  influenced  the  election  of  a  candidate 
by  the  despotism  of  their  oratory  ?  Of  aunts — maiden  ones — it  needs 
not  to  speak.  They  are  of  the  fortunate  who  require  not  greatness 
to  be  "  thrust  upon  ihem."    Of  them  it  is  safely  assumed,  that  they 
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are  "bora  great"  prospectively.  This  privilege,  however,  i*  guaran- 
teed to  the  "  maiden  "  only ;  for  marriage  absorbs  the  bride  into 
unity  with  her  combined- separate — and  "the  crown  of  a  gooi  wife 
is  her  husband." 

Your  village  oracle,  seated  on  his  throne — the  old  oaken  bench 
under  the  village  elm-tree,  after  his  weekly  labours,  on  the  Saturday 
sight  embalming  his  tongue  in  the  aroma  of  the  fragrant  weed,  ana 
bribing  his  lips  into  complacent  humour  by  sips  from  the  chirping  old 
October,  is  Uuly  greaU  He  is  surrounded  by  listeners  who  love  to 
pay  homage  to  his  power.  Whilst  he  whiffs,  they  consult  him  oo 
great  interests, — it  may  be  respecting  the  destiny  of  nations,  or  the 
desolating  march  of  hostile  armies, — it  may  be  on  the  devastations  of 
the  turnip-fly.  He  lays  his  pipe  aside  ;  his  words  issue,  like  the  syl- 
lables of  the  Pythoness,  in  the  midst  of  fragrant  fumes.  They  fix  at 
once  the  unsettled, — they  establish  the  doubtful, — they  convict  the 
speculative. 

On  points  of  international  law,  Puffendorf  and  Grotius  would 
shrink  into  nut-shells  before  him ;  they  would  discover  their  little- 
ness: yet  some  deem  Otem  great! 

Bilious  disputants  may  deny  that  any  can  be  great  whom  the  world 
has  not  thought  fit^to  canonise.  "Indeed!"  do  I  reply,  with  the  sar- 
castic smile  of  superiority  with  which  it  is  customary  to  spill  the 
arguments  of  men  of  straw  whom  controversialists  set  up  for  the  sake 
of  knocking  down  again — "  Indeed  1  Were  the  Andes  a  whit  smaller 
before  their  exact  height  was  proclaimed  to  the  same  arrogant  world  ? 
Was  not  the  moon  as  great  a  ball  in  the  days  when  the  world  es- 
teemed it  a  green  cheese,  as  it  is  now,  when  men  are  acquainted  with 
its  diameter  ?" 

"Ay,"  may  reply  my  subtle  disputant;  "but  these  are  phy- 
sical facts,  independ^it  of  opinion :  mental,  moral,  social  greatness, 
are  widely  different.  They  have  no  altitude  subject  to  trigonometrical 
survey  by  an  ordnance-board,  like  the  Andes  ;  they  admit  not  of  pa- 
rallax, like  the  planets.  Master  Fridolin,  your  illustrations  are  no 
more  worth  than  the  kernel  of  a  vicious  nut." 

"  WbatI"  I  answer,  "you  want  a  metaphysical  instance,  do  you? 
Physics  are  too  coarse.  Well,  sir,  '  Magna  ett  veribu — Truth  is 
great,' — that  is  to  say,  your  canoniser  the  toorld  say  so.  Now,  pray, 
what  does  the  world,  much  more  a  man  of  straw,  know  about  truth  ? 
Confessedly  less  than  it  knows  about  my  groom,  who  is  great  in 
poetry, — my  cook-maid,  who  ia  great  in  phrenology, — my  father,  who 
is  greiat  on  those  hobgoblins  the  coming  crises ;  and,  let  me  say,  ama- 
zingly less  than  it  knows,  or  will  know,  of  my  aunt  Jemima,  who  was 
ffrtai  in  political  economy;  let  alone  our  village  oracle,  who  is  re- 
garded, pipe  and  alt,  as  great  by  a  lai^er  portion  of  the  inhabitants  of 
the  world  than  can  boast  any  intimate  acquaintance  with  abstract 

"  And  now,  man  of  straw  !  a  word  in  your  ear ; — unless  you  are  dull 
in  grain,  methinks  you  will  admit  yourself  answered." 

No  Ikllacy  is  more  palpable  when  examined,  and,  consequently, 
none  is  more  preposterous,  than  that  of  connecting  greatness  with 
the  wwldt  applause ;  yet  for  this,  men  fume  and  fret,  struggle  and 
itrive,  elbow  trieir  neighbours,  and  tread  on  their  own  bunnions,  for- 
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get^ng  that  they  might  be  quite  as  ^t«a(  if  they  would  only  be  quiet; 
nay,  that  their  uionce  of  ben^  so,  iritboot  exertioa,  liei^  accordiiig 
to  Shalupeare's  nice  and  accurate  calculation,  ia  the  very  comfbrt- 
aUe  proportion  of  tiro  to  one  in  their  favour.  Two  orkat  men  out 
of  erery  three,  find  themselTeB  so,  without  the  least  trouble  on  their 
own  part«.  They  are  bom  so,  or  their  greatneBS  "  is  thrust  upoa 
them."  They  have  nothing  to  do  in  life  but  to  button  in  the  morn- 
ing, unbutton  at  night,  sip,  masticate,  and  sleep,  if  their  conscience 
and  digestion  will  permit :  they  find  themselves  not  a  whit  less  great. 
The  third  elone— the  "odd  one" — acquires orbatness  ;  and  "odd* 
enoi^  it  is,  to  discover  a  sample  of  this  meagre  class. 

But  the  case  may  be  settled  to  mathematical  certainty.  Statistical 
inquirers — men,  the  breath  of  whose  nostrils  are  the  bills  of  mortality 
— have  discovered  that  a  tenth  part  of  all  men  bom  into  the  world 
die  and  are  buried  before  one  brief  year  has  passed.  It  follows,  there- 
fore,  as  a  corollary,  that  of  those  "bom  great  "  a  great  proportion  die  ' 
great  when  extremely  little.  Their  nurses  see  one  tenth  of  all  "  the 
greaX  men "  bom,  &de  and  expire,  hydrocephalic  or  rickety,  ere 
tlieir  tendencies  and  tastes  have  toddled  beyond  the  pap-boat.  What 
does  the  world  know  about  this  evanescent  tenth  ?  What  does  man- 
kind trouble  about  the  grave  offence  of  the  sepulchre  in  seizing 
and  gobbling  up  annually  these  great  and  small  tithes  ?  What  say 
they  against  its  appropriating  clause  ?  Why,  the  world  is  dearly 
ignorant  of  the  departed  great  ones, — the  buned  little  ones ;  yet  tbeir 
greatness  is  indisputable. 

The  true  philosophy  of  the  matter,  is  the  philosophy  of  the  mat- 
ters herein  set  forth ;  and,  in  her  latter  days,  my  aunt  Jemima  ac- 
knowledged it,  for  she  felt  it.  There  were  no  great  women  when  she 
was  youthful  i  but  riie  lived  to  perceive  greatness  come  upon  her.  It 
was  not  thrust — it  was  inherent :  but  it  took  time  and  acted  leisurely 
io  developing  itself.  It  was  not  a  creation  or  an  acquisition,  but  a 
developement,  an  exudation  of  that  which  would  out, — noUiu  voletu. 

The  real  truth  is  this, — AU  under  circumstances  are  great,  although 
few  are  aware  that  they  are  so.  Celebrity  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
a&ir;  it  may  proclaim  the  &ct,  but  does  not  constitute  it ; — as  wiH 
hereafter  be  shown  in  the  instance  of  my  aunt  Jemima. 

F.  Harrison  Rankin. 
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"  Lucukte  vpa  ipemnia  *oi  che  eatnte." 

Paris  ! — there  waa  once  a  megic  in  the  name — a  miuic  in  the 
sound.  "  ParU  I"  how  often  said  I  to  TayaelT  when  in  another  quarter 
of  the  globe,  "Yes,  I  will  one  day  »iiit  thee— will  revive  the  memo- 
ry of  the  great  events  of  which  thoa  bast  been  the  arena— thy  Fronde 
—the  League — the  RevolutkH>— the  Cent  Jours — the  history  of  thy 
chivalrous  Francois — thy  noble-minded  Henri — the  Grand  Mtmarque 
— the  witty  and  praAigate  Regent—thy  unfortunate  Louis,  and  still 
more  pitiable  Enipereur; — and  tlien,  the  Gallery  of  the  Louvre— the 
Museum  at  Ae  Luxembourg — Versailles — St.  Cloud — ^the  Tuileries !" 
My  dream  was  shout  to  be  realised. 

I  was  then  in  my  twenty-fifth  year.  I  had  health — a  sufficiency  of 
l&e  goods  of  fortune  to  purchase  the  enjoyment  of  the  moderate  plea- 
aurea  of  life.  My  person  and  manners  were  agreeable  ;  my  acquire- 
ments greater  than  those  of  most  of  my  college  contemporaries ;  and 
the  fine  arts  were  "  my  passion  and  my  enjoyment."  All  these  ad> 
vantages,  with  a  pardonable  egotism,  1  had  been  canvassing  during 
my  solitary  journey  (solitary  ?  no,  my  mind  was  occupied  with  the 
most  encUDting  reveries — Uie  most  intoxicating  visions)  from  which 
I  waa  ot>ly  awakened  at  the  barrier  of  Montinartre.  How  my  heart 
beat  with  delight  as,  from  the  eminence  that  overlooks  the  city,  I  be- 
field  its  spires,  and  domes,  and  houses,  huddled  in  the  vaporous  gloom 
of  an  evening  in  May  I  The  day  had  been  a  glorious  one ;  t£e  air 
breathed  balm.  My  caleche  was  open  ;  and  four  posters  whirled  me 
rapidly  through  the  Boulevards,  and  entered  the  gateway  of  the 
Hotel  des  Princes  in  the  Rue  Richelieu.  This  street  was,  as  all  who 
are  acquainted  with  it,  know,  the  centre  and  focus  of  the  fashion,— 
the  life  and  motion  of  Paris,  and  of  the  foreigners  who  then  Socked 
to  it  f[<Hn  all  parts  of  Europe,  (for  it  waa  the  third  year  of  the  Resto- 
ration,) aaid  had  caught  some  of  the  volatile  spirit  of  its  mercurial 
pe^le. 

Times  and  dynasties  change.  Politics,  that  many-headed  monster, 
DOW  reigns  supreme.  Instead  of  the  goddess  Pleasure, — at  whose 
shrine  all  sacrificed, — they  have  set  up  the  Gorgon  of  parties.  The 
army  is  no  *'  ^tat " — the  church  is  no  "  fitau"  It  is  become  a  city  of 
national  guards — reviewed  by  a  king,  with  hu  three  sons, — a  family 
marked  for  assassbation.  There  is  no  court — no  ancietme  nobieue. 
Everywhere  distress  and  misery,  hate  and  calumny,  persecution  and 
impnsonment,  ruin,  the  grippe,  and  bankruptcy.  Such  is  a  picture  of 
the  Paris  of  1837. 

But  I  was  in  the  Rue  Richelieu — the  great  artery  of  the  life's 
blood  of  Paris.  From  it,  as  from  a  floodgate,  rushed  along  in  conflict- 
iDg  eddies,  sweeping  like  a  torrent,  a  crowd  in  quest  of  pleasure. 
Some  were  hurrying  to  the  gaming-houses  ;  some  aux  Ilalieiu,  to  the 
Ambigu,  or  the  Variet^s,  and  the  different  theatres;  others  to  the 
Palais  Royal,  which  in  its  magic  circle  comprehends  all  that  vice 
or  luxury  can  invent  to  seduce  the  imagination  or  gratify  the  sense; 
then  to  Tortoni's,  or  the  innumerable  caf^  there  to  enjoy  the  at 
frtteo  of  the  Boulerards  Italiens  seated  under  the  trees,  or  to  mln- 
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gle  with  the  multitude,  chattiog,  lai^hing,  or  whispering  in  delighted 
eareunder  the  weit-lighted  avenue  of  eims  that  bad  just  put  forth  their 
joung  leaves.  I  made  one  of  the  throng,  and  would  that  Armi^  Paris 
had  had  no  worse  enchantments— no  more  seductive  pleasures.  Alas  I 
what  have  I  now  to  do  with  them  ? — they  have  lost  their  charm.  My 
hair  is  grey, — my  heart  is  withered  1 

But  I  anticipate. 

What  do  the  phrenologists  mean,  by  not  having  assigned  to  their 
chart  of  the  skull  a  place  for  play  ?  Gall,  during  his  long  practice  in 
Paris,  might  surely  have  discovered  it ;  for,  of  all  people,  the  Parisiana 
have  this  passion  the  most  strongly  developed.  It  is  common,  indeed, 
to  the  most  savage,  as  well  as  the  most  civilised  nations ;  for  I  have 
seen  the  Hindu  strip  himself  naked,  and  bet  at  chulcra  the  last  rag  in 
his  possession ;  the  African  stakes  his  «:ife  and  children ;  but  our 
neighbours  may  plunge  their  families,  to  the  third  and  fourth  genera- 
tioo,  in  misery  and  destitution.  The  pauper  sells  his  only  bed :  the 
cradle  of  his  child.  The  manufacturer  takes  to  the  Mont  de  Piete  his 
tools;  steals  those  ofhis  employers.  The  diplomatist  and  the  figu- 
rante, the  financier  and  the  mendicant,  all  fall  down  before  one  idol — 
a  Moloch  worse  than  that  of  the  Valley  of  Gehenna — a  monster  without 
pity  or  remorse,  who  delights  in  the  tears,  and  groans,  and  gnashings 
of  teeth  ofhis  votaries,  nor  quits  bis  prey  till  he  tracks  them  to  the 
Morgue — name  of  horrid  sound  I  and  yet,  the  last  refuge  and  sole 
resting-place  ofhis  infatuated  victims. 

How  easy  it  is  to  moralise  1  I  should  like  to  know  if  I  always  had 
this  infernal  bias,  or  if  it  was  engraflcd  in  me,  or  whether  I  was  seiz- 
ed at  that  time  with  the  general  epidemy,  taking  the  infection,  like 
the  cholera,  from  those  about  me,  or  from  the  air  which  I  was  re- 
spiring. Oh,  worse  than  wind-walking  pestUence  is  play !  It  has  a 
subtle  poison,  and  more  kinds  of  death  ;  no,  not  death  1  for,  /live, — if 
dying  from  day  to  day  can  be  called  life. 

The  first  weeks  of  my  t^/our  passed  like  days,  nay  hours  ;  but  I  did 
not  confine  myself  to  Paris  itself.  Few  foreigners,  or  even  natives, 
know  the  beauty  of  the  environs.  These  were  the  scenes  of  my 
rides  by  day.  In  the  evening  I  assisted  at  some  French  rhtttiom, 
or  mixed  in  the  toiries  of  our  own  country  j  frequented  the  Opera 
Italienne,  where  not  a  note  is  lost;  and  such  notes!— for  Pasta 
was  the  prima  donna.  Being  "  un  pen  fiiand,"  I  frequently 
dined  at  the  Rocher  de  Concal.  I  mention  that  restaurant  because 
I  have  reason  to  remember  it.  The  Rocher  de  Concal  boasts  none  oC 
the  magnificence  of  Very's,  or  Beauvilliers.  The  entrance  is  encum- 
bered with  the  iheDs  of  the  huiires  ^  Otteruk,  the  moat  delicious  of 
oysters.  Tlie  rooms  are  not  much  larger  than  boxes  at  the  opera ; 
but  they  enclose  a  world  of  fun.  The  rustling  of  silk  is  oflen  heard 
there,  and  one  meets  in  the  narrow  passages  veiled  forms  hastening 
to  some  mysterious  rendezvous. 

It  was  here  that  I  became  acquainted  with  the  Prince  M ,  His 

was  a  fatal  initial;  and  might  have  reminded  me  of  what  he  proved  to 

be,— my  Mephistophiles  I     M was   one  of  those   princes  that 

"Jbitrmitknt  '  in  all  the  capitals  of  Europe.  He  was  about  thirty 
years  of  age.  His  figure  was  tall,  slight,  and  emaciated,  and  corre- 
sponded with  his  countenance,  that  was  of  a  paleness  approaching  to 
marble,  and  might  be  said  to  have  no  expression,  so  complete  a 
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mastery  hsd  he  obtained  over  his  feelings.  His  equipage  had  no- 
thing at  first  BJ^t  remarkable.  The  cabriolet  was  of  a  sambre  colour, 
and  the  harness  without  ornaments ;  but  the  horae  was  not  to  be 
matched  for  beauty  and  power.  His  dress  seemed  equally  plain; 
but,  an  closer  inspection,  you  discovered  it  was  of  a  studied  elegance, 
the  colours  being  so  well  matched  that  the  eye  had  nothing  parti- 
cular on  which  to  rest.  He  never  was  known  to  laugh,  and  seldom 
smiled ;  be  was  rather  cold,  though  not  forbidding  in  his  manners, 
and  perfectly  indifferent  whether  he  amused  or  not.  He  never  spoke 
of  the  politics  of  the  day,  of  his  domains,  of  his  stud  or  family,>^ 
much  less  of  himself,  his  exploits,  or  his  adventures.  He  never  made 
an  observation  that  was  worthy  of  being  repeated,  yet  never  said  a 
foolish  thing.  With  the  sex  he  was  a  great  favourite,  for  he  perfectly 
understood  the  science  of  fiattery;  but  it  was  with  the  utmost  tact  that 
be  put  it  in  requisition.  His  address  was  perfect:  he  spoke  French, 
and  indeed  several  languages,  with  that  admirable  choice  of  phrase 
for  which  the  Russians  are  remarkable.  The  sole  occupation  of  his 
life  was  play ;  and  to  win  or  lose  seemed  a  matter  of  perfect  indiffer- 
ence to  him,  whatever  the  st^e. 

There  was  also  of  the  party  that  day  another  foreigner.  Baron 

A ,  who  had  been  a  Jew.     He  was  his  a/mpagmm  dt  voyage. 

Castor  and  Pollux  were  not  more  inseparable.  l~his  (Jier  ego  was  a 
little  man,  with  a  grey  eye  of  singular  archness,  and  a  light  moustache, 
as  most  Germans  have.  His  whole  fortune  consisted  of  five  hundred 
louis,  which  he  carried  about  with  him  ;  —  an  excellent  nest-egg;  for 
he  contrived  to  double  annually  this  poor  capital.  One  year  he  was 
at  Rome,  another  at  Florence,  a  third  at  Vienna— no  ;  there  he  was 
too  well  known.  A  gambler,  like  a  prophet,  has  no  honour  in  his  own 
country.  The  last  spring  he  had  passed  in  London,  where,  of  course, 
be  had  the'enfr^e  at  Almack's,  and  now  opened  the  campaign  under 
the  most  promising  auspices  at  Paris.  The  bartHi  was  a  sort  of  lion's- 
provider— the  pilot-fish  of  the  shark. 

We  separated  at  an  early  hour,  and  I  afterwards  met  my  aew  fiientb 
at  an  hotel  in  the  Fauxbourg  St.  Honor6,  where  there  was,  as  usual, 
an  ecarte-table.  Ecart^  was  then  all  the  rage;  tliough,  like  our  all-fours, 
it  had  originally  been  the  game  of  the  peuple,  or  rather  in  Paris  of 
the  laqtiais.  It  is  a  game  uniting  skill  and  chance  ;  but  it  is  a  game 
of  countenance ;  a  game,  also,  in  which  the  cards  played  with,  being 
fewer  in  number  than  at  whist,  it  is  no  difiicalt  matter  to  scratch  an 
important  one,  so  as  to  know  in  time  of  need  where  to  find  it,  or  to 
tatUerle  coup.  That  evening,  for  the  first  time,  I  was  induced  to 
take  a  hand,  and,  in  my  innocence  of  such  manceuvres,  wondered  that 
my  opponent  turned  up  the  king  so  much  oflener  than  myself.  In 
time  my  eyes  were  opened,  and  I  discovered  that  other  (ricli^ries 
were  practicable.  For  instance,  one  morning,  after  a  ball  given  by  an 
English  lady,  there  were  found  rolled  up  in  one  corner  of  the  room  two 
queens  and  a  knave ;  and,  on  examining  the  ^cart6  packs,  these  were 
missing, — had  literally  been  discarded,  —  a  circumstance  which  ren- 
dered the  success  of  two  officers  of  the  garde  de  corpt,  who  cleaned 
out  the  party,  by  no  means  problematical.  But  I  was  now  initiated  ; 
and  a  witty  writer  says, 

«  Hiat  where  that  pestilence,  play,  once  leave*  a  taint, 
It  saps  the-  bone,  and  pierces  to  the  marrow. 
And  then  'lis  easier  to  extract  an  arrow." 
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How  willing  we  all  are  to  put  off  the  evil  monwiit :  to  Btring  anec- 
dote on  anecdote,  and  weave  pBrentbeuB  in  parenthecii,  rather  than 
come  to  the  point  I  Does  it  not  remind  im  of  the  tricks  of  the 
wrestler  to  avoid  the  grasp  of  his  more  powerful  aDtagonist  ?  But  it 
muat  come:  so  let  me  proceed  with  my  confession. 

Aa  I  waa  leaving  the  room,  the  pniice  came  up  to  me  and  aaid, 
"  Demain  voidez-vous,  Monsieur,  £tre  des  notres  P — There  is  a  dinner 
at  the  lalon,  and  I  will  take  you  with  me  as  my  '  umbra,'  and  present 
TOU  to  the  Marquis — ■"     In  an  evil  hour  I  consented. 

The  TBouom  deje*t  at  Paris  are  farmed  by  a  society,  who  purchase 
of  the  govemmeDt  the  privilege  of  opening  a  certain  limited  number 
— if  I  remember  right,  five.  In  order  to  prevent  uofair  play,  a  eom- 
vtit  of  the  police  is  in  daily  attendance  at  the  opening  of^the  packs  of 
cards,  and  they  are  lodged  in  the  office  every  nighL  So  &r  so  good. 
But  the  advantages  in  favour  of  the  bank  are  so  great,  that  after  the 
payment  of  several  hundred  thousand  pounds  sterling  to  the  revenue 
after  defraying  the  expenses  of  hotels,  cashiers,  croupiem,  lackeys, 
&C.  Ac  the  auocUs  divide  twenty  or  thirty  per  cent.  At  the  bead  of 
these  establishments  is  the  taim  da  itrmiffert.     The  prime  minister, 

or  master  of  the  ceremonies,  was  then  the  Marquis  de  L .     He 

was  the  last  of  theimfai)  tfep^won,  which  he  worefiunnoiMArfes.  He 
had  been  an  emigrf,  and,  like  many  of  them,  had  passed  twenty  yean 
in  England  without  knowing  a  word  of  the  language.  He  was  distin- 
gtiished  by  an  ease  of  manner  and  a  politeness,  though  rather  exag- 
gerated, of  the  vieilie  eoter.  Soon  after  my  introduction  to  him  he  lost 
nig  appointment,  it  having  been  discovered  that  the  cashier,  by  mmc 
tautaie,  nightly  gave  him  fifty  nsftoleons  in  exchange  Iot  a  billet  of 
five  handred  francs.  By-the-by,  the  office  of  pr^ident  of  the  mhm 
was  in  considerable  request,  and  was  afterivards  filled  by  a  general 
officer  who  had  once  been  in  the  English  service. 

It  was  one  of  the  dinners  that  were  given  three  times  a^week.  We 
passed  through  a  range  of  servants  in  splendid  liveries,  to  the  aalom  d 
manper,  where  I  found  sixty  guests,  consisting,  not  only  of  the  fo- 
reigners most  distinguished  for  rank,  fortune,  and  considemtion,  bat 
pain  de  France,  depvtit  of  all  parties, —  in  lact,  the  ilite  of  Paris. 
Before  each,  was  placed  a  eatle.  It  was  not  one  of  your  English  biJla 
of  &re,  with  iti  piate  de  refittanee  ;  but  earth,  air,  and  ocean  had  been 
ransacked,  and  all  the  skill  of  the  most  consummate  arti^et  employed 
to  furnish  out  the  table.  Every  sort  of  nine  circulated  in  quick  suc- 
cession ;  but,  when  I  looked  around  me,  I  saw  no  hilarity  in  this 
assembly.  The  viands  seemed  to  pall  upon  the  taste,  the  goblet 
passed  un  quaffed.  Gambling  is  the  most  selfish  of  vices;  it  admits 
of  no  society ;  every  one  seemed  too  much  occupied  with  hia  own 
thoughts  even  to  address  his  neighbour.  Was  I  happy  myself?  No. 
The  soul  instinctively  seems  to  foresee  all  the  miseries  that  originate 
from  a  single  &Ise  step,  inspiring  us  with  certain  vague  apprehen- 
sions that  with  a  vain  casuistry  we  endeavour  to  dissipate.  In  Act, 
I  never  enjoyed  a  dinner  less ;  and  was  as  pleased  at  its  termination 
as  most  of  the  party  were  anxious  for  the  real  object  of  the  meeting 
— k  comMencement  de  la  Jin,  <m  Ia_fin  du  eommencement — leini. 

The  hotel  where  we  had  assembled  was  of  the  time  of  Louis  the 
Fifteenth,  and  had  belonged  to  one  of  his  numerous  mistresses  ;  the 
taste,  however,  of  his  predecessor  reigned  there.    In  front  was  a 
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eour  cThoimatr,  large  enough  to  drown  the  rattle  of  carriages  and 
Doise  from  without ;  and  behind,  was  a  garden  laid  out  in  the  English 
■tyle,  and  full  of  odoriferous  ahrubi,  then  in  full  bloom,  particularly 
the  lilac  the  laburnum,  and  the  red-thorn,  that  wafted  their  perfume 
through  the  unfolded  doors,  whilst  at  intervals  was  heard  the  plashing 
of  a  fountain.  The  three  principal  rooms,  two  of  which  were  dedi- 
cated to  rmige  et  tunr  and  French  hazard,  were  in  ghape  octagonal ; 
the  compartments,  which  were  iantastically  chased,  and  rich  in  gilding, 
served  as  a  fhune-work  to  pictures  in  the  manner  of  Watteau,  and 
probably  by  the  hand  of  one  of  his  pupils.  The  ceilings  were  similar 
m  taste,  and  described  some  exploits  of  Jupiter,  whose  representative 
was  the  monarch  himself,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  day.  The 
only  light  in  each  of  these  apartments,  proceeded  from  a  lamp  shaded 
by  green  silk,  that  diffused  its  mellow  and  softened  raj's  around,  and 
tnrew  a  brilliant  and  dazzling  effulgence  on  the  table.  Along  the 
centre  were  ranged  the  dealers  and  bankers;  and  before  them  heepa 
of  gold  and  silver,  and  biUeti  de  banc,  and  red  and  white  counters, 
their  representatives.  On  both  sides  were  the  players ;  and  the  broad 
glarci  shadowless  and  impending,  displayed  their  features.  Many  of 
them  were  known  to  me  by  name.  There  was,  with  his  noble  and 
portly  figure  and  countenance,  much  resembling  the  busts  of  Charles 

fox,  the  late  Earl  of  T ,  who  with  perfect  lang-froid  lost  his 

twenty-five  thousand  pounds  a-year,  and  thought  the  only  use  of 
money  was  to  boy  pieces  of  ivory  marked  with  numbers  on  them,  and 
that  the  next  pleasure  in  life  to  winning,  was  to  lose.  To  his  right 
was  B—  H— — ,  with  his  handsome  profile,  Hyperion  locks,  and 
unmeaning  red-and-white  face,  incapable  of  an  expression  either  c^ 

joy  or  chagrin  ;  Lord  M ,  who  went  by  the  sobriquet  of  Pire  la 

Chaise  ;  S ,  bent  double  with  care,  and  wrinkled  with  premature 

dd  age  ;  the  young  and  emaciated  Lord  ¥ ,  the  only  one  of  his 

&mtly  who  resembles  his  father,  and  inheriting  from  him  the  same 
propensity :  and  by  his  side  Benjamin  Constant,  whose  ardent  spirit, 
like  the  volcano  under  Vesuvius,  was  for  ever  breaking  out  in  the 
excitement  of  love,  or  politics,  or  play;  his  hair  was  grey,  as  if 
scorched  by  the  working  of  his  brain ;  his  ftame  consumed  as  by  an 
inward  fire ;  his  cheek  Uoodleas  as  that  of  a  corpse,  for  which,  bat  for 
his  eye,  he  might  have  been  taken  ;  — there  was  a  desolateness  in  every 
trait  of  his  countenance,  and  a  nervous  sensibility  accompanied  every 
cast  of  the  die  that  it  was  painful  to  witness.     These  were  some  of 

the  eripet  party.     The  Prince  M was  not  among  them  :  he  had 

found  more  attractive  metal — was  closeted  in  a  cabinet  at  6carte. 

For  some  hours  I  looked  on,  as  an  indifferent  spectator.  I  had 
come  fortified  by  a  long  colloquy  held  with  myself,  the  result  of 
which  was  a  determination  not  to  be  duped.  I  had  had  too  much 
experience  of  the  world  to  fall  into  the  snare — I  had  resisted  many 
worse  temptations — I  knew  too  well  the  chances  to  risk  even  the  few 
napoleons  cautiously  put  into  mypurse.  "  Facilis  descensus  Avemi," 
■ays  the  poet.  Insensibly  I  took  an  interest  in  the  game.  I  flattered 
my  self-vanity  by  tliinldng  that,  when  such  a  one  Uirew  in,  I  should 
not  have  been  on  the  eontn,  or  should  have  withdrawn  my  money 
before  he  <tw&i/,— that  I  should  have  taken  the  odds,  or  betted  them 
di&rently  from  Lord  This  or  Monsieur  TeU  In  short,  for  me  the 
veil  of  fais  was  lifted,  the  mysteries  of  play  revealed,    I  alone  was 
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iDBpired ;  and  bo  for  once  it  was  to  prove.  One  of  the  circle  left  his 
■eat,  and  I  filled  up  the  vacancy.  I  sat  writhing  till  my  turn  <»ine. 
All  had  thrown  out,  and  all  had  backed  the  casters.  I  now  took  tbe 
box  :  by  my  clumsy  way  of  handling  it,  and  shaking  the  dice,  it  was 
perceived  that  I  was  a  tyro.  And  now  the  contre  was  covered  with 
gold  and  notes  :  "  Seven  V'l  cried  ;  "  eleveo  's  the  nick  1"  I  changed 
the  main  :  still  my  luck  continued.  In  short,  I  threw  in  nine  times, 
leaving  all  niy  winnings  to  accumulate,  and  found  myself  in  possession 
of  twenty-four  thousand  francs.  It  was  now  suggested  to  me  that  the 
bank  was  only  responsible  for  twelve  thousand.  Twice  more  did  I 
tempt  Fortune,  and  with  equal  success ;  and  then  handed  over  the  box, 
and  gave  up  my  place  to  a  new  comer ;  and,  without  any  one  seeming 
to  notice  my  departure,  betook  myself  to  my  apartment — but  not  to 
sleep.  I  was  in  a  fever  of  delight;  visions  more  enchanting  than 
those  of  Eldorado  visited  my  couch.  I  had  found  the  magic  wand, — 
had  gained  the  golden  branch  in  the  Mneid, — opened  to  myself  a 
mine  of  wealth, — an  inexhaustible  treasure.  At  daybreak  I  raised 
myself  in  the  bed,  and  counted  it, — arranged  in  heaps  the  glittering 
treasure.  I  had  all  Paris  in  my  hand !  I  would  have  an  hotel,  I  would 
have  horses,  carriages,  all  that  wealth  could  purchase  should  be  mine. 
That  gold  which  others  sighed  for,  toiled  for,  sinned  for,  was  mine, 
easily  obtained,  and  won  expressly  to  be  spent.  Horace,  when  in  his 
poetic  dream  of  immortality  he  cried  "  Album  mutor  in  alitem,"  and 
soared  above  the  heads  of  the  admiring  world,  felt  no  raptures  com- 
pared with  mine. 

My  success  was  soon  blazoned  abroad,  and  my  gaina  exaggerated. 
In  the  course  of  the  day  i  had  a  visit  of  congratulation  from  the 
prince.  "  There  is  a  f^te  and  ball  at  Frascati,"  said  he,  on  takingieave ; 
"  you  will  be  there  ?"  There  was  a  devilish  smile  on  his  face.  It  vras 
the  first  time  I  had  ever  seen  him  smile.  '.- 

It  was  ten  o'clock,  and  that  temple  of  Circe  was  flooded  with  light, 
and  filled  with  women  and  men  of  all  ages ; — no,  not  of  all,  for  one  of 
the  conditions  of  admission  is,  besides  being  well  dressed,  that  a  .per- 
son must  be  ^age.  Le  Jeu  bas  no  objection  to  the  gold  of  a  fadier, 
a  lover,  or  a  husband ;  but  he  disdains  the  pocket-money  of  a  minor. 
He  has  a  great  respect  for  all  the  decencies  of  life :  he  re<{uires  a 
well-filled  purse  and  an  elegant  toilette.  Enter,  ye  rich  and  lively ! — 
come,  and  welcome  !  There  is  sure  to  be  gold  where  there  are  wo- 
men, and  woman  where  there  is  gold. 

At  the  entrance  of  this  hell,  the  laquais,  after  a  scrutiny  of  my 
person,  took  my  hat,  and,  by  means  of  an  iron  instrument  attached  to 
a  long  pole,  with  a  practised  dexterity  lii^ed  it  to  p^  200,  where  it 
assumed  its  place  in  the  well- marshalled  ranks  of  its  comrades.  I 
afterwards  observed  that  it  was  the  only  thing  most  of  the  owners 
carried  away  with  them. 

The  first  room  was  occupied  by  a  roulette  table.  The  grand 
saloon, — of  which  there  is,  or  was,  an  admirable  picture  in  the  Oxford 
Street  Bazaar,  containing  the  well-known  portraits  of  very  many  who 
frequented  it, — is  dedicated  to  rouge  et  notr,  or  irttUe  et  guanuiU,  and 
was  encircled  two  or  three  deep  by  a  crowd  of  both  sexes,  all  pre- 
serving a  profound  silence,  only  interrupted  by  the  Messieurs,  JaUa 
voire  Jeu  ! — Lejevi  est  fait  f — Bun  plus  !  of  the  dealer ;  for  the  noise  <^ 
the  raUiers  that  had  shovelled  the  gold&nd  five^ftaoc  pieces  into  a  heap 
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had  ceased,  and  all  were  breathleuly  awaiting  Uie  ang>.  Th&coup  was 
made:  ^narante,'  Rouge  gagne.  It  was  then  a  horrid  sight  to  mark 
the  expression  of  the  different  feelings  that  agitated  this  assembly — 
this  Pandsmonium  t  Some  tore  their  hair  from  their  heads  in  hands- 
iul, — some  gnashed  their  teeth  lilce  the  damned  in  the  Sistine  chapel, 
— others,  their  eyes  almost  starting  out  of  their  sockets,  uttered  hor- 
rid oaths,  and  hlasphemous  exclamBtions,— 4nd  one,  who  had  his  hand 
in  his  hreast,  withdrew  it,  dyed  in  blood,  without  being  sensible  of  the 
wounds  his  nails  had  indicted  I  But,  as  if  this  spectacle  of  tortured 
and  degraded  humanity  were  not  enough,  it  was  still  more  appalling 
to  observe  the  coantenaoces  of  the  women,  who  had  staked  their  last 
louis  on  the  turn  of  the  card  I  Their  splendid  dresses,  their  silks  and 
gauze,  their  cacA«ffltre*  de  Flnde,  that  glitter  of  gold  and  gems  their 
necklaces  of  pearl,  and  ear-rings  of  diamond,  —  all  that  serves  to 
heighten  and  embellish  beauty,  by  a  horrid  contrast  only  gave  them 
a  greater  deformity,  reminding  us  of  Pauline  Borghese  on  her  death- 
bed daubing  her  cadaverous  cheeks  with  rouge,  and  tricking  herself/ 
out  in  the  same  magnificent  costume  she  had  worn  in  the  Tuileries 
when  she  shone  the  wonder  and  admiration  of  Paris ;  assuming 
in  the  last  agonies  of  dissolution  the  voluptuous  attitude  she  had 
chosen  for  that  masterpiece  of  art,  that  wonderful  creation  of  the 
greatest  of  modem  sculptors,  Caaova. 

Oh  !  that  these  Phrynes  could  at  that  moment  have  seen  in  the  mir- 
rors that  on  all  sides  reflected  them,  their  hollow  eyes— their  violet 
lips — their  livid  cheeks  I  The  snakes  of  Leonardo's  Medusa  would 
have  made  them  perfect.  No ;  they  had  no  eyes  or  ears  but  for  that 
hideous  old  Sultan  whose  seraglio  they  had  formed, — le  Jeu. 

The  rouge  et  ttoir  table  being  thus  agreeabb/  filled,  I  sat  down  to 
roulette,  and  placed  before  me  my  packet  of  notes ;  being  determin- 
ed this  time  to  break  the  bank,  I  turned  some  of  my  biiUts  into 
gold,  and  began,  during  the  revolutions  of  the  wheel  of  Fortune,  to 
cover  the  cyphers.  Sixty-two  times  the  original  stake  would  be  good 
interest  for  less  than  as  many  seconds !  Now  for  my  inspiration — but 
this  time  my  spirit  of  prophecy  had  fled.  There  was  no  prize  for  me. 
The  ball  still  made  its  accustomed  rounds,  and  lost  itself  in  some 
number  where  I  had  no  stake :  now  it  hounded  along,  and  hung  sus- 
pended like  a  bird  hovering  over  its  nest;  and  then,  just  as  it  was 
about  to  crown  my  wishes,  took  a  new  spring,  and,  with  a  provoking 
coquetry,  lavished  its  favours  on  one  who  had  not  courted  them  with 
half,  perhaps  only  the  twentieth  part,  of  the  fervour  I  had  done. 
Sometimes,  as  if  to  lead  me  on  io  the  pursuit,  she  tantalised  me  by 
hiding  herself  in  the  next  number  to  that  I  had  chosen  ;  and  then,  the  ^ 
succeeding  minute  crushed  all  my  hopes,  and  reduced  them  to  no- 
thing, with  some  zero,  rouge  or  zero  blanc,  or  the  double  misery  of 
two  zeros. 

I  now  gave  up  the  lottery  of  numbers,  and  betook  myself  to  that  of 
colours.  Still  I  was  no  divuier.  If  I  mode  black  my  favourite,  there 
was  sure  to  be  a  run  on  red ;  and  vice  vend.  I  lost  my  coolness — my 
temper,  I  doubled  my  stakes, — trebled  them.  Still  the  ratUert  did 
their  merciless  office ;  the  croajners  still  with  imperturbable  non- 
chalance swept  into  a  gulph,  from  which  was  no  return,  my  notes  and 
gold.  In  short,  in  a  few  hours,  I  was  not  only  stript  of  all  my  win- 
nings, but  had  borrowed  of  one  of  the  lackeys  three  thousand  francE, 
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which  I  wu  to  return  tbe  next  morning,  with  a  premium  of  two  per 
cent.  He  wu  one  of  the  myrmidons  <^  the  utton  dtt  hrangtrt,  and 
knew  t  had  the  attrfe,  and  that  the  loan  was  a  saie  one ;  nay,  he 
pretsed  me  to  borrow  more  :  but — oie,jam  tatitf — I  hurried  to  taj  por- 
ter's lodge,  and  thence  to  my  apartment,  but  in  a  widely  different 
mood  to  ^at  in  which  I  had  entered  it  the  night  before.  All  the  acenes 
of  wealth  and  riches  that  my  imagination  had  conjured  up,  had  var- 
nished. I  had  horrid  dreams.  The  curtain  was  withdrawn ;  ttshowed 
me  the  sad  reality  of  all  that  had  happened,  and  all  that  was  to 
bttwen. 

%e  next  day  I  locked  my  room>door,  and  held  a  long  dialogue  with 
my  conscience.  I  felt  two  powers  at  work  wttbin  me — two  tndina- 
tioDi  striving  for  mastery — two  persons,  as  it  were,  one  acting  gainst 
and  in  spite  of  the  other.  I  endeavoured  to  arm  myself  against  my- 
self. It  was  a  violent  atrunle  between  the  principles  of  good  and 
eviL  Whether,  like  Hercules,  I  should  have  made  the  same  choice, 
I  know  not ;  but  vice  never  wants  for  arguments  or  supporters,  and 
in  the  afternoon  came  an  invitation,  by  one  of  his  emisaaries,  from  the 
prince,  to  dine  with  him.  My  foible — the  rock  on  which  I  have  made 
shipwreck — has  been,  that  I  never  could  say,  no.     I  accepted  iu 

Besides  the  inseparables,  were  present,  ni  this  occasion,  a  IVusNan 
colonel  and  a  Polish  count.  The  dinner  was  recherche ;  the  dishes 
having  been  sent  from  difiereot  reitawants  famous  for  their  atrnnet 
the  ravioU,  for  instance,  from  an  Italian  house,  and  the  onteleOe  Rtute 
ftoio  the  eafi  de  Parit,  Tbe  mock  and  real  champagne  were  well 
iced,  and  the  Chambertin  a  bouquet  of  violets.  I  endeavoured  to  find 
a  Lethe  in  tbe  glass,  which  circulated  freely,  though  it  only  circu- 
lated ;  for  the  prince,  on  the  plea  of  health,  drank  lemonade,  and  hii 
guests,  as  the  Italians  gay,  baptised  their  Lafitte  with  water.  Two 
nights  such  as  I  had  passed  did  not  diminish  tbe  effect  of  the  wine ; 
and  when  it  was  proposed  to  play  at  faro,  though  I  knew  nothing  of 
the  game,  I  made  no  objection.  It  was  suggested  that  the  baron  shouM 
be  ^nker.  He  had  come  ready  prepared;  opened  his  strong  box, 
and  produced  his  five  hundred  loufs.  The  practised  neatness  with 
which  he  turned  up  the  cards,  the  accuracy  of  his  calculations,  and 
correctness  of  his  accounts,  might  have  excited  the  admiration  of 
any  crottfner  at  the  aaion  ;  certainly  none  of  them  understood  his  mt- 
tier  better.  I  began  with  very  email  stakes,  which  were  unlimited. 
Isoon,  however,  followed  the  example  of  the  cirete,and  played  higher. 
I  lost.  The  two  strangers  appeared  to  lose  also,  and  retired  at  an 
early  hour. 

I  had  added  one  hundred  louis  to  the  baron's  capital.  Whilst  I  was 
in  search  of  my  hat  to  make  my  escape,  A baa  been  employed  in 

Ereparing  an  §cart£  pack,  and  offered  to  give  me  my  rewotche  /  our 
ost  encouraging  me  to  take  it  by  saying  he  would  back  me. 
I  sat  down ;  and,  as  the  prince  was  interested  in  the  result,  I  asked 
hii  advice,  but  be  told  me,  be  never  gave  or  took  it.  My  adveraary 
had  an  extraordinary  run  of  luck, — almost  always  voled  me  whoi 
I  did  not  propose,  and  scored  the  king  so  often  that  I  could  not  help 
observing  it.  The  prince  in  the  mean  time  walked  about  the  room, 
occasionally  looking  over  my  cards;  at  length  he  declined  partid- 
paUng  in  my  stakes,  and  betted  with  me  largely  on  bis  own  account, 
III  fiwtune  continued  to  pursue  me ;  still  I  [riayed  higher  and  b^er, 
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till  my  Bcore  had  swelled  to  a  frightful  amount.  My  immente  louea 
aobered  me,  and  I  then  had  toy  auspiciong  that  all  was  not  right. 
Oj^Kwite  to  the  table  was  a  mirror  over  the  chimney,  which  extended 
from  the  marble-slab  to  the  ceiling.  I  was  fronting  it,  when  I  per- 
ceived by  the  reflection,  the  prince  standing  over  my  shoulder:  he 
was  taking  snu^  and,  in  the  act  of  so  doing,  raised  up  his  fingers  in 
a  manner  that  excited  my  attention.  I  now  determined  to  watch 
the  pair  more  closely.  I  observed  ^at  the  German  always  awaited 
the  sign  before  be  deeded  on  proposing  or  refusing;  and  once  In- 
advertently  did  so,  without  even  looking  at  his  own  hand.  It  is  true, 
we  were  both  at  four,  but  I  had  not  an  atout  or  court-card  :  the  con- 
sequesce  was,  that  I  lost  the  game.  It  was  now  clear  that  I  had 
fkllen  into  the  hands  of  sharpen.  I  found  myself  minus  thirty  thou- 
sand francs.  Throwing  down  the  pack,  I  got  up,  and  walked  about 
the  room  for  some  time,  in  order  to  collect  my  thoughts  and  consider 
bow  to  act.  Though  confident  of  baviug  been  cheated ;  almost  un- 
known as  I  was  in  Paris,  I  was  aware  it  would  not  be  easy  to  con- 
vince their  numerous  and  powerful  friends  of  the  fact.  I  therefore 
determined  to  pay  the  money,  and  insult  one  or  the  other  so  grossly 
that  he  must  give  me  ray  revatieAe  in  a  diSerent  way.  Thinking  thu 
the  scheme,  however  concocted,  had  been  put  in  execution  at  the 
prince's  own  house,  and  that  it  was  rendered  still  blacker  by  a  breach 
of  hospitality,  I  made  choice  of  him  with  perfect  self-possession.  I 
asked  for  pen,  ink,  and  paper;  and  having  written  cheques  payable 
on  demand  at  my  bankers'  in  London  for  the  par  nobUe/rtUrvm,  I 
turned  to  the  prince,  and  said,  presenting  him  with  his  share  of  the 
plunder,  "  Monsieur,  voili  votre  argent:  vous  savez  comment  il  €tait 
gagne."  Running  his  eye  over  the  amount  to  ascertain  if  it  were 
correct,  he  carefully  folded  up  the  paper,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket ; 
and  then,  with  imperturbable  coolness,  turned  to  me,  end  said, 
"  Monsieur,  vous  m'avez  insult^,  et  vons  me  ferez  I'honneur  de  m'en 
rendre  raisoo."  "  Tr^s,  tr^  volcm tiers,"  I  replied ;  "  c'est  ce  que  je 
^^lerchois."  "  The  sooner  the  better,"  said  the  prince ;  "  I  will  leave 
my  friend  the  baron  to  settle  the  preliminaries."  With  these  words 
he  walked  slowly  to  tlie  door,  and  lef^  me  with  his  associate.  He 
had  not  been  gone  more  than  a  few  minutes,  when  the  PoHsh  count, 
who  was  lodging  in  the  same  hotel,  (it  was  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix,) 
and  had  ^ust  returned  from  some  orgies,  made  his  appearance,  pro- 
bably thmking  to  find  us  still  engaged  in  play.  The  baroD,  witlraut 
entering  into  particulars,  immediately  explained  to  him  that  the 
prince  and  myself  had  had  a  serious  misunderstanding,  and  that  it 
had  ended  in  his  claiming  satitfactioD.  I  was  not  sufficiently  intimate 
with  any  one  in  Paris  to  disturb  him  at  that  hour  in  the  morning; 
and,  thinking  it  a  mere  formality  to  have  a  second,  readily  asked  the 
count  to  be  my  friend.  He  consented  with  the  best  grace  imaginable. 
It  was  DOW  explained  to  me,  that  it  is  the  custom  (though  1  believe 
aucb  is  not  the  case)  for  the  challenger  to  choose  his  own  we^tons. 

"  The  prince,"  observed  the  baron,  "  has  two  blades  of  the  finest 
Spanish  steel ;  they  are  beaudfully  watered,  and  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
look  at  them.  They  have  never  yet  been  used :  Monsieur,"  added 
he,  addressing  the  count,  "  shall  have  his  choice."  All  this  was 
sud  with  the  utmost  nonchalance,  as  though  he  had  been  only  treat- 
ing <£  a  trial  of  skill,  and  not  a  dud  d  roatratwe. 
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I  had  aever  taken  a  fencing-lesBon  since  I  was  at  school,  and 
then  only  for  a  few  months  of  old  Angelo.  The  prince  I  knew  to 
be  almost  as  dexterous  in  the  art  as  a  maitre  darmet-  The  firat 
qualification  for  an  accomplished  gambler  is  to  be  a  duellist;  foils 
were  at  that  moment  lying  in  a  comer  of  the  room,  and  he  had  pro- 
bably been  practish^  the  very  day  before ;  indeed  it  was  alnMMt  the 
only  exerciae  he  took  at  any  time. 

To  hare  made,  however,  my  want  of  skill  a  plea  for  the  adoptiim 
of  pistols,  might)  I  knew,  be  answered  by  the  baron's  professing  the 
prince  to  be  the  worst  of  shots ;  besides  its  being  a  deviation  froca 
the  established  rule  in  such  cases  for  roe  to  have  a  voice. 

Strange  to  say,  I  felt  little  uneasiness  on  the  subject :  I  had  a 
quick  eye,  great  activity,  and  superior  physical  strengtii ;  and  I  had 
heard  that  the  most  expert  fencer  is  often  at  a  loss  to  parry  the 
detennined  assault  of  an  aggressor,  even  though  he  should  hardly 
know  the  use  of  his  weapon.  A  sensci  too,  of  my  wrongs,  and  a 
desire  of  revenge,  added  to  that  moral  courage  in  which  I  was  never 
deficient,  rendered  me  bold  and  confident. 

It  was  DOW  broad  daylight.  The  Jiacre  rattled  up  to  the  door,  and 
the  count  and  I,  got  into  it;  the  prince  following  in  bis  cabriolet,  ac- 
companied by  A .    We  drove  through  the  Chaa^ Elysieg,'psi6SieA 

the  Pott  Mailht,  and,  without  meeting  a  single  carriage,  arrived  at 
our  destination.  If  there  were  ever  a  spot  where  a  lover  of  nature 
might  die  almost  without  regret,  it  is'  this  favourite  resort  of  the 
beau  monde  of  Paris.  Avenues  ankle-deep  in  sand,  cut  into  strai^t 
lines  i  alUeg  without  verdure,  that  lead  to  nothing ;  a  wood  without 
trees.     Such  is  the  Boia  de  BouJogne. 

The  coachman,  who  had  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  localities,  and 
the  object  of  our  morning  ride,  pulled  up  at  a  spot  where  four  roads 
met;  and,  having  alighted,  we  followed  an  ill-defined  path  for  a  few 
hundred  yards,  till  we  came  to  an  opening  in  the  brushwood  that 
was  scarcely  above  our  heads.  It  had  served  for  a  recent  encounter, 
for  I  perceived  the  prince  step  on  one  side  to  avoid  a  stain  of  blood 
on  one  of  the  tufts  of  grass  that  here  and  there  rose  ranldy  among 
the  sand.  He  appeared  not  to  notice  it,  and  continued  to  talk  on 
indifferent  subjects  to  his  companion. 

Having  received  our  swords,  all  new,  and  bright,  and  glittering, 
as  the  baron  promised  they  should  be,  and  tak^n  up  our  ground, 
without  waiting  to  cross  blades,  I  precipitated  myself  on  my  adver- 
sary, and  endeavoured  to  beat  down  his  guard :  so  impetuous  was 
my  onset,  that  he  retreated,  or,  rather,  I  drove  him  before  me  for 
several  yards.  Those  who  have  not  experienced  it,  may  conceive 
what  a  strange  grating  sensation  the  meeting  of  two  pieces  of  steel 
produces ;  hut  they  cannot  be  aware  how  it  quickens  the  pulse,  aad 
that  there  is  in  every  electric  shock,  such  fierce  rage,  and  hatred, 
and  revenge,  as  burnt  within  me  then.  Still,  however,  the  prince 
parried  my  thrusts,  and  kept  me  at  arm's  leogtii.  All  I  now  remem- 
ber is,  that  I  made  a  last  desperate  lunge — that  I  almost  lOst  my 
balance — that  I  felt  the  point  of  my  adversary's  sword  enter  my  sidct 
and  then  a  film  came  over  my  eyes.  When  I  awoke  from  this  trance, 
1  found  myself  in  a  crowded  hospital,  with  a  S<ew  de  CkariU  leaning 
over  me. 
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BEDDY  o'drtscull,  bcboolkaster,  etc,  to  the  sditob. 

Waler-grats-hai,  iOA  March. 
SiK, — In  aniwer  to  your  application  for  further  Ecrape  of  the  late 
P.  P.,  and  in  reply  to  your  just  reproof  of  my  remisGness  in  forward- 
ing, as  agreed  upon,  the  monthly  supplies  to  your  Miscellany,  I  have 
only  to  plead  as  my  "  apology  "  the  "  faat  of  Lent,"  which  in  these 
parts  is  kept  with  such  rigour  as  totally  to  dry  up  the  genia!  moisture 
of  the  brain,  and  desiccate  the  iraXa  pu6pa  of  the  fancy.  In  "justice 
to  Ireland  "  I  must  add,  that,  by  the  combined  exertions  of  patriots 
and  landlords,  we  are  kept  at  the  proper  starving-point  all  the  year 
round ;  a  blissful  state  not  likely  to  be  disturbed  by  any  provisions 
in  the  new  Irish  "  poor  law."  My  correspondence  must  necessarily 
be^'awe  like  the  season.  I  send  you,  however,  an  appropriate  song, 
which  our  late  pastor  used  to  chaunt  over  his  red-herring  whenever 
a  friend  from  Cork  would  drop  in  to  partake  of  such  lenten  enter- 
tainment as  his  irugal  kitchen  could  afford. 

THE  SIGNS  OF  THE  ZODIAC. 

A   GASTRONOMIC AL   CHAUNT. 


Of  a.  tavern  the  Sun  every  month  takes  "  the  mo," 

And  a  dozen  each  year  wait  his  wishes ; 
One  month  with  old  Proui  he  takes  share  of  a  trout, 

And  puts  un  at  the  aijn  of  the  fishes.K 
"Tis  an  old-feshioned  inn,  but  more  quiet  within 

Than  THE  DDLL  0  Or  TUE  HON  ^l — lxill>  botstcroas ; 
And  few  would  fein  dwell  at  the  scorpion  ttI -hfltel. 

Or  THE  CRAB  S. ,  But  this  last  is  an  oyster-tionae. 

At  the  sign  of  the  scales  ^  fuller  measure  prevails ; 

At  the  a»M  T  the  repast  may  be  richer ; 
Old  Goiiihe  oft  wrote  at  the  sign  ofniECOiT.W 

Tho'  at  times  he  'd  drop  in  at  the  piTCHEa  ;  !K 
And  those  who  have  stayd  at  the  sign  of  the  N*n),l|If 

in  desirable  quartets  have  tarried ; 
While  some  for  their  sins  must  put  up  with  the  rwiNS,I] 

Having  had  the  mishap  to  get  married. 


But  THE  FISHES  K  combioe  in  one  mystical  sign 

A  moral  right  apt  for  the  banquet ; 
Aim]  a  practical  hint,  vnhlch  I  ne'er  saw  in  print, 

Tet  a  RochefoocauU  immim  I  rank  it  :— 
If  a  secret  I  'd  hide,  or  a  project  confide, 

To  a  comrade's  good  faith  and  devotion, 
Oh !  the  friend  whom  I  'd  wish,  though  he  drank  like  afah. 

Should  be  mule  as  the  tribes  of  the  ocean. 
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THE  ANATOMY  OF  COURAGE. 

BY   PBINCB  PDCKLKR  HDSKAU. 
IN   A   J.BTTER  TO   A   FBIKKD. 

As  for  the  ardcle  of  courage  and  its  various  manifestadoiiB,  it  is  a 
very  peculiar  thing;  I  have  thought  much  about  iti  and  observed  a 
great  deal ;  and  I  am  convinced  that,  except  in  rgmaDcea,  there  nr« 
very  few  men  who  at  all  times  show  distinguished,  and  none  at  all  who 
possess  perfect  courage.  1  should  esteem  any  man  who  maintained 
the  contrary  of  himself)  and  who  asserted  that  be  did  not  know  what 
fear  was,  a  mere  bra^art ;  but,  nevertheless,  1  should  not  consider 
it  my  duty  to  tell  him  so,  to  his  face.  There  are  endless  varietiet  oC 
courage,  which  may,  however,  be  comprised  under  three  general  dis- 
positions of  temperament,  and  six  principal  rubrics;  within  this  ar- 
rangement a  thousand  modifications  still  remain,  but  I  cannot  here 
pursue  them. 

We  come,  first,  to  three  sorts  of  that  courage  whidi  alone  can  be 
called  natural,  and  which,  like  all  that  nature  ^ves  direc^,  is  per- 
fect ;  that  is,  without  any  mixture  of  fear  so  loi%  as  it  butt,  and 
which,  therefore,  has  only  a  temporary  influence.     These  are, 

1.  Courage  from  passion,  such  as  love,  anger,  vengeance,  and  so 
forth, 

2.  FVom  hunger,  or  the  want  of  any  thing  indispensable  to  ex- 
istence. 

3.  From  hat»t,  whidi,  according  to  a  law  of  nature,  hardens  com- 
pletely against  particular  kinds  of  permanent  danger. 

All  the  others  are  artificial,  but  not,  therefore,  imperfect;  that  is, 
they  are  not  always  without  admixture  of  fear,  the  result  either  otB 
dawning,  or  an  dready  advanced  state  of  civilization.  They  may 
be  divided  into 

a.  Courage  out  of  vanity. 

b.  Out  of  a  feeling  of  himour. 

e.  Out  of  duty ;  under  which  head  may  be  reckoned  the  inspira- 
tion of  religion,  and  all  kinds  of  enthusiasm ;  which  is  also  closely  al- 
lied to  a.  At  last  we  come  to  the  physical  conformation  which  sup- 
ports courage,  or  renders  it  difficult  of  exhibition,  <a  puts  it  alto- 
gether out  of  the  question. 

(There  is  certainly  a  fourth  kind  of  courage,  in  some  measure  the 
s)iady  side  of  the  others, — courage  from  avarice.  I  omitted  it,  because 
it  is  rather  an  enormity,  and  can  only  produce  cnminals;  it  is,  there- 
fore, allied  to  madness,  of  which  I  do  not  speak  here.) 

They  are,  firstly,  a  strong  and  healthy  nervous  system,  and  a  san- 
guine temperament. 

Secondly,  a  weak  and  excitable  ctmstitution,  which  is  called  par 
txeeOenoe  a  nervous  constitution. 

Thirdly,  that  unfortunate  defective  formation,  prob^ly  of  the 
nerves  of  the  brain,  which  produces  an  unconquerwle  timidity,  be- 
comes real  suffering  and  a  regular  malady,  rendering  all  manifesto 
tions  of  courage  next  to  impossiUe. 

TliBt  these  divisions  are  subject  to  more  or  leas  modification,  and 
ohen  branch  <dF  into  each  odier  through  inward  motives,  or  external 
influences,  ftdlows  of  course.    I  will  in  few  words  toudi  vfoa  these 
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powers  in  their  general  and  univenal  operatioD,  and  examine  bow  the 
different  value  of  the  chief  combinations  are  classified. 

One,  two,  end  three,  I  give  up;  for  every  one  knows  that  with 
both  man  and  beast,  when  a  beloved  object  is  in  danger,  or  under  the 
influence  of  a  natural  impulse,  or  when  animated  by  a  blind  rage,  or 
pinched  b;  hunger,  instinct  alone  acts,  and  timidity  vanishes :  but  let 
the  exdtonent  cease,  and  the  courage  disappears  also.  When  full  of 
food,  the  lion  flees  before  the  feeblest  man ;  and,  when  the  hunger  of 
the  tenible  boa  is  quite  appeased,  it  may  be  laid  hold  of,  without 
danger.  It  fs  equally  well  known  that  habit  would  make  us  forget 
the  sword  suspended  over  our  heach  by  a  single  hair.  The  soldier, 
conttnuallj  in  battle,  is  as  indifferent  to  bnllets  as  the  boy  to  the  fly- 
ing ball :  and  yet  the  same  soldier  would  shudder  at  a  specie  of 
dmger  that  the  most  cowardly  spy  encounters  m  cold  blood,  and,  in 
■11  prt^biUt^,  would  feel  real  terror  if  he  were  compelled  (o  a  cchi- 
flict  with  a  tiger,  which  the  timid  Indian,  armed  with  a  short  sword, 
and  protected  only  by  a  green  shidd,  wilt  go  in  search  of  and  subdue. 
The  boldest  mariner  is  often  absurdly  fearful  in  a  carriage ;  and  I  have 
known  a  brave  officer  who  turned  pale  whenever  he  was  obliged  to 
leap  his  horse  over  a  hedge  or  a  ditch. 

But  the  case  is  very  differ^t  when  the  courage  of  civilizadon 
makes  common  cause  with  the  physical  disposition.  If  No.  1,  in  its 
hi^est  perfection,  be  conjoined  with  a,  b,  and  c,  it  is  easy  to  see 
that  the  mdividual  uniting  the  whole  will  be  the  bravest  possible  man ; 
when,  however.  No.  1  stands  alone,  precious  as  it  is,  in,  and  for  itself 
there  is  but  little  dependence  on  it.  The  weaker  No.  2,  united  to 
a,  &,  or  c,  is  a  rock  compared  to  it :  for  the  last  motives  have  this 
great  and  invaluable  quality — they  are  lasting,  while  No.  1  depends 
upon  time  and  circumstance  ;  and  then  will  produce  only  the  to-cailtd 
naturally  brave,  of  whom  the  Spaniards  say,  St  vxu  brave  in  Ut  dajf  f 
No.  1  reduced  to  bis  own  resources  would  perhaps  encounter  with 
vermilion  cheeks  aod  perfect  cheerfulness,  <bnger  that  would  make 
No.  2  +  a,  &,  or  IT,  pale  and  serious. 

Notwithstanding  this,  it  is  by  no  means  certain  whether  No.  1 
would  not  he  seized  with  a  panic  in  the  fight,  for  all  bis  red  cheeks; 
but  No.  2,  with  his  powerful  auxiliary,  certain  that  he  must  fight,  is 
quite  secure,  while  the  colour  returns  to  his  cheek  even  in  the  midst 
of  the  danger.  As  soon  as  fear  seizes  No.  1,  it  must  influence  his 
action ;  widi  No.  2  +a,^ore,  itisa  matter  of  indifference  whether 
he  feels  fear  or  no,  as  it  will  be  neutralized  by  the  permanent  aux- 
iliary qualifications,  and  its  influence  on  bia  actions  nullified.  And, 
although  No.  1  -I-  a,b,e,  must  always  remain  the  ttemnwn  peifietum, 
yet  No.  i  +  a,b,e,  will  sometimes  do  bolder  and  more  surprising 
things,  because  the  nervous  excitement  is  more  strongly  acted  on; 
especially  if  enthusiasm  be  brought  into  play. 

Hie  other  sex,  for  instance,  never  possess  any  other  than  this  spe- 
cies of  courage;  and  if  our  manners  h^d  not,  as  well  out  of  vanity,  as 
a  feding  of  honour  and  duty,  entirely  dispensed  with  courage  in 
them,  and  directed  their  whole  education  on  this  principle,  then  a 
lady.  No.  3  +  a  alone,  even  without  6  and  e,  would  certainly  have 
surpassed  the  bravest  man  in  point  of  courage,  and  would  probably 
have  been  victor  in  every  combat,  where  on^  this  courage  and  its 
cDduraace,  and  not  nmely  physical  strength  or  skill,  should  decide. 
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No.  1  gifted  also  with  a,b,c,  would  be  brave  sometimeB,  and  aome- 
times  not ;  if  No.  2,  bowever,  were  equally  a,  b,  e,  then  the  disadvan- 
tageous side  of  such  a  disposition  would  come  into  action,  and  No.  S 
would  in  this  case  be  a  regular  portion,  not  so  much  beemue  be  ntul 
be  such,  like  No.  3,  but  because  it  would  be  far  more  convenient,  and 
more  suitable  to  his  nature :  such  would  be  many  men  in  the  lower, 
and  the  whole  dear  sex  in  the  highest,  d^ree.  The  undeniably  cow- 
ardly  dispoBition  of  the  Jews  has  the  same  foundation.  We  luive  ao 
Icmg  denied  them  human  and  social  rights,  that  the  motives  of  vani^ 
and  the  sense  of  honour  can  operate  but  feebly  on  them,  while  that  of 
duty  in  relation  to  us  can  scarcely  exist  at  all.  Not?iing  but  cen- 
turies of  a  more  reasonable  and  humane  policy  can  render  this  other- 
wise. 

The  unfortunate  No.  3  would  only  be  courageous  in  two  predica- 
ments; in  half-frantic  religious  ecstacyi  or  in  despair,  itself  the  very 
extremity  of  fear,  when  he  might  reach  a  point  beyond  the  limits  of 
courage.  We  have  seen,  for  example,  people  destroy  themselves  out 
of  dread  of  death ! 

What  I  have  here  said,  little  as  it  is,  appears  to  me  sufficient  to 
point  out  a  mode  of  drawing  new  deductions  from  every  possible  com- 
bination ;  to  determine  their  relative  value ;  and,  what  is  most  impor- 
tant of  atl,  to  excite  ferther  reflectuns,  fhim  which  all  may  draw 
practical  benefit. 

You  may  think,  my  dear  friend,  that  I  could  not  occupy  myself 
with  subjects,  without  endeavouring  to  analyse  my  own  portion  of 
courage  ;  for  who  can  undertake  to  study  mankind  without  b^iBung 
and  ending  with  himself?  Are  you  curious  to  be  informed  on  dua 
point?  It  is  a  ticklish  thing;  but  you  know  that  I  have  a  pleasure  in 
being  candid,  and  therefore  willingly  withdraw,  at  times,  the  curtains 
of  my  most  secret  chamber,  to  afford  my  good  friends  a  glimpee. 
Listen,  then :  the  result  will  be  found  in  that  admired  Jutie  mUiat, 
which  certain  well-known  governments  have  discovered  without 
knowing  it,  and  find  that  it  answers  admirably  well,  because  it  may 
be  translated  by  the  German  word  mittel  mSsiigkeit,  (moderation,  <x 
mediocrity.)  This  is  just  the  case  with  me  also :  in  the  first  place,  I 
must  own  to  the  feminine  temperament  No.  2,  although  I  would 
rather  have  belonged  to  No,  1 ;  however,  laws  are  not  to  be  pre- 
scribed to  the  Creator;  and  to  say  of  myself  what  I  think,  without 
maintaining  it  aa  certtunly  demonstrated,  would  be  too  vain  on  my 
part :  fortunately,  in  addition  to  my  mediocre  No.  2, 1  possess  a,b,e, 
thoroughly,  at  least  in  a  high,  if  not  in  the  highest  degree. 

I  know  the  nervous  agitation  which  in  some  is  called  badifulnesa, 
and  in  others  fear,  as  do  many  who  would  not  perhaps  admit  it  so 
candidly;  but  it  does  not  conquer  me,  and  acts  merely  as  a  shower 
of  rain  does  on  a  man  wrapped  in  a  water-proof  cloak ;  the  water 
remains  on  the  surface,  and  does  not  penetrate.  I  have  before  sig- 
nified that  physical  conditions,  that  is,  stronger  or  weaker  condition  of 
the  nerves,  produce  great  variations,  particularly  in  the  dispositions 
1  and  2.  The  advantageous  effect  of  a  good  breakfast  on  the  courage 
has  become  proverbial  among  the  French  ;  and  all  those  who  are  ui 
the  least  "  nervous"  must  acknowledge  that  there  is  a  good  deal  of 
truth  in  it.  The  young  libertine  in  Gil  Bias  was  perfectly  in  the  ri^t 
to  answer,  when  he  was  called  at  five  in  the  morning  to  fight  a  duel, 
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'■  That  he  would  not  rise  at  such  an  hour  for  a  reodezroiu  with  a 
lady,  much  less  to  have  his  throat  cut  by  a  man;"  at  eleven  o'clock, 
when  he  bad  breakfasted,  and  was  thoroughly  awake — not  before — 
he  got  up,  went  out,  and  was  ran  through  the  body :  a  strong  illus- 
tration  oi'  the  folly  of  getUng  up,  too  soon.  However,  when  it  must 
be,  the  admirable  a,  b,  c,  can  conquer  even  distasteful  festing,  as 
they  can  everything  else,  whether  they  act  ti^ther  or  singly :  with 
the  help  of  this  m*  triplex,  niy  littleness  has  fought  its  way  very  com' 
fortably  through  the  world,  as  I  hope  it  will  continue  to  do,  without 
any  great  injury  accruing,  or  being  likely  to  accrae,  to  my  vanity,  my 
sense  of  honour,  or  my  sense  of  duty- 
Being,  in  addition,  half  poet  and  half  enthusiast,  even  the  courage 
of  rashness  was  not  unknown  to  me  in  my  youthful  days ;  notwith- 
standing which,  it  is  possible  that,  without  my  a,  b,e,l  might  have 
run  away  when  it  was  dangerous  to  stay. 

Now  that  I  have  grown  up  a  civilised  man,  I  observe  one  peculiar 
shade.  In  danger,  I  think  far  less,  sometimes  not  at  all,  of  the  danger 
itself;  but  I  am  afraid  of  my  fear;  that  is,  I  am  airaid  that  others 
should  observe  I  am  not  quite  so  much  at  my  ease,  as  my  vanity  and 
my  sense  of  honour  (duty  has  nothing  to  do  with  it)  require  1  should 
be.  At  the  very  moment  of  danger,  this  feeling,  as  well  as  every 
odier  that  can  be  called  anxiety,  cesses  of  itself,  because  action  makes 
stronger  claims  on  the  spirit's  strength,  and  the  weaker  affections  fall 
naturally  into  the  background.  This  weakness  (for  such  it  certainly 
is)  of  extreme  anxiety  respecting  the  opinion  of  men,  is  so  character- 
istic of  me,  that  I  feel  it  cootinualiy  whenever  I  am  called  upon  to 
do  anything  that  brings  me  under  observation, — for  example,  whether 
I  make  a  speech,  act  a  part,  or  encounter  mortal  danger.  Herewith 
must  not,  however,  be  reckoned  more  or  less  physical  excitement,  or 
when  natural  impulses  such  as  i,  ii,  iii,  come  into  play.  1  can,  with- 
out boasting,  affirm,  with  a  good  conscience,  that  the  mortal  danger 
is,  in  relation  to  the  others,  the  lightest  of  the  three;  and  you  will 
laugh  when  I  tell  you,  that  the  strongest  &t  of  timidity  that  ever 
seized  upon  me  was,  absurdly  enough,  on  one  occasion  when  1  was 
to  $itig  in  public  ! — an  unlucky  passion  that  possessed  me  at  one  time 
in  my  foolish  life,  and  which  I  renounced  merely  out  of  vexation  at 
this  ridiculous  hashfulness.  If  I  were  writing  about  another,  I  should, 
out  of  civility,  call  such  a  disposition,  only  an  exaggerated  sense  of 
honour, — at  most  vanity,  well-founded  vanity.  But  1  dare  not  flatter 
myself,  and  therefore  I  give  it  its  true  name, — the  fear  of  men ;  for 
bMhfulness  is  a  part  of  lear,  as  audacity  is  of  courage,  but  of  courage, 
so  to  say,  without  soul,  consequently  without  dignity,  aa  bashfulness 
is  fear  without  shame.  It  must  not  be  overlooked  that  the  greatest 
courage  cannot,  at  the  bottom,  dispense  with  audacity,  and  the 
greatest  men  in  profane  history  possessed  it.  Ii  is,  however,  one  of 
the  greatest  gifts  for  the  world;  and  many  deceive  through  their 
whole  lives,  by  the  help  of  audacity  alone.  It  is  not  necessary  to  say 
tliat  it  must,  however,  be  coupled  with  understanding,  and  so  applied 
as  we  must  in  public  go  decently  clothed.  1  am  sorry  that  I  nave 
it  not,  and  can  only  obtain  it  by  artificial  means ;  but  it  appears  to  me 
of  so  much  importance,  that  1  am  half  inclined,  dear  Schefer,  to 
favour  you  with  a  second  dissertation,  if  it  were  not  a  principal 
maxim  of  my  book  and  letter-writing  trade  not  to  give  too  much  of 
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what  ii  valuable.  Vou  are  quit  for  the  fear  tliia  time;  and,  as  joa 
are  but  too  well  acquainted  witli  me,  I  see  you  smile,  and  hear  yon 
diatinctlj  exclaim,  "  ADOtber  ikncy-iriece  to  look  like  truth."  Hj 
dear  Schefer,  a  good  conjurer  shows  all  the  cards,  and  jet  you  only 
■ee  what  be  pleases  to  let  vou.  You  and  the  Secret  Society  under- 
stand ine^  Like  WaUenstiem,  I  keep  my  last  word  m  peOo.  This 
is  my  last  but  one. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  COVER. 

(not  a  sport  I  no  omb.) 

My  dear  Mr.  Editor.  —  I  have  been  for  some  time  troubled  by 
a  slight  longing  to  illustrate  the  title>page  (or  rather  the  Cover  and 
its  pretty  paget)  of  the  Miscellany.  To-day  I  was  taken  suddenly 
worse  with  this  desperate  symptom  of  the  cocoetfte*  smfiewfi,  but  at 
length  being  safely  delivered  of  the  following  doggrel,  you  will  be 
glad  to  bear  that  I  am  now  ■■  as  well  as  can  be  expected." 

,  Ever,  my  dear  Mr.  Editor,  yours  trulyt 

R-J. 
THE  SONG  OF  THE  COVER. 

"  SiKO  B  soDg  of  half-a-crom — 

Lay  it  out  this  minute  : 
Buy  the  book,  for  half  the  town 

Want  to  know  what  'i  m  it. 
Had  yoQ  all  tbe  cam  of  Job, 

You  'd  then  forget  your  troubles," 
Cried  Cupid,  seated  on  the  globe. 

Busy  blowing  bubbles. 

Rosy  Summer,  pretty  Spring, 

See  them  scatterinR  flowers— 
"  Catch  nho  can !"  the  long  the;  sing : 

Hearts-ease  latl  in  shower*. 
Aulumo,  tipsy  with  the  grape. 

Plays  a  pipe  and  tsbor; 
Winter  imitates  the  ape, 

Hocking  at  his  neighbour. 

Bentley,  Boz,  and  Cmikshank,  stand. 

Like  expectant  peelers — 
"  Music  I  — "  Play  up  1 " — pipe  in  hand. 

Beside  the^uTaf  pillan  I 
Box  and  Cruiksbank  want  to  dance. 

None  for  frc^c  riper. 
But  Bentlev  makes  the  first  advance, 

Because  Be  "  psys  the  piper," 

"  Then  sing  a  song  of  hsIf-o.'Crown, 

And  make  a  merry  race  on't 
To  buy  the  book,  all  London  town ; 

There 's  wit  upon  the  /ace  on 't. 
Had  you  all  the  carei  of  Job, 

You  'd  then  forget  your  troublea," 
Cried  Cupid,  seated  on  the  globe, 

Bu^  blowii^  bubbles. 
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BT  TBI   AUTHOR  OF  **  MEFHISTOPHXtKH   IN  ENOLAMD." 

«  Ob  I  the  world 's  nothing  mon  dian  a  cobbler's  ilall, 
Stitch,  stitch,  hammer,  hainmer,  hammer  1 
And  matikiDd  are  the  boots  and  the  shots  on  thi  wall ; 
Stitch,  ititch,  hammer,  hammer,  hammer ! 
The  great  and  the  rich 
Nerer  want  a  new  stitch ; 
Tbej  fit  like  a  glove  before  and  behind. 
Are  polished  and  neat,  and  always  well  lined. 
And  thta  wear  till  the;  come  to  life's  coding : 
Bat  the  poor  and  the  mean 
Are  not  fit  to  b«  Men, — 
They  are  thinga  that  none  would  borrow  or  st«al, 
Are  out  at  the  t6e*,  and  down  at  the  heel. 
And  are  always  bevood  any  mendii^. 
So  the  world  s  nothing  more  than  a  cobbler's  stall, 

Stitch,  stitch,  hammer,  hammer,  hammer! 
And  mankind  m  the  boots  and  the  shoes  on  the  wall ; 
Stitch,  atitch,  hammer,  hammer,  hammer  I 

"  Jacob  I — Jacob  Kats,  I  say !"  exclaimed  a  shrill  female  voice. 

"Stitch,  Ititch,  hammer,  hammer,  hammer  I"  eoDtinued  the  singer. 

"  Are  jou  deaf,  mjnheer  ?" 

"  And  mankind  are  the  boots  and  the  shoes  on  the  wall." 

**  Do  leave  off  yoar  singing,  and  open  the  door ;  the  burgomaBter 
will  be  angry  that  I  have  stayed  so  long." 

"  Stitch,  stitch,  hammer,  hammer,  hammer !" 

'*  You  are  enough  to  provoke  the  most  patient  girl  in  Dort.  Open 
the  door,  Jacob  iGits  t  Open  the  door  this  instant,  or  you  shall  never 
have  any  more  work  from  me  t" 

"Ya?"  drawled  the  cobbler  interrogatively,  as  he  slowly  opened 
the  door  of  his  italL 

f  Is  this  the  way  you  behave  to  your  customers,  mynheer  ?"  asked 
a  sioartly- dressed,  plump-&ced,  pretty  little  woman,  in  rather  a  sharp 
tone  ; — "  keeping  them  knodung  at  the  door  tilt  you  please .  to  open 
it  ?    It 's  not  respectful  to  the  burgomaster,  Jacob  Kats  1" 

"  Ya  I"  replied  the  mender  of  leather. 

"  Her^  I  want  you  to. do  this  very  neatly,"  said  the  girl,  producing 
a  small  li^t  shoe,  and  pointing  to  a  place  that  evidently  wanted 
repairing. 

"  Ya  1"  said  Jacob  Kats,  examining  with  professional  curiosity  (he 
otiject  spoken  of.  a 

"  The  stitches  have  broken  away,  you  see ;  so  you  must  fiU  in> 
the  place  they  have  left,  with  your  best  workmanship,"  she  continued. 

"  Va  I"  he  responded. 

*<  And  mind  you  don't  make  a  botch  of  it,  mynheer  I" 

"Yal" 

"  And  let  me  have  it  in  an  hour,  for  the  burgomaster  has  given 
me  leave  to  go  to  a  dance." 

"Ytr 
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*<  And  be  sure  you  make  a  reasonable  chai^" 

«Ya." 

"  I  shall  be  back  in  an  hour,"  sud  the  little  woman,  u  she  opened 
the  door  to  let  herself  nut  of  tbe  stall ;  "  and  1  shall  expect  that  it 
will  be  ready  by  that  iJme ;"  and  away  she  went.  "  ¥s  I"  -relied 
Jacob  for  the  last  time,  as  he  prepared  to  set  briskly  about  the  job, 
Imowing  that  his  &ir  customer  was  too  important  a  personage  to  be 
disappointed.  "  It  is  not  every  cobbler  that  can  boast  of  being  em- 
ployed by  a  burgomaster's  nursery-maid,"  thought  Jacob;  and  Jacob 
was  right. 

Now  every  one  knows  what  sort  of  character  a  cobUer  is;  but  a 
Dutch  cobbler  is  the  beau  iiUal  of  the  tribe,  and  the  cobbler  of  Dort 
deserved  to  be  king  of  all  the  cobblers  in  Holland.  He  was -the 
finest  specimen  of  "  the  profession"  it  was  possible  to  meet  with ;  a 
profession,  by-the-by,  which  his  fore&thers  from  time  immemorial  had 
followed,  for  none  of  tliem  had  ever  been,  or  ever  aspired  to  be,  shoe- 
makers. Jacob  could  not  be  said  to  be  tall,  unless  a  height  of  five  feet 
-  one  is  so  considered.  His  body  was  what  is  usually  palled  *<  punchy  ;" 
bis  head  round  like  a  ball,  so  that  it  appeared  upon  his  shoulders  like 
a  Dutch  cheese  on  a  firkin  of  butter  ;  and  his  face,  having  been  wdl 
seamed  by  tbe  ravages  of  the  small-pox,  closely  resembled  a  battered 
nutmeg-grater,  with  a  tremendous  gap  at  the  bottom  for  a  mouth, 
a  fiery  excresceoce  just  above  it,  for  a  nose,  and  two  dents,  higher 
still,  in  which  were  placed  a  pair  of  twinkling  eyes.  It  will  easily  be 
understood  from  this  description,  that  our  hero  was  by  no  means 
handsome ;  but  his  father  and  his  grandfather  before  him,  had  been 
remarkable  for  tlie  plainness  of  their  looks,  and  therefore  Jacob  had 
no  earthly  reason  to  desire  to  put  a  better  face  on  his  business  than 
his  predecessors.  Much  cannot  be  said  of  his  dress,  which  had  little 
in  it  differing  from  that  of  other  cobblers.  A  red  woollen  <»p  othr- 
mented  his  head, — a  part  of  his  person  that  certainly  required  some 
decoration;  long  sleeves,  of  a  fabric  which  could  only  he  guessed  at, 
in  consequence  of  their  colour,  cased  his  arms;  half-a-dozen  waist- 
coats of  various  materials  covered  the  upper  part  of  his  body  ;  and 
his  nether  garments  were  hid  under  an  immense  thick  leather  apron, — 
a  sort  of  heir-loom  of  the  family. 

But  Jacob  had  other  habiu  beside  these;  he  drank  much — he 
smoked  more — and  had  an  equal  partiality  for  songs  and  pickled 
herrings.  Alone,  which  is  something  like  a  paradox,  he  was  the  most 
sociable  fellow  in  existence  ;  he  sang  to  himself,  he  talked  to  himself, 
he  drank  to  himself,  and  was  evidently  on  the  most  friendly  terms 
with  himself:  but  when  any  one  made  an  addition  to  the  society, 
he  became  tlie  most  ^e^e^ved  of  cobblers ;  monosyllables  were  all  be 
attempted  to  utter ;  nor  had  he  any  great  variety  of  these,  as  may  have 
been  observed  in  the  preceding  dialogue.  His  stall  was  his  kingdom  ; 
he  swayed  his  hammer,  and  ruled  his  lapstone  vigorously ;  and,  as  other 
absolute  monarchs  have  done, — in  his  subjects  he  found  hisfoo^.  His 
place  of  empire  was  worthy  of  its  ruler.  It  had  originally  been  an 
outhouse,  belonging  to  one  of  those  low  Gothic-looking  dwellings  with 
projecting  eaves  and  bow  windows  that  may  be  seen  in  the  unfashion- 
able parts  of  most  Dutch  towns ;  and  its  interior,  besides  a  multitude 
of  objects  belonging  to  the  trade,  contained  a  variety  of  other  matters 
peculiar  to  himself.  Such  spaces  on  the  walls  as  were  not  hidden 
from  view  by  superannuated  boots  and  shoes,  were  covered  with 
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coloived  prinU  from  dengm  b;  Ostade,  Tcniers,  and  othcvs,  repre- 
senting boon  drinking,  placing  at  cards  or  at  bowls,  and  Bimilar 
BubjecU.  Od  a  beavy  three-le^ed  stool,  tbe  throne  of  the  dynasty 
of  the  Kats,  sat  the  iUustrioiu  Jacob,  facing  the  window  to  receive 
all  the  advantages  tbe  light  could  give :  before  him  were  the  para- 
phernalia of  his  vocation :  on  one  side  was  a  curious  old  flask,  smell- 
ing strongly  of  genuine  Schiedam,  which  invariably  formed  "  a  run- 
ning accompaniment"  to  his  labours;  and  on  the  other  was  an  an- 
tique pipe,  short  in  the  stem,  and  having  a  bowl  on  which  tbe  head 
of  a  satyr  had  been  carved,  but  constant  use  for  several  generations 
had  made  (he  materia)  so  black,  that  it  might  have  been  taken  for 
the  frontiroiece  of  a  more  objectionable  personage. 

Jacob  Kats  had  been  diligently  waxing  some  flax  preparatory  to 
commencing  the  repairs  of  the  burgomaster's  nursery-maid's  shoe, 
occasionally  stopping  in  his  task  to  moisten  bis  throat  with  the  con- 
tents of  the  flask,  which,  either  from  a  prodigal  meal  of  pickled 
hcrrinf^  having  made  him  more  thirsty  than  usiul,  or  the  Schiedam 
iqipearing  more  excellent,  had  been  raised  to  his  mouth  so  often  that 
day,  that  it  had  tinged  his  nose  to  a  more  luminous  crimson,  and  had 
given  to  his  eyes  a  more  restless  twinkling,  than  either  bad  known 
for  some  time ;  when,  having  prepared  his  thread,  laid  it  carefully  on 
his  knee  ready  for  immediate  use,  and  placed  the  object  on  which 
bis  akin  was  to  be  exercised  close  at  hand,  he  turned  his  attention  to 
bis  pipe, — it  being  an  invariable  rule  of  his  progenitors  never  to  atr- 
tempt  anything  <^  importance  without  first  seeking  the  stimulating 
influAue  of  the  Virginiui  weed.  On  examining  his  stock  of  to- 
bacco, he  discovered  that  he  had  barely  enough  for  one  pipe. 

"  Donner  und  btitzen  !  no  more  ?  Bah  !  I  wish  to  the  Teufel  my 
|Hpe  would neverwant  refilling,"  exclaimed  the  cobbler  of  Dort,  filling 
the  bow]  with  the  remains  of  the  tobacco ;  and  then,  having  ignited  it 
vrith  tbe  assistance  of  flint,  steel,  and  German  tinder,  pufled.away  at 
tbe  tabe,  consoling  himself  with  the  reflection  that,  when  his  labour 
was  done,  he  should  be  able  to  procure  a  fresh  supply.  He  smoked 
snd  stitched,  and  stitched  and  smoked,  and  amoked  and  stitched 
again,  and,  while  bis  fumigations  kept  pace  with  his  arms,  his 
thoughts  were  by  no  means  idle ;  for,  to  tell  tbe  exact  truth,  he  be- 
came conscious  of  a  flow  of  ideas  more  numerous  and  more  am- 
bitious than  he  had  ever  previously  conceived.  Among  other  notions 
which  hurried  one  another  through  bis  pericranium,  was  one  par- 
ticularly interesting  to  himself.  He  thought  it  was  high  time  to 
attempt  something  to  prevent  the  ancient  family  of  the  Kats  be- 
coming extinct,  as  be  was  now  on  the  shady  side  of  forty,  enjoying 
in  single  blessedness  die  digoities  of  Cobbler  of  Dort,  and,  if  such  a 
state  continued,  stood  an  excellent  chance  of  being  the  last  of  his 
name  who  had  filled  that  honourable  capacity.  He  could  not  help 
condemning  the  taste  of  tbe  girls  of  his  native  town,  who  bad  never 
looked  favourably  upon  his  achantages  :  even  Maria  Van  Bree,  a  fair 
widow  who  had  signified  her  afiection  every  day  for  fitteen  years  by 
repeating  a  joke  upon  his  nose,  only  last  week  had  blighted  his 
dcnsrest  hopes  by  marrying  an  old  fellow  with  no  nose  at  all.  Jacob 
thought  (^  his  solitary  condition,  and  fancied  himself  miserable. 
He  iMcame  sentimental.  His  stitches  were  made  with  a  melancholy 
precision,  and  in  the  intensity  <tf  his  affliction  he  puffed  his  miserable 
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pipe ;  but,  u  long  was  the  medium  through  which  he  always  ex- 
pressed his  emotions,  his  grief  was  not  tuneless :  in  tones  that,  with- 
out any  exaggeration,  were  wretched  to  a  degree,  he  sung  the  fol- 
lowing exquisite  example  of  Dutch  sentiment: 

"  Acb  I  bad  ik  traneu  lion  ik  Hihreijen, 
De  smart  knaagt  mij  het  levea  af ; 
Neen  nanhoop  apaargeea  folte  nngeo, 
Stort  bij  Maria  mjj  in 't  graf." 

Which  is  most  appropriately  rendered  thus :  - 

"  Ah  !  had  I  tears,  so  &st  they  'd  spriog. 

Nought  from  these  eyes  the  flood  could  wipe  ont ; 
But  had  I  sonf^,  t  could  not  sing,— 
The  faUe  Maria 's  put  my  pipe  out." 

The  conclusion  of  this  pathetic  verse  brought  to  his  mind  the  extra- 
ordinary circumstance  of  bis  pipe  (the  one  he  had  been  smoking) 
coDtinumg  to  be  vigorously  puffed  long  after  it  had  usually  required 
replenishing.  He  might  have  exhausted  three  in  the  same  time. 
He  also  became  conscious  of  a  curious  buruiug  sensation  spreadiDg 
from  immediately  under  his  red  cap  to  the  very  extremities  of  his 
ten  toes.  The  smoke  he  inhaled  seemed  very  hot;  and  the  alarm 
which  his  observations  on  these  matters  created  was  considerably 
increased  by  hearing  a  roar  of  small  shrill  laughter  burst  from  under 
his  very  nose  I 

"  Donner  imd  blitzen !"  exclaimed  the  bewildered  cobbler,  as  lie 
took  the  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  and  looked  around  him  to  discover 
from  whence  the  sounds  proceeded. 

"Smoke  away,  old  boy  I  Smoke  away  I  You  won't  smoke  me 
out  in  a  hurry,  I  can  tell  ye." 

Jacob  directed  his  eyes  to  the  place  from  whence  came  this  strange 
address,  and  his  astonishment  may  be  imagined  at  perceiving  that 
the  words  wre  tillered  by  hit  /npe  /  The  lU-looking,  black  satyr, 
carved  on  the  bowl,  seemed  to  cock  his  eye  at  him  in  the  most  im- 
pertinent manner,  twisted  his  mouth  into  all  sorts  of  diabolical  gri- 
maces, and  laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  his  sooty  cheeks.  Jacob 
was,  as  be  himself  expressed  it,  "  struck  all  of  a  heap." 

"  You  know  you  wished  to  the  Teufel  your  pipe  would  never  re- 
quire refilling,"  said  the  voice  as  plainly  as  it  could,  while  laughing 
^1  the  time;  "so  your  desire  is  now  gratified.  Yon  may  smoke  me 
till  the  day  of  judgement." 

Jacob,  in  fear  and  trembling,  recalled  to  mind  his  impious  wish ; 
and  even  his  regret  for  having  been  jilted  by  the  widow  Van  Bree 
was  forgotten  in  the  intensity  of  his  alarm. 

"  Smoke  away,  Jacob  Kats  I — ^I  'm  full  of  capital  tobacco,"  conti- 
nued the  little  wretch,  with  a  chuckle. 

The  terrified  cobbler  was  thinking  of  refusing,  yet  too  much  afraid 
of  the  consequences ;  while  bis  tormentor,  distorting  his  hideous 
features  into  a  more  abominable  grin,  shrieked  out  in  his  shrill  treble, 

"  You  nuut  smoke  me— no  use  refusing  now .'  Here  I  am,  old  boy, 
with  a  full  bowl  that  will  never  bum  out — never,  never,  never  1  so 
you  'd  best  smoke."  And  then,  as  if  notiinng  his  indecision,  he  ex- 
clauued,  with  a  fresh  burst  of  horrid  laughter,  "  Well,  if  you  won't. 
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I II  make  you  :  so,  here  goes !"  and,  before  his  wretched  victim  was 
aware  of  the  manceuvre,  be  jumped  stem  foremogt  into  his  mouth. 

"  Now,  smoke  away,  old  boy,  or  worse  will  follow  I"  said  the  little 
satyr  threateningly. 

Jacob  was  in  such  a  state  of  finght  that  be  did  not  dare  to  refuse ; 
but  the  first  mouthful  of  smoke  he  inhaled  seemed  to  choke  him,  as 
if  it  was  the  burning  fumes  of  sulphur,  and,  gaspiog  for  breath,  be 
brushed  the  pipe  from  his  mouth. 

"  Smoke  away,  Jacob  I — capital  tobacco  I"  screamed  the  voice  in 
a  roar  of  more  fiendigh  mirth,  as  he  immediately  regained  his  position. 
In  vain,  with  one  hand  after  the  Other,  the  miserable  cobbler  knocked 
the  pipe  from  between  his  teeth:  as  fast  as  he  struck  it  away,  it 
returned  to  the  same  place.  "  Smoke  away,  old  boy  !"  condnued  his 
unrelenting  enemy,  as  oiiea  as  his  fits  of  laughter  would  allow. 
"  Smoke  away  I — capital  tobacco !" 

Jacob  Kats  seemed  in  despair,  when,  casting  his  eyes  upon  big  lap- 
stone,  a  way  of  getting  rid  of  the  accursed  pipe  presented  itself  to 
his  mind.  He  threw  down  the  grinning  demon  on  the  floor,  and  with 
his  lapstone  raised  above  his  head  was  about  to  crush  it  at  a  blow. 
"  Smoke  away,  old  boy !"  fixing  itself  again  firmly  between  his  teeth, 
before  Jacob  had  time  to  put  bis  intention  into  execution,  jeeringly 
continued  the  detested  voice ;  "  smoke  away  ! — capital  tobacco  P 

With  one  great  effort,  such  as  great  minds  have  recourse  to  on 
great  occasions,  Jacob  let  tiall  the  stone,  with  a  vigorous  grasp 
caught  hold  of  the  grinning  pipe,  and,  as  he  thought,  before  it  could 
make  a  guess  as  to  what  he  was  about  to  do,  dashed  it  into  a  thou- 
sand piece*  upon  the  lapstone  at  his  feet. 

"  Dooner  und  blitzen  1"  cried  the  delighted  cobbler ;  "  I  have  done 
fiir  yoanowr 

Alas  for  all  sublunary  pleasures  1 — alas  for  all  worldly  convictions  I 
— instead  of  his  enemy  being  broken  into  a  thousand  pieces,  it  was 
multiplied  into  a  thousand  pipes, — every  one  a  fac-simile  of  the  ori- 
ginal, each  possessing  the  same  impertinent  cock  of  the  eye,  each 
disclosing  the  same  satirical  twist  of  the  mouth,  and  all  lauding  like 
a  troop  of  hyenas,  and  shouting  in  chorus,  "  Smoke  away !  smoke 
mww,  old  boy  !^^:apital  tobacco  I" 

like  patience  of  a  Dutchman  may  be  great,  but  the  concentrated 
patience  of  all  Holland  could  not  stand  unmoved  on  so  trying  an 
occasion  as  that  which  occurred  to  Jacob  Kats.  He  saw  his  multi- 
tudinous tormentors  form  into  regular  rank  and  file,  and  then,  as  if 
his  EDOUth  bad  been  a  breach  which  be  bad  "  armed  to  the  teeth," 
they  presented  their  stems  like  so  many  bayonets,  and  charged  in 
milituy  fashion,  screaming,  laughing,  and  shouting,  in  a  manner 
sufficiently  terrible  to  scare  the  senses  out  of  all  the  cobblers  in 
Christendom.  Slowly  the  trembling  vrretch  retreated  before  the 
threatening  phalanx;  but  he  was  surrounded — his  back  was  against 
thfi  wall — there  was  no  escape ;  and  with  one  leap  the  enemy  were 
in  the  citadel.  Extraordinary  as  it  may  appear,  Jacob  did  not  lose 
his  presence  of  mind.  As  they  were  all  jostling,  and  giggling,  and 
crying  out  to  be  smoked,  the  unconquered  cobbler  firmly  grasped  the 
whole  mass  of  his  foes  in  both  his  hands  to  make  a  last  attempt  at 
their  destruction,  by  throwing  them  into  a  tub  of  water,  in  which  he 
soaked  his  leather,  that  happened  to  be  just  within  reach ;  but,  in 
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&  manner  inexplicabfe  to  him,  he  felt  that  the  more  vigorously  he 
grasped  them  in  a  body,  the  more  rapidly  they  seemed  to  sfarink 
from  his  touch,  till  nothing  was  left  but  ihe  original  pipe,  whidi 
auddenly  slipped  out  of  bis  hands. 

"W^  then,  you  twrn't  smoke  me,"  coolly  remarked  the  sooty 
demon ; — "  but,"  added  he,  in  tones  that  made  the  marrow  in  Jacob's 
bones  turn  cold  as  ice,  "  I  'll  buoke  tou  I" 

While  the  last  of  the  family  of  the  Kats  was  reflecting  upon  the 
meaning  of  those  mysterious  words,  to  his  increasing  horror  be  ob- 
aerred  the  well-smoked  features  of  the  satyr  gradually  swell  into  an 
enormous  bulk  of  countenance,  as  the  same  process  of  enlargement 
transformed  the  stem  into  legs,  arms,  and  body,  {uvpordonately  huge 
and  terrific  ;  but  the  monstrous  face  still  wore  its  orifpnal  expreraion, 
and  seemed  to  the  unhappy  Dutchman  as  if  he  was  looking  at  the 
cock  of  his  eye  through  a  microscope.  Without  saying  a  word,  the 
monster,  with  the  fioger  and  thumb  of  his  right  hand,  caught  op 
Jacob  Kats  by  the  middle,  just  as  an  ordinary  man  would  take  up  an 
ordinary  pipet  and  with  his  left  hand  twisted  one  of  his  victim's  legs 
over  the  other,  as  if  they  had  been  made  of  wax,  till  they  came  to  a 
tolerable  point  at  the  foot ;  then,  taking  from  a  capacious  pocket  at 
his  side  a  moderate-sized  piece  of  tobacco,  with  the  utmost  impu- 
dence imaginable,  he  rubbed  it  briskly  upon  Jacob's  unfortunate  noee, 
which,  as  would  any  fiery  nose  under  such  circumstances,  was  burn- 
ing with  indignation ;  and  the  weed  immediately  igniting,  as  the  poor 
cobbler  lay  with  his  head  down  gasping  for  breath,  he  thrust  the 
flaming  mass  into  his  mouth,  extended  a  pair  of  jaws  that  looked  like 
the  lock  of  the  Grand  Canal,  quietly  raised  Jacob's  foot  between 
them,  and  immediately  began  to  smoke  with  the  energy  of  a  steam- 
eo^e  t  Miserable  Jacob  Kats  I — what  agonies  he  endured  1  At 
every  whiff  the  inhuman  smoker  took,  he  could  feel  the  narcotic 
vapour,  hot  as  a  living  coal,  drawn  rapidly  down  his  throat,  throus'h 
his  veins  and  out  at  his  toes,  to  be  puffed  in  huge  volumes  out  ofuc 
monster's  mouth,  till  the  place  was  filled  with  the  smoke.  Jacob  felt 
that  his  teeth  were  red-hot, — that  his  tongue  was  a  cinder, — and  iMg 
drops  of  perspiration  coursed  each  other  down  his  burning  cheeks, 
like  the  waves  of  the  Zuyder  Zee  on  the  shore  when  the  tide 'a 
running  up.  Jacob  looked  pitiably  at  his  tormentor,  and  thought  he 
discerned  a  glimpse  of  relenting  in  the  atrocious  u^ness  of  his  phy- 
siognomy. He  unclosed  his  enormous  jaws,  and  removed  from  them 
the  foot  of  his  victim.  The  cobbler  o£  Dort  congratulated  himself 
on  the  approach  of  hie  release. 

"  Jacob  Kats,  my  boy  I"  exclaimed  the  giant,  in  that  quiet  patroi>- 
ising  Idnd  of  voice  all  great  men  affect,  carelessly  balancing  Jacob  on 
his  finger  and  thumb  at  a  little  distance  from  his  mouth,  as  he  threw 
out  a  long  wreath  of  acrid  smoke ;  "  Jacob,  you  are  a  capital  jMpe, — 
there 's  no  denying  tAat  You  smoke  admirably, — take  my  word  for 
it ;"  and  then,  without  a  word  of  pity  or  consolation,  he  resumed  his 
unnatural  fumigations  with  more  fierceness  than  ever.  Jacob  had 
behaved  like  a  martyr, — he  had  shown  a  spirit  worthy  of  the  Kats  in 
their  best  days  ;  but  the  impertinence  of  such  conduct  was  not  to  be 
endured.  He  would  a  minute  since  have  allowed  himself  to  have 
been  dried  into  a  Westphalia  ham,  to  which  state  he  bad  been  rapidly 
progressing,  but  the  insult  he  had  just  received  had  roused  the  ior- 
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mant  ipiTit  of  reutiaoce  in  his  nature ;  and,  while  €¥617  feature  in 
hii  tyrant's  amoky  face  seemed  tUuminated  with  a  thousand  sardonic 
grins,  having  no  better  veapon  at  hand,  Jacob  hastily  snatched  the 
red  cap  nff  his  head,  and,  taking  deliberate  aim  at  his  persecutor, 
flung  it  bang  Into  the  very  cock  of  his  eye.  The  monster  opened  his 
jaws  to  utter  a  yell  of  agony,  and  down  came  the  bead  of  Jacob  Kats 
upon  the  floor,  that  lefl  him  without  sense  or  motion. 

How  long  the  cobbler  of  Dort  remained  in  this  unenviable  situ- 
ation it  is  impossible  to  say,  but  he  was  first  recalled  to  consdousneas 
by  B  loud  knocking  at  the  door  of  his  stall. 

"  Jacob!  Jacob  Kate  I"  exclaimed  the  well-known  voice  of  his  &ir 
customer,  in  a  tone  of  considerable  impadence ;  and  Jacob,  raising 
himself  on  his  elbows,  discovered  that  he  had  fallen  back  off  his  stool ; 
and  the  empty  flask  at  his  side,  and  the  unfinished  work  on  his  lap, 
while  they  gave  him  a  tolerably  correct  nodon  of  his  condition,  did 
not  suggest  any  remedy  for  the  fatal  consequences  of  disappointing 
the  burgomaster's  nursery-maid.  It  is  only  necessary  to  add,  that, 
with  considerable  difficulty,  he  managed  to  satisfy  his  important 
patroness ;  but,  to  the  very  day  of  his  death,  Jacob,  who  proved  to  be 
the  last  of  the  long  dynasty  of  Kats  who  enjoyed  the  dignity  insepa- 
rable from  the  situation  of  Cobbler  of  Dort,  could  not,  with  any 
degree  of  satisfaction,  make  up  his  mind  as  to  whether  the  strange 
effects  he  had  that  eventful  day  experienced  had  been  caused  by 
extraordinary  indulgence  in  the  luxury  of  pickled  herrings, — or  too 
prodigal  allowance  of  Schiedam, — or  intense  diaappointment  for  the 
loes  of  the  widow  Van  Bree. 


AN  EPIGRAM. 

Om  Sabbath  mom  two  sisters  rise. 

And  eacb  to  chapel  goes; 
Fair  CaroUne  to  close  her  eves. 

And  Jane  to  e;e  bee  cloUies  (close). 


All  Flora's  friends  have  died,  it  seems,  beTore  bet:- 
1  wish  my  wiie  had  been  a  friend  of  flora! 
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FROM    THB  GREEK   OF   MtlSXDS. 

The  lamp  that  taw  the  loTen  side  bjr  aide 
In  furtive  clasp ;  tbe  swimmer  bold  o'  night* ; 
The  close  embrace  Aurora  never  spied, 
Siag  Muse  I  and  Seslos,  nest  of  their  delig[hti, 
Wheie  Hsro  watched,  and  Eros  bad  his  rites 
Duly  performed.     My  toag  is  of  Leander, 
Aod  lovingly  the  beacon-lamp  requites. 
Which  lured  him  o'er  the  ocean's  back  to  wander. 
Sweet  Hero's  meuage-li^t,  love's  harbinger  and  pandar. 
Zeus  should  have  placed  that  ngual-light  above, 

2ieir  love-iace  ended)  *niid  the  conitellatioDs, 
d  called  its  name  the  bridal  star  of  love. 
As  minister  of  rapture's  keen  sensatitniB, 
The  crenel,  b^  whose  aid  they  found  occasioiu 
Of  sleepless  nights — till  blew  the  fatal  blast- 
Come,  Muse  1  and  Joiu  with  me  in  lamentatiou 
For  that  clear  light,  by  which  love's  bidding  put. 

And  for  Leander'a  life,  extinguished  both  at  last. 
Sestos  is  opposite  Abydos,  near 
And  neighbour  cities — parted  by  the  sea : 
Love  with  one  arrow  scorched  a  virgin  there. 
And  here  a  youth ;  the  fairest  Hero  i^, 
Tbe  handsome  bachelor,  Leauder,  he. 
Stars  of  their  cities,  but  resembling  each 
The  other.     Sestos  keeps  her  memoiy 
Where  Hero's  lamp  was  wont  his  way  to  teach. 

And  for  Leander  moans  Abydos'  sullen  beach. 
Whence  grew  Leander*!  passion  T    Wbeoce  ^aio 
Did  the  same  Gie  sweet  Hero's  heart  devour  T 
Priestess  of  Cypris,  and  of  noble  strain. 
Untaught  in  Hymen's  rites,  and  of  lovers  power 
Unconscious,  Hero  in  a  lea-aide  tower. 
An  ancient  and  ancestral  pile,  was  dw^liog, — 
Another  Cypris,  but  a  virgin  flower, 
In  sensitive  white  purity  excelling, 

He  ilaader  and  the  touch  of  licence  rude  repelling. 
She  went  not  wtiere  the  ligbt-foot  choir  asKmbled, 
Shunned  ribalds,  and  the  breath  that  Eovy  blew, 
(Tbe  lair  hate  those  are  fairer,)  and  she  trembled 
At  thought  of  young  Love's  quiver, — for  she  knew 
His  moiner  favoured  every  shal^  be  drew ; 
Prayers  to  the  mother,  and  with  girlish  art 
Cates  to  tbe  aou  she  offered  :  nathless  flew 
From  the  sly  urchin's  bow  the  Gre-plumed  dart 

Straight  to  its  destined  mark,  the  maiden's  trembling  heart. 
What  time  came  round  the  Sestiao  festival. 
Sacred  to  Cypris,  and  her  Syrian  fere. 
All  who  inhabited  the  coronal 
Of  sparkling  isles  their  way  to  Sestos  steer; 
Some  from  Emonia  gather  fkr  and  near ; 
Others  Iroin  Cyprus;  in  Cythera  now 
No  woman  stays ;  in  Sestos  now  appear 
The  Phrygian,  and  the  dancer  on  the  brow 

Of  spicy  Lebanon,  as  thereto  bound  by  vow. 
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Thitber  the  virgin-hunten  thick  repair. 
At  it  their  wont ;  >  ratb  and  reckless  race. 
Whose  prayeis  are  only  offered  to  the  &ir. 
There  moved  our  Hero  with  rDajestic  pace; 
A  stai-like  glory  scattered  from  her  fece 
Sparkles  oflight,  as  whea  the  moon  discloses 
AjDoi^  the  stars  her  cheek's  clear-shining  grace ; 
Like  a  twin-rose,  one  white,  one  red,  rfposes 

On  either  snow-white  cheek  the  blushing  bloom  of  roMi. 
You  'd  say  her  limbs  were  rose-buds ;  for  a  li^t 
Of  rose-like  hues  fell  from  them  ;  you  might  see 
The  Tose-hloah  on  her  feet  and  ankles  white ; 
And  from  her  limbs  with  every  moremont  free 
Flowed  many  graces ;  they  who  feigned  them  three 
Said  fhlsely,  for  in  Hero's  laughing  eyes 
A  thousand  graces  budded.     Such  was  she^ 
Fit  priestess  of  the  beaut;  of  the  skies. 

For  without  question  hers  was  mortal  b^uty's  priie. 
Into  the  young  men's  minds  her  beauty  entered: 
Who  wisned  not  loveliest  Hero  for  his  wife  ? 
Where'er  she  paced  the  temple,  still  she  centred 
All  eyes,  hearts,  wishes.    *' 1  have  seen  the  strife 
For  beautjr's  prixe  in  Lacademon,  rile 
With  virgins  radiant,  with  love's  danUng  spleodour ; 
But  never  there,  nor  elsewhere  in  my  life, 
Saw  I  a  girl  so  deified,  yet  tender ; 

She  surely  is  a  Grace :  Oh,  would  Queen  Cyprit  lend  ber — 

"  Or  give  her  me  1  I  've  tired,  not  filled  mine  eye 
WiUl  gazine.     Let  me  press  her  dainqr  side. 
And  die  I  A  god's  life  on  Olympus  high 
Would  I  refuse,  had  I  that  girl  for  bride : 
But,  since  to  me  thy  priestess  is  denied. 
Queen  I  let  ray  home  with  such  an  one  be  gladdened.'' 
"rhus  spake  one  bachelor;  another  tried 
To  smile  and  mock,  as  tho'  he  were  not  saddened, 

Hiding  the  secret  wound,  which  all  the  time 

But  thou,  Leander,  wouldst  not  hide  the  wound,   . 
And  vei  thy  secret  soul ;  but  when  Desire 
Surprised  thee  looking  on  that  maid  renowned, 
Tamed  by  the  sudden  darts  of  arrowy  fire, 
Thou  wouldst  not  live  without  her;  fiercer,  higher. 
Flamed  love's  hot  torch,  and  pierced  into  thy  marto 
Fed  by  her  eye-beams.     Loveliness,  etitire 
And  blameless,  sharper  is  than  any  arrow. 

Beaching  the  heart  of  man  thro'  channel  sure  tho'  nar 
He  liquid  fire  from  hers  to  his  eye  glides, 
Thence  passing  inward,  diires  into  bis  breast : 
A  sudden  whirl  of  thoughts  his  mind  divides ; 
Amazement  at  her  loveliness  confest; 
Shame  at  himself  soon  caught;  (ear,  love's  unrest, 
And  hope,  impatient  for  love's  recompense ; 
But  love  lo  this  delirious  whirl  gate  test. 
And  furnished  him  with  resolute  impudence 

To  venture,  and  outface  that  glorious  iDOOcence. 
He  turned  on  her  askant  his  guileful  eye, 
Wiih  speechless  nods  the  damsel's  mind  atsoiUng : 
She  gladly  saw  his  love,  and  silently 
Her  sweet  &ce  ever  and  anon  was  veiling, 
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And  then  vrith  fbrtive  nods  her  lover  hwliog, 
Bowed  lo  him  in  Ktuni.     He  wilh  delight 
ObMned  she  «eir,  nor  Koroed  hii  love,    'nwai  tniKug 
His  robe  of  besnu,  the  Da;  departed  qoitt, 

(Leander  watched  the  hour,)  and  rose  the  atar  of  night. 
Nor,  when  he  saw  the  datk-iobed  miit,  he  lingered. 
But  hastened  boldly  to  the  maid  beloVed, 
And  with  a  ligh  her  roij  palm  he  fii^eied. 
But,  drawing  back  her  hand,  the  viigin  mored 
In  silence  from  th'  iDtroder ;  nnrepioved, 
For  he  had  seen  her  nods,  and  ih^  were  kind. 
He  pulled  her  broidered  robe,  and,  u  beiwred, 
He  drew  her  gentlj  to  the  gkiom  behind : 

She  slowly  followed  him,  ai  if  against  her  mind. 
And  then  with  art  and  lan^age  leminioe 
She  threatened  him ; — "  Why  puUest  me,  lewd  tanger  ? 
Pursue  thy  way,  1  b^,  and  leaTe  me  mine. 
To  touch  a  priesteu  u  a  deed  of  danger; 
A  vic^n'a  bed  ii  not  for  any  atni^cer." 
She  spake  as  rirgini  ahould ;  and  yet  Ae  mined 
To  frighten  him,  who  reckoned  soon  to  change  her, 
When  he  her  chidii^  heard ;  for  well  be  wiit 

That  women  chide  the  most  wben  they  wouUl  bin  be  Uascd. 
Kissir^  her  policed,  fragrant  neck,  he  criei : 
'■  After  the  Ikirest  Cytherea,  fait  I 
And  after  the  most  wise  Athena,  wise  I 
For  with  Jore's  daughters  thee  will  I  compaie, 
And  not  with  any  dames  that  mortal  are ; 
Happy  thy  father  I  happy  she  who  bora  thee ! 
But  bear,  and  pardon,  and  accept  my  piayer; 
I  come  for  love ;  for  love  I  now  implore  the« ; 

Perform  lore'a  miniiby  with  me,  for  I  adoie  thee. 
**  A  virgin  prieitess  to  the  Cyprian  Qneen  I 
No  grace  in  Tiigbis  Cytherea  trows; 
To  mairiage  cmly  point  ber  rite*,  I  ween ; 
Then  if  to  her  thy  beait  true  eerrice  towa. 
Accept  me  for  thy  lorer  and  Ihy  spouse, 
Whom  Era*  hunted  as  a  spoil  for  thee. 
Aa  Hermes  of  the  gold-wand  (Fame  allows) 
Led  Hercules  to  serve  Queen  Oro[diale, 

So  Cytherea  now,  not  Hennes,  teadeth  me. 
"  The  tale  of  Atalantis  too  is  known. 
Who  fled  the  coach  of  Prince  MilanioD, 
To  keep  her  virgin  flower;  but  wrath  was  shewn 
'By  Cypris,  irtio,  for  scom  to  marriage  done. 
Him  once  she  loved  not,  made  her  dote  upon ; 
Beware  lest  thou  too  anger  her,"     Commenting 
Thus  cunningly,  the  maiden's  ear  he  won, 
And  willing  mind,  lo  dulcet  words  cometiting, 

To  love's  soft  eloquence,  that  genders  lore,  leleatii^. 


And  shuffled  her  small  feet,  and  modest-wiw 
Drew  round  her  graceful  neck,  and  bcaom  sledt. 
Her  robe  yet  closer.    These  are  signs  that  speak ; 
A  virgin's  silence  ever  means  consent ; 
The  bitter-sweet  of  love  wax  heis,  and  eke 
The  glow  of  heart,  hopeful,  but  not  content, 
While  yet  Hie  thoughts  are  lost  in  love's  first  wonderment. 
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This  for  Leander  gentle  H«to  felt ; 
But,  nhiLe  she  dowtiwatd  looked,  hti  siced;  eyes 
F*d  on  her  neck.    With  words  that  dew-like  melt, 
While  blonom  on  her  cheek  the  moist  red  dies 
Of  moideity,  she  »ys  :  "  Such  power  there  lies 
Id  thy  sweet  ekqnaiee,  that  it  mjaht  moTo 
The  flinty  rock  ;  who  langlit  thee  bannoaies 
Of  sn^  enticing  wotda !     What  impulse  diore 
Thee  hithei  1     Who  thy  guide  ?     Oh  ttm  it,  ms  it  Love  ? 
"  Peichnnce  thou  tnockest  me;  but  how  canst  thou, 
A  stnnger  and  ankaown,  my  lore  eujoy? 
I  DeTsr  can  be  thine  by  open  vow; 
Hy  patents  shut  me  np.     Can  we  employ 
Art  far  our  secret,  lore  ?    Oh,  men  destroy 
Who  trust  them  I  ever  babUing  in  the  street 
Of  what  they  do  in  seetet.    Wilt  decoy 
A  truning  heart  to  nun  i  yet,  as  meet, 
Speak  truth ;  thy  blherland,  and  name  to  tne  tepeaL 
"  My  name  is  Hero  ;  my  abode  is  lonely, 
A  loner  that  lifts  its  echoes  to  the  skj. 
For  so  mj  parents  will ;  one  handmaid  only 
Dwells  with  me  there ;  no  choirs  e'er  court  mine  eye, 

Nor  friends  of  equal  years.    Hie  shores  close  by 

K«bellaw ;  night  and  day  the  roaring  tide 

Rings  in  mine  ears,  and  eke  the  clanging  cry 

Of  the  sea-winds."    She  spake,  and  sought  to  bide, 
Shamebced,  her  rosy  cbeek,  as  ifao'  her  words  to  etude. 

I«ander  then  did  with  himself  advise. 

How  in  love's  contest  he  might  bett contend; 

For  wily  Iajtc,  though  wont  to  tyrannise. 

Heals  whom  he  wounds,  and  ever  loves  to  lend 

His  subjects  wit,  their  counsellor  and  friend. 

He  helped  Leander,  then,  who  deeply  suhed. 

And  said :  "  Dear  virgin  !  fiir  our  vnshed-for  end 

1  daantless  on  the  rugged  surge  will  ride, 
Tbo'  in  it  ship*  be  whelmed,  and  o'er  it  lightnings  glide. 
"  Seeking  thy  bed,  I  tremble  not,  nor  cower 

At  ocean's  angry  roar  and  frightful  frtint : 

A  dripping  bed-mate,  nightly  to  thy  tower 

Will  1  swim  o'er  the  rapid  Hellespont; 

Abydos  is  not  br  from  Heio'*  haunU 

But  promise  me  to  shew  a  lamp,  to  be' 

My  nightly  star ;  and  it  shall  be  my  wont, 

E'en  like  a  ship,  to  swim  across  the  sea. 
Thy  lamp  the  blessed  star  that  guides  my  course  to  thee. 
'*  And,  watching  it,  I  ne'er  will  turn  mine  eye  on 

Setting  Bootes,  nor  th'  unwetted  Wain, 

Nor  on  the  tworded,  storm-ei^n  Orion, 

But,  guided  by  the  lamp,  I  soon  shall  gain 

Safe  anchorage  and  sweet.    Strict  guard  maintain 
*  Against  the  blasts,  for  fear  my  safety-light 

They  radely  quench,  and  in  the  howling  main 

I  perish  so.     Leander  am  I  hight. 
And  Hero's  happy  apoose."    Thus  they  their  love-vows  pl^ht. 

She  from  her  tower  to  shew  a  lamp  agrees. 

And  he  the  swelling  waves  at  night  to  cleave : 

Then  to  her  loner  Ute  anxious  maiden  flees, 
While  be  mutt  in  a  pinnue  Setlos  leave, 
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And  in  Abydos  wait  till  be  receive 

The  promised  signal,  his  appoiDled  guide. 
When  he  must  iwim,  not  sail.    Till  they  Rchiere 
Love's  celebration,  rest  is  tbem  deoied. 
Haste,  Night  1  and  canopy  the  bridejfTooin  aod  die  bride. 
In  veil  or  darkDeis  Night  ran  up  the  sky. 
Bringing  on  sleep,  but  not  fcr  Hera'a  lover ; 
He,  where  the  swelling  waves  roared  mightily. 
For  hy  the  shore,  stood  waitinj;  to  discover 
The  lamentable  lamp  that  lured  him  over — 
To  death  at  last.     But  Hero,  seaward  turning. 
Perceived  the  gloom,  and  for  her  ocean-iovei 
Kindled  the  s^al  ;  but  on  his  discerning 
Its  promised  flame,  be  buned  with  lore,  as  that  ww  buroing. 
At  first  he  trembled  at  the  ringing  roar 
Of  the  mad  surge,  but  with  the  soothing  spell 
Of  hopeful  woras  took  courage ;  "  What  is  more 
Cruel  than  love,  or  more  implacable 
Than  ocean  ?  in  moist  ruin  Ihis  doth  swell'; 
That  in  the  heart,  a  blazing  furnace,  raves. 
Fear  not,  my  soul !  why  shouldst  thou  feat  the  hdl 
or  waters  I  Aphrodite  from  the  waves 
Sprung,  and  rules  over  them,  sways  our  love-pains  aod  savM.^ 
He  then  put  off  his  vest  with  playfiil  glee. 
And  twined  il  round  bis  head ;  and  frcnn  the  shore 
Flanged  fearlessly  into  the  anrf  o'  the  sea ; 
And  where  the  signal  shone,  be  hastened  o'er. 
Ship,  sail,  and  oars  himself.     But  yet  before 
He  reached  his  port,  bow  oft  the  Sestinn  flower 
Kept  off  the  breeies  with  the  robe  she  wore 
From  the  trimmed  lamp  I     It  is  her  nuptial  hour— 
Leander  comes  at  last,  and  now  ascends  her  tower. 
With  a  mute  clasp  she  welcomed  to  her  home 
The  panting  youth,  and  to  her  chamber  led. 
While  from  his  hair  ftst  drop!  the  salt  sea-foam : 
She  rubbed  his  limbs  with  rose-oil,  and  then  led 
Her  lover  to  her  virgin  couch,  and  said. 
Embracing  him  the  while,  and  softly  willing, 
"  Enough  of  brine  and  odouw  which  it  bred : 
No  bridegroom  but  thyself  was  ever  wiiiiitg 
To  run  such  risk,  such  toil  nooe  else  but  thou  fulfilling. 
*'  No  longer  lies  our  joy  and  us  between 

'niat  envious  sea — now  lay  thee  down  to  rest." 
Silence  was  there,  and  Night  drew  round  her  screen ; 
Their  nuptial  troth  was  by  no  minstrel  blest ; 
The  bridal  pair  were  in  no  hymn  addrcst ; 
No  choir  danced  round  them ;  and  no  torches  lightaDOl 
About  the  genial  bed ;  no  marriage  guest 
Led  the  gay  dance ;  nor  hymeneal  hei^lened 
Tlie  joy,  approving  it ;  no  parent's  smile  then  brigfatetMd. 
Silence  arranged  the  couch,  and  Darkness  drew 
The  curtains  ;  paranymph  and  bridemaid  none 
Had  they  beside.    Aurora  ne'er  did  view 
Leander  lying,  when  the  nighl  was  done, 
In  Hero's  arms.     He  was  already  gone, — 
Already  wishing  for  the  night  again. 
The  vrife  at  night,  hy  day  a  virgin  shone, 
As  thought  her  parents  wise ;  while  she  was  hin, 
Of  night,  to  welcome  him  who  made  their  wisdom  vaiit. 
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Thus  the;  enjoyed  awhile  their  furtive  pleaaure, 
He  to  hii  bea-mate  nightly  swimming  o'er ; 
But  MtoD  their  life's  bloom  fell,  and  scant  dieir  meuure 
Of  bridal  hours.     Whan  came  ihe  winter  frore. 
And  brought  the  cold  blast  and  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
Sharp  gusts  the  bottom  of  the  deep  confounding, 
And  laihing  up  the  main  from  shore  to  shore, 
Whirlbg  and  rushing,  roaring  and  rebounding. 

The  watery  paths  above  and  sh^en  depths  astounding — 
What  time  a  desperate  pilot,  who  do  more 
Amid  the  waters  wild  his  course  could  hold, 
Had  nm  his  ship  upon  a  fork  o'  Ihe  sliore; 
Not  then  the  tenpot  checked  I-eander  bold, 
For  Hero's  signal-light  her  summons  told. 
Oh  1  cruel,  faithless  light  of  love  1  to  scout  him 
On  such  a  night !  to  plunge  him  in  the  cold 
And  hisaiog  naves,  that  rudely  toss  and  flout  him ! 

Why  could  not  Hero  sleep,  while  winter  laged,  without  himf 
But  love  and  fate  compelled  her ;  light  of  love. 
Drawn  bj  desire,  she  shewed  not,  but  the  black 
Torch-gloom  of  fhte.    The  winds  collected  drove 
V<dumea  of  gustj  darts  upon  the  track 
Of  the  sea-broken  shore ;  but  on  Ihe  back 
Of  raving  ocean  lost  Leuider  wenL 
The  water  stood  in  heaps ;  with  fearful  crack 


Wave  upon  wave  I  ocean  with  ether  mixt  I 

Migh^  the  crash  I    How  could  Leander  ride  on 

The  monstrous  whirl  ?    Sore  tost,  he  one  while  fixt 

In  oraver  on  Cjpria,  then  on  King  Poaeidon, 

Ado  e  en  the  fierce  tad  frantic  Brareos  cried  on. 

Who  then  forgot  bis  Atthis.    Lover  lom  I 

None  helped  him,  none  t     Love,  whom  he  most  relied  od^ 

Averted  not  his  fate ;  tost,  tumbled,  torn. 

By  every  counter  wave  be  was  at  random  home. 
He  can  no  longer  ply  his  hands  or  feet ; 
Dreoch'd  with  the  brine,  his  strength  is  failing  feit; 
On  him  the  cruel  naves  remorseless  beat; 
The  lamp  is  now  extinguished  by  the  blast. 
And  witn  it  his  young  life  and  love  at  last ; 
But  while  the  vraves  his  lifeless  body  drove. 
How  many  a  glance  poor  Hero  seaward  cast  I 
In  vain  into  the  gloom  her  glances  rove ; 

Her  anxious  thought)  a  pool  M  spectred  troubles  more. 
The  morning  came,  nor  yet  Leander  came  I 
Upon  the  sea's  broad  back  her  glance  was  throwo, 
IfhJaply,  missing  that  unfeilhful  flame, 
He  wandered  there ;  but  soon  she  spied  him  strown 
A  mangled  cone  below.    She  tore  her  gonn. 
And  shrieked,  and  for  Leander  madly  cried, 
And  from  the  toner  fell  whining  headbng  down. 
Thus,  OD  her  husband  dead  meet  Hero  died, 

And  who  were  joined  in  life,  then  death  did  not  divide. 
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"  Signor  Gtacomo  ctio,  dou  *i  •cooigetc  che  wte  uu  gimane  »aa»  pan  t 
NobiU,  bello,  douo,  e  robiuto,  ed  «lto  quaii  egualmeole,  oi  Imgna.  or  maiM 
>d  oprando,  a  dire  e  bie  ogni  bene  T" 

So,  in  or  about  the  year  erf*  Grace  1582,  wrote  Sperone  Speroni  the 
F&duan,  to  James  Crichton  the  Scotchman : 

•>  Dear  Jamea,  do  you  not  know  that  you  have  no  equal  ?  Nobl^ 
handsome,  learned,  aod  robust, — equally  apt  to  use  the  tmgue  or  tbe 
hand, — to  say  or  to  da  what  is  excellent  ?'* 

There  cannot  be  the  smallest  doubt  that  James  knew  all  this  him- 
self; and  now,  since  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Ainsworth's  roraancei  aD 
the  world  knows  it.  Wherefore,  as  the  Admirable  has  suddenly  be- 
come an  object  of  admiratiou,  we  are  moved  to  say  a  few  wwds  about 

A  number  of  learned  pet^le,  remarkable  chiefly  for  the  dullness  of 
their  learning,  have  on  various  occasions  undertaken  to  prove  tbe 
egr^ous  qiuickery  and  pretension  of  tbe  &moiu  Scot.  Such-like 
people  are,  naturally  enough,  given  to  such  researches ;  for  they  can- 
not endure  in  any  shape  the  rebuke  of  aa  obvious  superiority.  "  How 
now,  thou  particular  fellow?"  said  Jack  Cade  to  the  man  WBO  sought 
to  recommend  himself  on  the  score  of  being  able  to  writ«  and  r^ul ; 
and  "  How  now,  thou  particular  fellow  ?"  is  the  exclamation  (^ 
plodding  pedants  to  tbe  illustrious  Crichton,  when,  instead  of  ap- 
proaching them  covered  with  the  dust  of  folios,  he  hounds  into  their 
presence  beaming  with  grace  and  beauty,  the  idol  of  ibe  gay  and  the 
young,  tbe  observed  of  all  observers,  crowned  with  the  Juvours  of  wo- 
men, and  followed  by  the  applauding  shouts  of  men  I 

We  are  not  pedants,  and  therefore  we  have  fkith  in  Crichton.  How 
otherwise  ?  In  philosc^hv  and  learning  was  he  not  s  Bayle's  Dic- 
tionary F  In  the  universality  of  his  literary  accomplishments,  a  per- 
fect Bentley'a  Miscellany  ?  Who  shall  impugn  the  ojHniora  of  the 
most  classic  time  of  Scotland,  or  set  up  his  dogmas  against  the  gaie- 
rous  acknowledgments  of  Italy  in  her  golden  day?  And  was  not 
Crichton  sobeautiful  in  body  only  because  be  was  in  mind  so  beautiful; 
— for,  where  true  beauty  exists,  who  would  separate  body  from  mind  r 
Shade  of  the  Admirable,  forgive  your  poor  detractors,  for  the  sake  of 
the  true  worship  your  memory  has  in8[nred  t  It  was  natural  that  to 
the  sight  of  many  men,  before  whom  in  life  yon  strode  on  so  far,  yoa 
should  have  dwmdled  in  the  distance ;  bat  now,  after  many  jean, 
you  reappear  again,  graceful  as  ever  in  form,  and  wonderful  in  acotm- 
plishmcnts.  We  hail  you  as  we  should  some  missing  star  that  once 
more  "  swims  into  our  ken  1" 

And  what  sort  of  fame  is  that,  tha  reader  posubly  asks,  which  may 
seek  from  the  huids  of  some  novelist  or  romancer  its  privil^e  of 
continuance  in  the  mouths  of  men?  !^t  that  reader  first  ask  hintself 
how  many  brilliant  actions  there  are  which  pass  away  and  are  (ot' 
gotten, — while  a  thousandth  part  of  ib/e  effort  that  produced  them, 
embodied  in  a  few  words,  might  havd  lived  for  ever.  It  was  the 
remark  of  an  old  writer,  that  words  harden  into  substances,  while 
bodies  moulder  away  into  air.    Even  CKsar  and  Alsxander  wd^ 
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little  in  compariioii  vitli  Virgil  sod  Homer.  Ninr  Crichton  might 
have  been  a  Cssu-  or  on  Alexander,  if  he  had  had  legions  at  bis 
back;  or,  without  the  legiona,  if  his  ^outh  had  been  allowed  to  ripen 
into  age.  Tbe  great  principle  of  his  being  was  a  stirring  and  irre- 
preuible  activitj'.  Hia  learning  was  as  prodigious  as  his  accompliBh> 
ments ;  but  how,  in  the  short  six.  or  seven  ^ears  of  his  public  life, 
c»iuld  he  hare  exhibited  them  to  the  admiration  of  Europe,  if  he  had 
set  to  work  in  the  fashion  of  the  schoolmen  7  With  a  probable  fore- 
cast  of  his  early  dotmi,  he  bethought  himself  of  a  different  way.  He 
made  up  for  the  brevity  of  his  life,  by  its  brightness.  He  kindled  alt 
its  fires  at  once.  ReeoWed  to  abate  no  single  particle  of  his  brilliancy 
aiDong  the  great  men  of  his  time,  he  rose  at  once  to  the  topmost 
height  of  his  possible  achierements,  careless  whether  he  should  fall 
anoDg  posterity,  dark  as  a  spent  rocket,  and  recognizable  by  a  few 
flmgments  of  faded  paper  only.  But  what  of  that  p  What  he  de- 
Mgned  to  do,  he  did.  He  struck  the  blow  he  had  desired  to  strike. 
And  wbich  of  the  Great  Men  has  done  more  ?  How  many  have  done 
lamentably  less  I  We  see  the  beauty  and  die  learning  of  Crichton 
reflected  back  from  the  most  intellectual  minds  of  tbe  greatest  day 
that  ever  shone  upon  Scotland  or  Italy.     What  nobler  mirror? 

Justly  Mr.  Aiaswarth  remarks — "  It  is  from  the  effect  produced 
opon  his  contemporaries,  and  tueh  contemporaries,  that  we  can  form 
a  just  eftimate  of  the  extent  of  Crichton's  powers.  By  them  he  was 
esteemed  a  miracle  of  learning — diumwtt  pkoii  Jttvenemt  and  we 
have  an  instance  in  our  own  times  of  a  great  poet  and  philosopher, 
whoae  published  works  scarcely  bear  out  tbe  high  reputation  he  en- 
joved  for  colloqnial  abQJty.  The  idolized  friend  of  Aldus  Manutius, 
or  Lorenzo  Massa,  Giovanni  Donatl,  and  Sperone  Speroni,  amongst 
the  most  accomplished  scholars  of  their  age, — the  antagonist  of  the 
redoubted  Arcangelus  Mercenariua  and  Giacomo  Mazzoni,  men  who 
had  sounded  all  the  depths  of  philosophy, — could  not  have  been  other 
than  an  extraordinary  person."  The  allusion  to  Coleridge  here  is 
not  altogether  out  of  place.  Coleridge,  like  Crichton,  though  in  a 
fanmbler  sphere,  preferred  prompt  payment  to  the  tardy  waiting  for 
posterity.  With  both  it  was  in  some  sort  necessary  that  the  effort 
and  the  applause  should  go  together.  To  Coleridge,  for  instance,  so 
Btni^  had  this  habit  of  excessive  talking  become,  even  the  certainty 
of  seeing  what  he  wrote  in  print  the  next  day  was  too  remote  a  sti- 
mulus for  bii  imagination ;  and  it  was  a  constant  practice  of  his  to  lay 
•side  his  pen  in  the  middle  of  an  article,  if  a  friend  happened  to  drop 
in  upon  hmi,  and  to  finish  the  subject  more  effectually  aloud,  go  that 
the  approbation  of  his  hearer  and  tbe  sound  of  his  own  voice  might 
be  co-matantaneous.  But  what  would  Coleridge  have  done,  if,  besides 
having  to  write  an  article  for  the  Courier,  in  whicb  he  was  to  unravel 
swne  transcendentalism  about  humanity  and  universal  brotherhood  into 
a  slavish  support  of  the  Allies — (a  difficult  task  we  admit), — if,  besides 
Ais,  the  beKroom,  the  ladies'  chamber,  tbe  hunting-6elds,  the  riding- 
house,  the  lists  at  the  Louvre,  and  some  profoundly  learned  contro- 
versies with  tbe  doctors  of  Navarre  or  Padua,  had  all,  nearly  at  the 
•■me  instant,  awaited  him?  Poor  Coleridge  would  have  died  at 
twenty,  untouched  by  opium,  and  unknown,  except  by  the  admiring 
testimonies  fd*  his  less  accompUdied  cootempfvaries. 

Mr.  Ainsworth  has  omitted,  foy-the-by,  a  very  characteristic,  and. 
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we  think,  a  very  decisive  opinioo  of  Crichton,  by  the  famous  Joseph 
Scaliger.  "  He  was  a  man  of  very  wooderful  genius,"  observe!  that 
laborious  and  self-satisfied  person;  "but  he  had  something  of  the 
coxcomb  about  him.  He  wanted  a  httle  common  sense."  Here 
is  an  unbiassed  opinion.  What  Joseph  means  by  the  coxcombry 
is  obvious  enough.  Why,  thinks  Joseph,  should  a  scholar  have  cheer- 
fulness of  blood  P  All  the  women  ran  after  Crichlon, — a  most  inde- 
corous  thing,  and  a  certain  evidence  of  coxcombry  to  a  person  who 
cannot  get  s  woman  to  run  afler  liim, — "  Nor  were  the  young  un- 
married ladies,"  as  Sir  Thomas  Urquhart  remarks  in  his  jewel  of  a 
book,  "  of  alt  the  most  eminent  places  of  Italy  anything  respected  of 
one  another,  that  had  not  either  a  lock  of  Crichtown's  haire,  or  a  copy 
of  verses  of  his  composinf;."  Who  doubts  his  coxcombry,  or  that  it 
was  other  than  a  very  delightful  thing  in  him? 

A  want  of  common  sense,  in  Scdiger'a  notion,  was  probably  an 
over  supply  of  modesty.  Nothing  is  so  remarkable  iu  Crichton  as  the 
modesty  which  in  him  united  with  tlie  most  perfect  confidence.  He 
proved  that  a  coxcomb  and  a  confident  man  may  possess  the  truest 
modesty,  lliere  ia  a  charming  anecdote  told  of  him  at  a  great  levee 
of  learned  men  in  Padua,  where,  having  exposed  the  errors  of  the 
school  of  Aristotle  with  equal  solidity,  modesty,  and  acuteness,  and 
perceiving  tliat  the  enthusiasm  of  his  audience  was  carrying  them 
too  &r  in  admiration  of  himself,  he  suddenly  chan^d  his  tone,  as- 
sumed an  extreme  playfulness  of  manner,  and  declaimed  in  ex- 
quisite phrase  upon  the  happinau  of  ignorance.  Nothing  could 
have  been  so  perfectly  devised  to  self-check  any  exuberance  of  pride. 
But  in  all  things  his  modesty  was  remarkable,  when  taken  in  con- 
nexion  with  his  extraordinary  powers.  Observe  it  iu  the  circtun- 
stance  of  his  melancholy  death,  where  a  romantic  sense  of  what  was 
due  to  his  prince  and  master  induced  him  to  throw  aside  his  un- 
matchable  skill,  and  present  himself  naked  and  defenceless  to  the 
dagger  of  an  assassin.  This  was  not  weakness  in  Crichton.  Htmaelf 
the  descendant  of  rulers  of  the  earth,  of  princes  and  biriHipa,^-{thBll 
we  ever  forget  that  perfect  model  of  ecclesiastical  fitness,  Bishop 
George  Crichton  of  Dunkeld,  "  a  man  nobly  dispoaed,  very  boajMl- 
able,  and  a  munificent  housekeeper,  but  in  matters  of  religitm  not 
much  skilled '?} — a  weak  and  unmanly  feeling  would  have  girea  bim 
presumption,  not  deference, — would  have  thrown  insult  in  lite  hia  «f 
Gonzaga,  and  not  ill-requited  chivalry  at  hia  feet. 

But  what  more  need  we  say  of  Crichton  P  Have  not  three  volumea 
of  brilliant  writing  been  just  devoted  to  the  delineation  of  two  days  of 
his  matchlessly  brilliant  life  P  We  may  refer  the  reader,  whether  he 
is  curious  afler  tbe  Admirable  Crichton,  or  after  his  own  amusement 
Bolelv,  to  William  Harrison  Ainsworth's  last  romance.  An  expression 
of  cnaracter  equally  poetic  and  dramatic,  a  rich  glow  of  colouring 
which  difliises  itself  through  every  part  of  the  work,  and  a  generally 
easy  and  efiective  style,  have  secured  for  this  book  a  high  and  per- 
it  place  in  the  literature  of  fiction. 


jM,Googlc 


jM,Googlc 


>V%*C^rTi=  y   ^^ 


.r.W^:. 


w5iP<.-jM,GoOglc 


MEMOIRS  OF  SHERIDAN. 

Thouoh  it  may  appear  paradoxical  to  say  go,  yet  there  is  no  more 
mdancholy  readiog  than  the  biography  of  a  celebrated  wit.  in  nine 
out  of  ten  cBBes,  what  is  such  a  memoir  other  than  a  record  of  acute 
suffering,  the  almost  inseparable  attendant  of  that  thoughtless  and 
mercurial  temperament  nhich  cannot,  or  will  not,  conform  to  the 
staid  usages  d  society ;  which  makes  ten  enemies  where  it  makes 
one  friend ;  is  engaged  in  a  constant  war&re  with  common  sense, 
and  lives  for  the  day,  letting  the  morrow  shift  for  itself?  Instances 
there  are  of  prosperous  wits,  such  as  Congreve,  Pope,  and  some  others 
that  we  could  mention,  whose  singular  tact  and  provident  habits  have 
preserved  them  from  the  usual  fete  of  their  fraternity ;  but  these 
instances  are  rare  :  the  majority,  though  enjoying,  it  is  true,  their  sun- 
ny hours,  and  realising  for  a  brief  season  their  most  brilliant  hopes, 
have  struggled  through  life  a  prey  to  the  bitterest  disappointments. 

The  life  of  Sheridan  will  go  lar  to  verify  these  cursory  remarks. 
No  wit  ever  enjoyed  more  intoxicating  successes)  or  suffered  more 
humiliating  reverses.  He  had  frequent  opportunities  of  realising  a 
handsome  independence  ;  but,  with  that  recklessness  and  inattention 
to  the  business  of  life  peculiar  to  such  natures  as  his,  he  flung  away 
all  his  chances,  and  died  a  beggar,  deserted  by  almost  all  his  old 
associates,  his  celebrity  on  the  wane,  and  his  character  under  a  cloud. 
Never  was  there  a  more  impressive  homity  than  his  death-bed  incul- 
cates ;  it  speaks  to  the  heart,  like  the  closing  scene  of  "  great  Vil- 
liers,"  and  is  worth  all  the  sermons  tliat  ever  were  preached  from  the 
pulpit. 

Many,  however,  of  poor  Sheridan's  defects  seem  to  have  descended 
to  him  as  a  sort  of  heir-loom  from  his  ancestors.  His  grandfather. 
Dr.  Sheridan,  the  friend  and  butt  of  SwiA,  though  an  amiable,  was  a 
singularly  reckless  and  improvident  man ;  and  his  father,  the  well- 
known  teacher  of  elocution,  is  mentioned  more  than  once  by  Johnson 
as  being  remarkable  for  nothing  so  much  as  his  "  wrong-headedness." 
It  is  but  justice,  however,  to  this  individual  to  state,  that  by  fits  and 
starts  he  paid  every  attention  to  his  son's  education  that  liis  strait- 
ened means  and  capricious  temper  would  allow.  In  the  year  1758, 
when  young  Sheridan  had  just  completed  his  seventh  year,  he  sent 
him  to  a  private  school  in  Dublin,  whence,  at  the  expiration  of  four- 
teen months,  he  brought  him  over  with  him  to  England,  and  placed 
bim  at  Harrow,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Stunner.  From  this  period  to 
the  day  of  his  death,  the  subject  of  our  memoir  never  again  beheld 
his  native  city. 

Sheridan  had  not  been  long  at  Harrow  when  he  attracted  the  fa- 
vourable notice  of  Dr.  Parr,  at  that  time  one  of  the  bead- masters  of 
the  establishment,  who,  perceiving  in  him  unquestionable  evidences 
of  superim- capacity,  did  all  he  could  to  stimulate  him  to  exertion. 
But  his  endeavours  were  fruitless,  for  the  boy  was  incorrigibly  idle, 
though  a  general  favourite  by  reason  of  his  good-humour  and  the 
social  turn  of  his  mind, — and  teh  Harrow  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  with 
a  slender  amount  of  Latin  and  less  Ureek,  but  at  the  same  time  with 
a  very  fair  acquaintance  with  the  lighter  branches  of  English  lite- 
rature. 
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In  the  year  1770,  Sheridan  accompanied  his  (amiiy  to  Bath,  which 
was  then  what  ChelteDham  and  Brighton  now  are, — ^e  head-quarters 
of  gaiety  and  diMipation.  Here  he  promptly  ugnalised  himself,  after 
the  usual  Irish  fashion,  by  an  elopement  and  two  duels ;  thus  litOvUy 
fighting  his  way  to  celebrity  !  The  young  lady  who  was  the  csnae  ot 
these  sprightly  sallies  was  Miss  Linley,  daughter  of  the  eminent  mn- 
sician  of  that  name,  and  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  of  her  day. 
At  the  tune  when  Sheridan  first  became  acquainted  with  her  she  wii 
but  sixteen,  the  favourite  vocalist  at  the  Bath  concerts,  and  tbe 
standing  toast  of  all  the  wits  and  gallants  of  the  city.  It  is  to  tfae 
impassioned  feelings  which  the  charms  of  this  lovely  girl  called  fordi 
in  his  breast  that  we  owe  our  hero's  first  decided  plunge  into  uneqoi- 
vocal  poetry.  Having  on  one  occasion — for  the  families  of  the  yoaag 
couple  were  in  habits  of  strict  intimacy — presumed  to  (^r  her  sotae 
sober  counsel,  she  resented  his  officiousness,  and  a  quarrel  took  place 
between  them,  which  was  not  made  up  till  Sheridan  had  sent  her  some 
stanzas  of  a  most  penitential  character,  by  way  of  a  peace-offering. 
We  subjoin  a  specimen  or  two  of  this  poem,  which  evinces  unquea* 
tionable  feeling,  but  is  deformed,  as  was  the  fashion  of  those  days,  by 
tawdry  and  poCTiIe  conceits : 

Oh,  this  is  the  groiio  where  Delis  reclined. 
As  Isle  I  in  secret  ber  coDfidoice  aought; 
And  this  is  the  tree  kept  her  safe  from  Ihe  wind. 

As  blushing  she  heard  the  grave  lesson  I  taught 
Then  tell  me,  thgu  grotto  of  moas-^overed  stone. 

And  tell  ne,  thou  willow,  with  leaves  dripping  dew. 
Did  Delis  seem  vexed  when  Horatio  was  gone. 

And  did  she  coofide  her  resentment  to  you  ? 
Metbinks  now  each  bough,  as  you  're  waving  it,  tries 

To  whisper  a  cause  for  the  sorrow  I  feel. 
To  hint  bow  she  frowned  when  I  dared  to  advise. 

And  sighed  when  she  lavr  that  1  did  it  with  leal. 
True,  true,  silly  leaves,  bo  she  did,  I  allow  j 

She  frowned,  but  no  rage  in  ber  looks  could  I  see ; 
She  fhnvned,  fur  reflection  had  clouded  her  brow; 

She  sighed,  but  perhaps  'twas  in  pity  to  me. 
Then  wave  thy  leaves  brisker,  thou  willow  of  woe, 

I  tell  thee  no  rage  in  her  looks  could  J  see ; 
I  cannot,  I  will  not,  believe  it  was  lo ; 

Kw  was  not,  she  could  not,  be  angry  with  me. 
Fm  well  did  she  know  that  my  heart  meant  no  wrong ; 

It  ssnk  at  the  thought  but  of  giving  her  pain ; 
But  iTualed  its  task  lo  a  Ctltering  tongue. 

Which  erred  firom  the  feelings  it  could  not  explain. 
Sentimental  poetry,  it  is  well  known,  has  a  great  effect  in  aoftenii^ 
the  female  heart ;  and  Sheridan  soon  succeeded  in  sonnetteering  Hiaa 
Linley  ittto  qnnpathy.  He  had,  however,  a  sturdy  opponent  to  con- 
tend against  in  the  person  of  Captam  Mathews,  a  martied-man,  of 
specious  address  and  persevering  gallantry.  This  rout  beset  the  &ir 
vocalist  in  every  possible  way,  and,  when  mildly  but  firmly  repulsed, 
threw  out  a  menace  of  attadcing  her  good  fame.  Alarmed  at  thia 
unmanly  threat,  and  at  the  consequences  of  her  father's  indignadoa 
should  the  captain's  dishonourable  proposals  become  known  to  him, 
Miss  Linley  had  recourse  to  Sheridan,  who  instantly  advised  her  to 
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mccKpt  of  bis  escort  to  t^rance,  where  he  promUed  that  he  #ould 
place  her  under  the  secure  protection  of  a  convenL  With  lome  hesi- 
tatioa  ihe  complied  with  hie  advice,  assisted  not  a  little  in  her  revo- 
lution bj  the  repugnance  which  she  had  long  entertained  to  her 
profeuion ;  and  the  parties  set  out  for  Cslaigy  accompanied  by  a  third 
peraon,  a  female,  by  way  of  chaperon. 

On  reaching  the  place  of  their  destination,  Sheridan  at  once  threw 
off  tbe  mask  of  the  friend,  and,  addressing  Miss  Linley  as  the  lorer. 
•o  worked  upon  her  feelings  by  artful  hints  about  the  mjury  her  cha- 
racter would  sustain,  if  she  did  not  give  him  a  legal  title  to  protect 
her,  that  she  consented  to  a  private  marriage  which  accordingly  took 
place  in  1773,  at  a  little  vilTage  near  Calais.  The  parties  then  made 
^e  best  of  their  way  back  to  England,  where  they  returned  to  their 
raapective  Amilies  ;  old  Linley,  from  whom  tbe  marriage  was  kei 


as  kept  a 
prised  by 


profound  secret,  being,  of  course,  not  less  incensed  thar 
thC)  to  him,  unaccountable  cmduct  of  his  daughter. 

Meanwhile  Captain  Mathews,  on  learning  Miss  Linley's  extraordi- 
nary flight,  instantly  made  good  his  threat  of  defaming  her  character 
in  the  local  journals,  for  which  he  was  twice  called  out  br  Sheridan, 
who  in  the  second  duel  received  a  wound  which  long  confined  him  to 
his  bed.  His  situation  at  this  period  must  have  been  one  of  extreme 
uneaainess.  He  was  separated  from  his  wife,  and  was  on  ill  terms 
with  his  father,  who,  on  his  return  from  London  shortly  afler  the  ca- 
tastrophe, refused  to  see  him,  and  even  went  the  length  of  forbidding 
any  of  his  ftmily  to  hold  tbe  slightest  intercourse  with  the  Linleys. 
A  communication  was  nevertheless  kept  up  between  the  lovers 
through  the  agency  of  Sheridan's  sisters,  who  had  not  the  heart  to 
resist  the  imploring  appeals  of  their  brother. 

In  the  autumn  of  1772  tbe  young  Benedict  was  sent  by  bis  lather 
— who  was  anxious  to  detach  bim  wholly  from  the  Linleys — to  the 
house  of  a  friend  in  Essex,  where  he  remained  for  some  months  in 
strict  retirement,  and  spent  much  of  his  time  in  study.  While  here, 
he  paid  occasional  flying  visits  to  London,  for  the  purpose  of  seeing 
bis  wife,  who  was  then  professionally  engaged  at  the  Covent  Garden 
oratorios ;  but,  finding  no  means  of  procuring  an  interview  with  her, 
so  closely  was  she  watched  by  her  father,  he  more  than  once,  it  is 
said,  di^aised  himself  as  a  hackney-coachman,  for  the  sole  pleasure 
of  driving  her  home  from  the  theatre. 

The  time,  however,  was  at  hand  when  his  perseverance  was  to  meet 
with  its  reward.  Old  Linley,  finding  that  neither  threat,  supplication, 
Ikor  remonstrance  could  change  the  current  of  his  daughter's  affec- 
tions and  that,  by  some  mysterious  process,  letters  from  her  husband 
always  found  their  way  into  her  hands,  at  length  gave  his  reluctant 
consent  to  their  union,  and  they  were  re-married,  by  licence,  in  1773, 

About  this  time  Sheridan  entered  himself  of  the  Middle  Temple, 
and  took  a  small  cottage  at  East  Bumham,  whither  he  retired  imme- 
diately after  his  marriage,  with  no  other  resources  than  his  wife's 
almder  jointure  and  bis  own  talents  afforded  him.  Yet,  though 
cramped  in  his  finances,  be  bad  the  fortitude  to  resist  all  the  golden 
taflsptatioiiB  which  Mrs.  Sheridan's  musical  abilities  held  out  to  biro  ; 
and  withdrew  her  for  ever  from  ^blic  life,  resolving  henceforth  to  be 
himactf  the  artificer  of  his  own  fortunes. 

After  a  sbOTt  stay  at  East  Bumham,  to  which  in  after-years  hi 
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often  looked  back  with  regret  as  being  the  happiest  period  of  hia  Itte, 
Sheridan  took  a  house  in  die  neighbourhood  of  Portman-squarei  which 
his  father-in-law  kindly  furnished  for  him.  Here  he  laboured  with 
great  assiduity  ;  wrote  several  political  tracts,  among  which  was  a  re- 
ply to  'Junius;"  and  completed  his  comedy  of  the  "Rivals,"  which 
was  brought  out  at  Covent  Garden  in  the  year  1775,  and  proved  a 
fiulure  on  its  first  representation,  though  it  subsequently  won  its  way 
into  public  ftvour.  The  "  Rivals  "  is  a  lively  play,  whose  interest  sel- 
dom or  never  flags;  is  easy  and  graceful  in  its  dialogue  ;  and  contaiiu 
one  or  two  characters  drawn  with  consummate  skill.  That  of  Falk- 
land, in  particular, — the  sensitive,  wayward  lover,  the  idea  of  which 
was,  no  doubt,  suggested  by  Sheridan's  own  personal  experience,^!! 
a  master-piece ;  and  not  less  effective  is  the  sketch  of  Sir  Anthony 
Absolute.  Mrs.  Malaprop — on  evident  imitation  of  Fielding's  Mrs. 
Slip-slop— !s  a  mere  whimsical  caricature  ;  while,  as  respects  Lydia 
Languish,  she  is  one  of  the  insipid  common-places  to  be  picked  up  at 
all  watering-places,  well  delineated,  it  is  true,  but  scarcely  worth  the 
labour  of  delineation. 

Sheridan's  next  production  was  "  St.  Patrick's  Day ;"  a  clever,  bus- 
tling farce,  but  bearing  marks  of  haste  and  negligence.  It  was  fol- 
lowed, in  the  winter  of  1775,  by  the  well-known  opera  of  the  "  Du- 
enna," which  at  once  obtained  a  popularity  uoexampled  in  the  annala 
of  the  drama.  The  plot  of  this  delightfid  play  is  remarkable  for  the 
tact  with  which  it  is  conducted  ;  the  language  is  elegant,  without  be- 
bg  too  ornate  or  elaborate, — a  very  common  defect  in  Sheridan's 
dremas ; — and  the  songs  are  prettily  versified,  which  ia  the  highest 
praise  we  can  accord  them. 

In  the  year  1776,  on  the  retirement  of  Garrick  from  the  stage,  She- 
ridan became  one  of  the  proprietors  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre.  How, 
or  by  whose  assistance,  be  obtained  the  large  sum — upwards  of  forty- 
five  thousand  pounds— necessary  to  make  this  purchase,  is  a  mystery 
which  none  of  his  numerous  biographers,  with  all  their  research  and 
ingenuity,  have  ever  been  able  to  fathom.  We  conclude  it  must  have 
been  by  that  winning  address,  and  the  strenuous  exercise  of  those  un- 
rivalled powers  of  persuasion,  which,  at  a  later  period,  enabled  She- 
ridan to  nark  a  miracle, — that  is,  to  soflen  the  soul  of  an  attorney  I 
It  was  in  allusion  to  these  fascinating  powers  that  a  rich  City  banker 
once  observed,  "Whenever  Sherry  makes  me  a  bow,  it  always  costs 
me  a  good  dinner  ;  and  when  be  calls  me  '  Tom,'  it  is  a  full  hundred 
pounds  out  of  my  pocket .'" 

The  year  1777  was  rendered  memorable  by  the  production  of  the 
"  School  for  Scandal,"  which  ia  incomparably  the  finest  comedy  of 
irtiich  modern  times  can  boast.  Its  success  was  proportionate  to  ita 
deserts.  It  completely  took  the  town  by  stortn.  Nevertheless,  tr«a- 
■cendent  as  are  tbe  excellencies  of  this  brilliant  play,  it  is  not  without 
many  and  serious  defects.  Its  dialogue  is  too  studiously  artificial ;  it. 
has  little  or  no  sustained  interest  of  plot;  and  its  characters — with  tbe 
exception  of  Charles  Surface,  whose  airy,  Mercutio-like  vivacity  con- 
ciliates us  in  spite  of  ourselves — ^re  such  as  from  first  to  last  we  re- 
gard with  indifference.  The  incessant  dazzle  of  the  language,  how- 
ever,— for  the  "  School  for  Scandal  "  is  a  perfect  repertory  (^  wit, — 
its  consummate  polish,  and  the  power  of  quick,  apt  repartee,  that  it 
exhibito  in  every  page,  altt^ether  blind  us  to  iu  defect*.    The  only 


jM,Googlc 


play 

Love 


MEMOIRS  OF  SHERIDAN.  iSS 

that  can  bear  a  companion  with  it  is  Congreve's  "  Love  for 
,"  which  ihowa  an  equal  opulence  of  wit,  and  an  equal  aacrifice 
to  effect,  of  the  free  and  easj  ptay  of  nature. 

Sheridan  had  now  the  ball  at  his  feet  He  was  the  lion  of  the  day, 
courted  by  all  claises  ;  the  proprietor  of  the  most  thriving  theatrical 
eatablishment  in  London  ;  and,  could  he  but  have  been  induatrioua, 
and  exercised  ordinary  forettiought,  he  might  have  insured,  not 
merely  what  Thomson  calls  "  an  elegant  sufficiency,"  but  a  aplendid 
independence  for  life.  But  indolence  was  his  bane, — the  fertile 
source  of  all  his  errors  and  all  his  misfortunes, — the  rock  on  which  he 
split, — the  quicksand  in  which  he  was  finally  engulfed. 

In  the  year  following  the  production  of  the  **  School  for  Scandal," 
Sheridan  brought  out  "  The  Critic,"— Mm  admirable  farce,  the  con-  ' 
ception  of  which  is  derived  from  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's  "  Re- 
hearsal." The  best  character  in  this  drama,  and  the  most  natural 
and  spirited  ever  drawn  by  its  author,  is  that  of  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary, 
which  is  supposed  to  have  been  meant  for  Cumberland,  who  witnessed 
the  representation  from  one  of  the  side-boxes,  and,  being  of  an  irrit- 
able, tetchy  temperament,  must  ofcourse  have  been  highly  entertained. 

We  are  now  to  r^ard  Sheridan  in  a  new  character.  Hitherto  we 
have  seen  him  as  the  triumphant  dramatist, — we  are  now  to  see  him 
■a  the  triumphant  orator.  He  had  always,  from  his  first  entrance 
into  public  life,  had  a  strong  predilection  for  politics ;  and  the  ac- 
quaintance with  Burke,  Fox,  Wyndham,  and  other  eminent  states- 
men, which  he  made  at  Johnson's  Literary  Club,  decided  him  on 
trying  hie  chance  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Accordingly,  in  1780, 
he  stood,  and  was  returned,  for  Stafford ;  and  made  his  first  speech,  as 
an  avowed  partisan  of  Fox,  In  the  Novpmber  of  that  year,  on  the  pre- 
sentation of  a  petition  complaining  of  his  undue  election.  Though  he 
was  listened  to  with  marked  attention,  yet  so  general  was  the  impres- 
sion that  he  had  failed,  that  the  well-known  printer,  Woodfall,  who 
happened  to  be  in  the  gallery  at  the  time,  said  to  him,  as  they  quitted 
the  house  together,  "  Oratory  is  not  your  forte ;  you  had  much  better 
have  stuck  to  the  drama ;"  on  which  Sheridan  impatiently  interrupted 
him  with,  "  It  is  in  me,  however,  and,  by  G —  I  it  shall  come  out." 

But,  despite  this  determined  confidence  in  his  own  powers,  he  did 
not  for  months  afterwards  take  any  active  part  in  the  debates  ;  but, 
when  he  did  speak,  spoke  brie6y  and  unassumingly,  with  a  view,  no 
doubt,  to  feel  his  way.  By  this  shrewd  conduct  he  gained  insensibly 
OD  the  good  opinion  of  the  house,  and  became  at  length  so  useful  an 
auxiliary  to  his  parly,  that,  on  their  accession  to  office  in  the  year 
1762,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  Undersecretaries  of  State;  a  snug, 
easy  post,  but  which  he  was  compelled  shortly  to  resign  by  the 
sudden  breaking  up  of  the  ministry,  occasioned  by  the  death  of  the 
Marquis  of  Rockingham. 

In  the  following  year  he  was  reinstated  in  office  as  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury,  a  coalition  having  been  formed  between  Lord  North  and 
the  Whigs,  much  against  Sheridan's  wishes ;  for  he  had  the  sagacity 
to  foresee  that  a  junction  of  such  discordant  interests  could  have  but 
one  termination ;  and  the  result  proved  that  he  was  right.  Tbe 
Coalition  Ministry  was  speedily  defeated,  chiefly  by  the  King's  own 
personal  exer^ons  ;  and  the  Under  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  found 
himself  once  again  transported  to  that  Siberia, — the  Opposition  bench. 

Up  to  this  period,  Sheridan,  though  acknowledged  to  be  a  skilful, 
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ready  dabater,  had  oot  particularly  diHtinguished  himwif  m  dier 
House ;  but  the  hour  vaa  approaching  which  wa*  to  draw  forth  all 
hi»  powers,  and  place  him  on  the  very  hi^est  jMnnacle  of  oratorical, 
fame.  In  the  year  1787,  on  the  question  of  Warren  Hattinga'  con- 
duct as  Governor-gsneral  of  India,  he  was  chosen  by  hia  party  to 
bring  forward  in  Parliament  the  cha^e  relative  to  the  Begum  priiw 
cesses  of  Oude.  His  speech  on  this  occasion  produced  an  efiect  on. 
all  who  heard  it,  to  which  there  is  no  parallel  in  the  recoida  of  the 
senate.  It  startled  the  House  like  a  thunderbolt.  Men  of  all  par- 
ties vied  with  each  other  in  lavishing  on  it  the  inost  eutfauaisBtiC' 
praises.  Burke  declared  it  to  be  the  "  most  astonishing  effort  of  elo-. 
quence,  argument,  and  wit  united,  of  which  there  was  any  record  or 
tradition."  Fox  said,  "  all  that  he  had  ever  heard,  all  that  he  had 
ever  read,  when  compared  with  it,  dwindled  into  nothing ;"  and  Pitt 
-'-even  the  cold,  reserved  Pitt — confessed  that,  in  his  opinion,  "  it 
surpassed  all  the  eloquence  of  ancient  or  modem  times,  and  posieased 
everything  that  genius  or  art  could  furnish,  to  agitate  and  control  the 
human  mind."  So  intense,  in  short,  was  the  sensation  created  by 
this  philippic,  that  the  Minister  actually  moved  an  adjournment  oC 
the  debate,  in  order,  as  he  observed,  that  honourable  members  might 
have  time  to  recover  from  the  mental  intoxication  into  which  they 
had  been  thrown  by  the  spells  of  th'e  enchanter  I 
.  Sheridan  was  now  considered  of  so  much  consequence  by  the  Whig 
party,  that  when  the  trial  of  Warren  Hastings  was  finally  determined 
OD,  he  was  appointed  oue  of  the  managers  to  make  good  the  arti- 
cles of  impeachment;  and  brought  forward  in  Westminster  Hall, 
beibre  the  most  august  assembly  in  the  world,  the  same  cbu-ge 
which  he  had  previously  ui^ec^  in  the  House  of  Commons.  On  tbia 
occasion  he  spoke  for  four  successive  days,  exciting,  as  before,  the 
astonishment  and  admiration  of  all  his  hearers.  Fortunately  this  ce- 
lebrated oration,  unlike  the  former  one,  has  been  preserved,  and  we 
are  therefore  enabled  to  form  a  tolerable  estimate  of  it.  It  cootaina 
much  brilliant  wit,  dexterous  reasoning,  and  ready  sarcasm  ;  but  is  at 
the  same  time  defaced  by  the  most  tawdry,  patch-work  imagery. 
Whenever  Sheridan  essays  the  poetic,  he  is  invariably  affected  and 
on  stilts.  He  cannot  soar,  like  Burke,  into  the  empyreum ;  for  he 
bad  capacity,  not  imaginatian.  His  best  passages  are  hia  most  vnitf 
boured  ones  ;  but  of  these  he  seems  to  have  thought  least.  He  tricks 
out  superficial  thoughts  and  obvious  common-places  in  glittering 
trope  and  metaphor;  piles  hyperbole  on  hyperbole,  conceit  on  con- 
ceit; and  mistakes  such  showy,  elaborate  fustian  for  the  true  work  of 
the  fancy>  There  is  as  much  difference  between  the  6gurative  com- 
position of  Sheridan  and  that  of  Burke,  as  there  is  between  specioua 
tinsel  and  sterling  gold ;  yet,  thrnhghout  the  Westminster  Hall  pro- 
ceedings, the  former  appears  to  have  thrown  the  latter  completely 
into  the  shade, — so  apt  is  the  world  to  he  caught  by  the  mere  show 
and  glare  of  oratory ! 

The  illness  of  his  Majesty,  George  the  Third,  and  the  discuasioD 
on  the  Regency  question  wluch  took  place  in  consequence,  afforded 
Sheridan  numerous  other  opportunities  of  distinguishing  himself  in 
Parliament.  He  espoused,  of  course,  the  side  of  Uie  Prince  of  Wales, 
whose  confidence  he  soon  gained,  and  at  whose  splendid  entertaio- 
ments  he  was  ever  the  fevoured  guest.  He  was,  in  Act,  the  diicf 
adviser  of  the  heir-i^iparent,  to  whom  was  entrusted  the    delicate 
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tuk  of  drawing  up  liii  state  papera  ;  utd  he  would,  no  doubt,  id  the 
event  of  a  change  ef  minutiy,  hare  been  raised  to  one  of  the  inoit 
valuable  poits  that  his  party  could  offer,  had  not  the  King's  recovery 
pat  an  end  to  bis  golden  expectations. 

Sfamrtlv  after,  a  dissolutiou  took  place,  when  be  hurried  off  to  Stal^ 
ford,  wiUi  the  intention  of  again  bying  hts  tuck  with  that  borough. 
One  of  his  fellow-passengers  dianced  to  be  an  elector  i  on  discovering 
which,  Sheridan  took  the  opportunity  of  asking  him  for  whom  he 
should  vote.  The  other,  ignorant  who  it  was  that  put  the  question, 
r^Jied  that  nether  of  the  candidates  were  much  to  be  depended  on, 
but  that  be  would  vote  for  the  devil  sooner  than  that  scamp  Sheridan. 
The  conversation  here  dropped  for  a  while ;  but,  having  in  the  interim 
contrived  to  team  from  the  coachman  the  nanie  of  his  opponent, 
Sheridan  resomed  the  discourse  by  observing,  that  he  had  heard  ssy 
there  were  many  corrupt  rogues  among  the  Stafford  electors,  and  that 
among  them  was  one  Thompson,  the  biggest  scoundrel  in  the  bo- 
rough. "  I  am  Mr.  Thompson,"  exctaimed  his  fellow-traveller,  crim- 
son with  rage.  "  And  I  am  Mr.  Sheridan,"  rejoined  the  other.  The 
joke  was  immediately  seen,  and  the  parties  became  sworn  friends 
ever  after.  Another  anecdote,  equally  characteristic  of  Sheridan,  is 
told  of  him  at  this  period.  A  few  days  after  his  return  to  town, 
having  hired  a  hackney-coach  to  take  him  from  Carlton  Palace  to  his 
own  bouse,  he  found  himself,  as  usual,  without  the  means  of  paying 
ibr  it.  Luckily  he  espied  his  friend  Richardson  in  the  street,  and, 
calling  to  him  to  get  in,  he  engaged  him  in  a  &vourite  discussionj 
which  he  was  well  aware  would  draw  forth  all  his  energies ;  and  then, 
after  adroitly  contradicting  him,  and  so  rousing  tiis  utmost  indig- 
satioD,  he  affected  to  grow  angry  himself;  and,  exclaiming  tliat  he 
would  not  remain  an  instant  longer  in  the  same  coach  with  a  man 
capable  of  holding  such  language,  he  insisted  on  Jehu  setting  him 
down,  and  walked  quietly  to  his  own  house,  which  was  now  but  a 
few  yards  off,  leaving  his  angry  friend  to  pay  the  &re  I 

In  the  year  1792,  Sheridan  lost  his  beautifid  and  accomplished 
wife ;  a  loss  which  he  took  greatly  to  heart.     It  was  indeed  an  irre- 

irable  one ;  for  she  had  long  been  his  best  "  ffuide  and  friend ;"  and 

T  benign  influence  removed,  he  plunged  heaSong  into  that  reckless 
extravagance  which  ultimately  sealed  his  ruin.  Henceforth,  for  some 
time,  he  seldom  or  never  distmguished  himself  in  Parliament,  though 
the  French  Revolution  was  then  setting  all  England  in  a  ferment ;  l»jt 
was  chiefly  to  be  heard  of  in  the  circles  of  fashion,  and  at  the  Carlton 
House  revels.  On  the  occasion,  however,  of  the  Nore  Mutiny,  be 
took  a  decided  part,  nobly  sacrificing  all  party  considerations  in  his 
xeal  to  maintain  bis  country's  honour. 

About  four  years  afler  the  aeath  of  his  first  wife,  Sheridan  entered 
into  a  second  marriage  with  Miss  Ogle,  daughter  of  the  Dean  of 
Winchester.  His  aflairs  were  now  in  a  ssd  state  of  embarrasementf 
fiiT  tte  obtained  but  a  slender  jointure  with  his  wife;  and,  to  re- 
trieve them,  he  (mce  again  turned  his  attention  to  the  stage.  In 
1799  he  brought  out  the  play  of  "  Pizan-o,"  which  had  a  prodigious 
run,  and  is  BtHl  occasionally  performed.  The  style  and  sentiments  of 
diis  drama  are  in  the  worst  possible  taste,  utterly  at  variance  with 
nature,  and  outraging  all  the  legitimate  rules  of  composition.  Strange, 
however,  to  say,  its  author  was  as  proud  <^  it  as  even  of  hie  **  Scbod 
for  ScandaL" 
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On  the  death  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  the  acceuion  of  tfae  Wbigi  to  power, 
Sheridan  was  appointed  Treasurer  of  the  Navy, — a  situation  wiadt  he 
held  but  a  short  timei  the  minittrr  being  unexpected!}'  hrolceii  up  by 
the  demise  of  Mr.  Fox.  It  was  while  boldiog  tiiis  office  that  he  gave 
a  splendid  entertainment  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  which  swallowed  up 
his  whole  year's  income.  Nevertheless  he  turned  even  this  absurd 
extravagance  to  account ;  for,  having  occasion  to  allude  to  hig  resig- 
nation in  Parliament,  he,  with  matchless  effrontery,  thanked  God  that 
be  quitted  office  as  poor  as  when  he  entered  upon  it  I 

Parliament  being  dissolved  soon  after  Fox's  death,  Sheridan,  after 
a  violent  simple,  was  returned  for  Westminster,  but  was  unseated 
on  the  next  dissolution,  whidi  occurred  in  1807.  Somewhere  about 
this  time  his  friend  the  Prince  made  him  a  privy-councillor,  and  ap- 
pointed him  to  the  Receivership  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall ;  but, 
whatever  were  the  pecuniary  advantages  he  derived  irom  this  sine- 
cure, they  were  more  than  counteiiialanced  by  the  destruction  of  all 
his  theatrical  property  by  fire.  lliiH  calamity  took  place  in  1809, 
when  Sheridan  was  on  hig  legs  at  St.  St^hen's.  He  iDstantly  quitted 
the  Mouse,  and,  after  coolly  looking  on  at  the  confiagratian,  retired 
to  a  neighbouring  tavern,  where  he  was  found  by  a  friend,  luxuriating 
over  a  battle  of  wine.  On  being  asked  how  he  could  think  of  enjoy- 
ing himself  at  such  a  time,  he  replied,  **  A  man  may  surely  be  allowed 
to  take  a  glass  by  his  own  fireside  I" 

We  now  approach  the  last  and  most  melancholy  period  of  poor 
Sheridan's  life.  The  sun  that  we  have  seen  blazing  so  long  and  bril- 
liantly, is  now  about  to  set  in  storm  and  ctoud.  Having  committed 
htmsdf  with  hii  party  by  some  mysterious  intriguea  in  which  he  had 
engaged,  relative  to  the  formation  of  a  new  mjuistry,  Sheridan  lost 
almost  all  his  political  in6uence ;  and,  on  the  dissolution  of  Parija- 
ment  in  I8I2,  was  defeated  in  his  attempts  to  be  re-elected  for  Staf- 
ford. Ruin  now  began  to  stare  him  in  the  face.  The  management 
of  the  new  theatre  had  been,  some  time  before,  taken  out  of  his 
hands;  his  debts  were  on  the  increase;  hia  dunt  grew  diuly  more 
clamorous;  and  he  had  no  longer  the  House  of  Commons  to  fly  to  for 
shelter.  To  such  a  wretched  state  of  destitution  was  he  now  re- 
duced, that  he  was  absolutely  compelled  to  pawn  his  books,  his  pio 
tures,  and  all  his  most  valuid)le  furniture.  Nor  was  this  die  worsk 
In  the  spring  of  1814  he  was  arrested  and  carried  to  a  spungin^ 
house,  where  he  remiuned  in  "  durance  vile"  upwards  of  three  days  1 

From  this  moment  he  never  again  faeld  up  his  head,  or  ventured 
abroad  into  the  world.  His  heart  was  broLen,  and  be  would  sit 
for  hours  treeping  in  the  solitude  of  hig  chamber.  Yet,  tbourii 
havering  on  the  very  threshold  of  the  grave,  his  duns  allowed  him 
not  the  slightest  respite;  writs  and  executions  were  multiplied 
against  him ;  and  the  bailiffs  at  length  forced  their  way  into  his  house. 
He  was  then  dying;  yet,  even  in  that  state,  the  agents  of  the  law 
were  about  to  carry  him  out  in  blankets,  when  the  interference  of  a 
fHend  saved  him  from  the  humiliation  of  drawing  his  last  breath  in  a 
spunging-house.  And  where  were  all  his  fcishionable  and  titled 
friends  during  this  season  of  distress  ?  Where  were  the  princes,  and 
dukes,  and  lords,  of  whom  he  had  so  long  been  the  idol  ?  All  bad 
flown :  the  sight  of  his  death-bed — and  such  a  death-bed  I — would,  no 
doubt,  have  been  too  much  for  their  delicate  sensibilities ;  and,  with 
the  exception  of  Messrs.  Moore,  Rogers,  and  one  or  two  odier  fHends, 
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who  remained  faithful  to  the  laat,  there  was  not  one  to  close  hii  dying 
eyes.  But  when  all  wa«  orer,  then  came  the  pomp  and  the  pa- 
geantry, the  titled  pall-bearera,  the  long  array  of  moumerB,  the 
pablic  funeral,  and  the  tomb  in  Weatminster  Abbey  I  Poor  Sheri- 
dan !  He  was  thought  of  sufEdent  consequence  to  be  laid  by  the 
side  of  the  departed  worthies  of  England ;  yet  the  very  men  who 
paid  this  homage  to  his  ashes,  scorned  to  come  near  him  in  his  pa- 
▼ertyl 

At  the  period  of  his  death,  which  took  place  in  1816)  Sheridan  had 
just  completed  his  sixty-fifth  year.  Hit  constitution  was  robust  and 
healthy;  and  he  might  have  lived  fuU  ten  years  longer,  bad  not  grief 
and  his  own  excesses  cut  short  the  span  of  his  days.  In  youth  he 
was  considered  handsome;  but  long  and  confirmed  habits  of  conviTi- 
ality  had  obliterated,  ere  he  had  yet  entered  on  the  autumn  of  lifoi 
every  trace  of  comeliness.  His  manners  were  remarkably  insinuat- 
ing, especially  to  women ;  his  wit  ever  at  command ;  and  his  flow  of 
animal  spirits  unflagging.  His  worst  failing  was  his  unconquerable 
indolence.  To  this  may  be  attributed  alt  his  misfortunes,  and  those 
hnmiliating  expedients  to  which  he  was  compelled  to  have  recourse 
in  order  to  ward  off  the  evil  day.  So  deeply  was  this  vice  implanted 
in  his  nature,  that,  even  when  he  had  to  attend  the  funeral  of  bis  old 
friend  Richardson,  he  could  not  be  prevailed  oa  to  set  out  in  time, 
but  arrived  aSux  the  service  was  concluded,  which,  at  bis  particular 
request,  was  performed  a  second  time. 

Lord  Byron,  who  saw  much  of  him  in  his  decline,  has  stated — as 
we  see  by  Moore's  admirable  life  of  that  poet — that  Sheridan's  wit 
was  bitter  and  morose,  rather  than  sparkling  or  conciliatory.  It 
should  be  borne  in  mind,  however,  that  he  was  then  worn  down  by 
sickness,  disappointed  in  all  his  hopes,  and  deserted  by  that  Prince 
on  whose  favour  he  laid  so  much  stress,  and  to  preserve  which  he 
had  made  so  many  sacrifices.  The  concurrent  testimony  of  those 
who  knew  him  in  his  best  days  represents  him  as  having  been,  like  a 
Wharton  or  a  Villiers,  the  "life  of  pleasure  and  the  soul  of  whim." 
That  in  the  course  of  his  meteor-like  career  he  committed  many  in- 
defensible acts,  and  carried  the  faculty  of  non-payment  to  its  highest 
point  of  perfection,  is  true  ;  but,  before  we  finally  condemn  him,  let 
us  consioer  what  was  his  education,  what  his  original  position  in 
society,  and,  above  all,  what  were  his  temptations.  He  was  never 
taught  in  early  life  to  set  a  right  value  on  thrifty  and  industrious 
habits.  His  father  was  an  eccentric  being  from  whose  example  he 
could  derive  no  benefit ;  and,  at  an  age  when  the  majority  of  men  are 
yet  in  the  parental  leading-strings,  he  was  cast  adrift  upon  the  world, 
to  sink  or  swim  as  might  happen.  Thus  situated,  without  any  legiti- 
mate profession  tn-  certain  income,  he  made  his  own  way  to  cele- 
iMritT;  and  if,  while  associating  with  people  infinitely  bis  superiors  in 
rank,  wealth,  and  alt  worldly  advantages,  he  imbibed  their  extrava- 
gances and  aped  their  follies,  such  weakness  is  surely  a  fitter  subject 
ror  our  regret  than  indignation.  At  any  rate,  let  us  not  forget  that,  if 
he  erred,  he  paid  the  penalty ;  and  that  many  men  a  thousand  times 
wane  than  ever  he  was,  but  with  more  tact  in  concealing  their  &ultf, 
have  gone  down  to  the  grave  honoured  and  lamented  as  good  citizens 
and  good  Christiaos. 
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A  SUMMER  NIGHTS  REVERIE. 
"Tig  night — and,  save  the  water&ll 

That  murmuTB  through  the  atoaj  vtie, 
No  Bound  is  near  the  ca«tle  waII 

On  which  the  moonlight  falls  bo  pale  ! 
There  is  no  wind,  but  up  on  high 
The  clauda  are  passing  hurriedly ; 
And  the  bright  top>  of  tree  and  tow'r 
Look  chilly  cold,  although  the  hour 
Is  midtime  of  a  aummer'a  night, 
When  moon  i*  mixt  with  mwaiog  light. 
There  is  a  terror  o'er  the  scene. 
As  if  but  lately  it  had  been 
A  battle-plain, — and  dead  and  dying 
Were  silent  in  the  shadows  lying  ! 
Ib  it  within  the  night's  lone  hour — 
The  open  vale,  or  closed  bower — 
The  murmur  of  the  distant  dells, 
That  such  wild  melancholy  dwells  ? 
Is  it  the  silvery  orbs  that  sleep 
So  tranquilly  in  heaven's  deep. 
That  with  their  silence  wake  the  mind 
To  such  calm  sorrow — such  retin'd. 
And  mixture  sweet  of  joy  and  grief, 
Tliat  makes  young  hearts  think  tears  relief? 
Why  should  the  softest  season  bring 
The  mind  such  blisafbl  suffering. 
As  ofl  we  feel  when  Nature's  rest 
Seems  most  divinely — calmly  blest  ? 
Who  ever  roam'd  on  moonlit  night. 
And  thought  its  beam  was  gaily  bright  ? 
Who  ever  heard  a  serenade, 

With  ev'n  a  theme  of  lightest  mirth. 
But  melancholy  echoes  play'd. 

And  sighs  within  the  heart  had  birth  ? 
Who  ever  trode,  in  glenwood  way. 

The  treilised  shadows  of  thejrees. 
But  felt  come  o'er  bis  spirit* s  ^y 

A  mournful  cadence  like  a  breeze  T — 
A  mingled  thrill  of  pain  and  bliss — 

A  dream  of  hopes  and  mern'ries  lost  ? 
Oh  !  even  happiest  lovera'  kiss. 

By  moonlignt  is  with  sadness  crost! 
At  such  an  hour  the  gayest  thing 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  pleasing  bmtow  : 
The  nightingale  would  gladly  sing, 

Were  we  to  list  its  song  l^  morrow  t 
Such  is  to-night — a  soft,  calm,  summer  night — 
Dim  in  its  beau^, — gloomy  in  its  light  I — 
Breathing  a  peacefulaess  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
But  in  its  quiet,  something  sadden'd  still  t 
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fiRaa,  1837. 

MAT  MORNING. 

Welcdmi,  sweet  May  f  Welcome,  fair  May  I 

There  is  not  a  day  The  firet  dewy  ray 

Oil  the  nin^  of  the  whole  year  round,  That  awakeo'd  the  in^nt  earth, 

That  shedt  in  its  flight  Descended  when  Tbou 

Such  heoTt-felt  deliffhc  (With  spring-gum nier  brow) 

At  thou  dost,  i*ith  even  thy  sound !  Aod  Beauty  were  twins  of  a  birth  I 

May  I    May  I  May  t  May  ! 

llieie '»  music  in  May,  There 's  something  in  May 

From  the  breath  of  the  mead  Tliat  even  the  1ip« 

To  the  Kmg  of  the  spray  1  Ofthy  soo*  could  not  say  I 


LEARY  THE  PIPER'S  LILT. 

This  is  the  first  o'  the  May,  boys  I 
Listen  to  me,  an'  my  planily  pipe 

Will  show  ye  the  fun  o'  the  day,  hoys  I 
I  know  for  a  spree  that  ye  're  always  ripe, 

And  fond  o'  gin^rbread  while  it  ig  gilt. 

"  HuTToo  I  for  Leary  the  Piper's  Lilt !" 


Fiitd  out  a  lass  for  the  day,  boys  I 

And  then  together  go  gethtr  the  tbom — 
I  warrant  she  'II  never  be  jade  or  jilt, 
"llurrool  for  Leary  the  Piper's  Lilt  t" 

Go  where  ye  may  for  the  May,  boys  1 
Folia  yir  nose,  an'  ye  "U  find  it  soon : 

On  every  hedge  by  the  way,  boys  1 
Ye  '11  hear  it  sinein'  its  scented  tune. 

Unless  by  the  breaih  o'  your  darlln'  k'Ut  I 

"Hurroo!  for  Leary  the  Piper's  Lilt  1" 

Bnt  isn't  it  betther  the  Afu(,  boys  I 
All  living  to  lave  on  its  flow'ry  tree. 

Than  wound  it  by  Waking  away,  boys  I 
A  branch  that  in  blossom  not  long  will  be 

When  the  rosy  dew  that  it  drank  is  spilt  ? 

"Hurrool  for  Leary  the  Piper's  LiltP 

An'  when  ye  're  all  tir'd  o'  the  May,  boys ! 

Come  to  the  sign  o'  the  Munle  an'  Can : 
An'  there,  at  the  close  o'  the  day,  boys  I 

Let  ev'rj  lasa,  by  the  side  ofher  man. 
Dance  tiU  the  daisies  are  spreadin'  their  quilL 
"  Hurroo !  for  Leary  the  Piper's  Lilt !" 


*  Mercury,  god  of  eloquence,  son  of  Jupiter  and  Haia. 
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OR,   THE   PARISH    BOy's   PROGHESS. 

BY  BOZ. 


chapter'  the  seventh. 

oliver  coktib0bs  refrictort. 

KoAH  Olaypole  ran  along  the  streets  at  his  swiftpst  pace,  and 

S.used  not  once  for  breath  until  he  reached  the  workhouse-gate, 
aving  rested  here,  for  a  minute  or.  so,  tocc4Iect  a  good  burst  of 
sobs  and  ah  imposing  show  of  tears  and  terror, '  he  knocked 
loudly  at  the  wicket,  and  presented  such  a  rueful  face  to  the 
aged  pauper  who  opened  it,  that  even  h^  who  saw  nothing  but 
rueful  faces  about  him  at  the  best  of  times,  started  back  in  asto- 
nishment. . 

"  Why,  what 's  the  matter  with  'the  boy  ?"  said  the  old 
pauper.  ,-    ■ 

"  Mr.  Bumble  !  Mr.  Bumble  V.  cried  Noah,'  with  well-affect- 
ed dismay,  and  in  tones  so  loud  and  ^tated'thst  they  not  only 
caught  the  ear  of  Mr.  Bumble  himBelfwho  happened  to  be  hard 
by,l)ut  alarmed  liim  so  much,  that  he  rushed  into  the  yard  with- 
out his  cocked  hat, — which  is  a  very  curious  and  remarkable 
circumstance,  as  showing  that  even  a  beadle,  acted  upon  by  a 
sudden  and  powerful  impulse,  may  he  a^cted  with  a  moment- 
ary visitation  of  loss  of  self-posfcs^n,  and  forgetfulness  of  per- 
sonal dignity. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Bumble,  sir  !^  said  Noah  ;  ''Oliver,  sir, — Oliver 

"  What  ?  what  ?"  interposed  Mr.  Bumble,  with  a  g^eam  of 
pleasure  in  his  metallic  eyes.  "Not  run  away:  he  ham^t  run 
away ;  has  he,  Noah  P* 

"  No,  air,  no;  not  run  away,  sir,  but  h~  's  turned  wicious," 
replied  Noah.  *'  He  tried  to  murder  me,  air ;  and  then  be  tried 
to  murder  Charlotte,  and  then  missis.  Oh,  what  dreadful  pain 
it  is  !  such  agony,  please  sir !"  and  here  Noah  writhed  and 
twisted  his  body  into  an  extensive  variety  of  eel-like  positions ; 
thereby  giving  Mr.  Bumble  to  understand  that,  from  tne  violent 
and  sanguinary  onset  of  Oliver  Twist,  he  had  sustained  severe 
internal  injury  and  damage,  from  which  he  was  at  that  speaking 
suffering  the  acutest  torture. 

When  Noah  saw  that  the  intelligence  he  communicated  per- 
fectly paralysed  Mr,  Bumble,  he  imparted  additional  effect 
thereunto,  by  bewailing  ^his  dreadful  wounds  ten  times  louder 
than  before :  and.  when  he  obsery,ed  a  gentleman  in  a  white 
waistcoat  crossing  the  yard,  he  was  more  tragic  in  his  lamenta- 
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tions  than  ever,  rightly  cnnceivine  it  highly  expedient  to  at- 
tract the  notice,  and  rouse  the  indignation,  of  the  gentleman 
aforesaid. 

The  eentleman's  notice  was  very  soon  attracted  ;  for  he  had 
not  walJced  three  paces  when  he  turned  angrily  round,  and  in- 

Suired  what  that  young  cur  was  howling  for,  and  why  Mr. 
lumble  did  not  favour  him  with  something  which  would  render 
the  series  of  vocular  exdamationa  so  designated,  an  involuntary 
process. 

"  It 's  a  poor  boy  from  the  free-school,  sir,"'  replied  Mr.  Bum< 
ble,  "  who  nas  been  nearly  murdered — all  but  murdered,  sir — 
by  young  Twist." 

"  By  Jove  I"  exclaimed  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat, 
stopping  short.  '*  I  knew  it !  I  felt  a  strange  presentiment 
from  the  very  first,  that  that  audacious  young  savage  would 
come  to  be  hung !" 

"  He  has  likewise  attempted,  sir,  to  murder  the  female  ser- 
vant," said  Mr.  Bumble,  with  a  face  of  ashy  paleness. 
"And  his  missis," interposed  Mr.  Claypole. 
"  And  his  master,  too,  I  think  you  said,  Noah  ?"  added  Mr. 
Bumble. 

"No,  he's  out,  or  he  would  have  murdered  him,"  replied 
Noah.     *'  He  said  he  wanted  to — "" 

"  Ah  I  said  he  wanted  to — did  he,  my  boy  ?"  inquired  the 
gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  Noah  ;  "and,  please  sir,  missis  wants  to 
know  whether  Mr.  Bumble  can  spare  time  to  step  up  there 
directly,  and  flog  him,  'cause  master  's  out." 

"  Certainly,  my  boy ;  certainly,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat,  smiling  benignly,  and  patting  Noah's  head, 
which  was  aboqt  three  inches  higher  than  his  own,  "  You  're 
a  good  boy  —  a  very  good  boy.  Here  's  a  penny  for  you. 
Bumble,  just  step  up  to  Sowerberry's  with  your  cane,  and  see 
what 's  best  to  be  done.     Don't  spare  him.  Bumble." 

"  No,  I  will  not,  sir,"  replied  the  beadle,  adjusting  the  wax- 
end  which  was  twisted  round  the  bottom  of  his  cane  for  pur- 
poses of  parochial  fl^ellation. 

"  Tell  Sowerberry  not  to  spare  him,  either.  They  "U  never 
do  anything  with  him,  without  stripes  and  bruises,"  said  the  gen- 
tleman in  the  white  waistcoat. 

"Ill  take  care,  sir,''  replied  the  beadle.  And,  the  cocked 
hat  and  cane  having  been  by  this  time  adjusted  to  their  owner's 
satisfaction,  Mr.  Bumble  and  Noah  Claypole  betook  themselves 
with  ail  speed  to  the  undertaker's  shop. 

Here  the  position  of  affairs  had  not  at  all  improved,  for 
Sowerberry  had  not  yet  returned,  and  Oliver  continued  to  kick 
with  undiminished  vigour  at  the  cellar-door.  The  accounts  of 
his  ferocity,  as  related  by  Mrs.  Sowerberry  and  Charlotte,  were 
of  so  startling  a  nature  that  Mr.  Bumble  judged  it  prudent  to 
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parley  before  opening  the  door :  with  this  view,  he  gave  a  kick 
at  the  outside,  by  way  of  prelude,  and  then,  applying  his  mouth 
to  the  kevhole,  said,  in  a  deep  and  impressive  tone, 

"  Oliver  t" 

"  Come ;  you  let  me  out !"  replied  Oliver,  from  the  inside. 

'*  Do  you  Know  this  here  voice,  Oliver  ?"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Ain't  you  afraid  of  it,  sir  ?  Ain't  you  a-trembling  while  I 
itpeiik,  sir  ?"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  No !"  replied  Oliver,  boldly. 

An  answer  so  different  from  the  one  he  had  expected  to  elicit, 
and  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving,  staggered  Mr.  Bumble  not  a 
little.  He  stepped  back  from  the  keynole,  drew  himself  up  to 
bis  full  height,  and  looked  from  one  to  another  of  the  three  by- 
standers in  mute  astonishment. 

"  Oh,  you  know,  Mr.  Bumble,  he  must  be  mad,"  said  Mrs. 
Sowerberry.  "  No  boy  in  half  his  senses  could  venture  to 
speak  so  to  you." 

*'  It  'b  not  madness,  ma''ani,*'  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  after  a  few 
moments  of  deep  meditation ;  "  it 's  meat.'* 

"  What !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sowerberry. 

"  Meat,  ma'am,  meat,"  replied  BumUe,  with  stem  empha^s. 
"  You  've  overfed  him,  ma'am.  You  've  nused  a  artificial  soul 
and  spirit  in  hitn,  ma'am,  unbecoming  a  person  of  his  condition, 
as  the  board,  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who  are  practical  philosophers, 
will  tell  you.  What  have  paupers  to  do  with  soul  or  spirit 
either?  It's  quite  enough  tnat  we  let  'em  have  live  bodies. 
If  you  had  kept  the  boy  on  gruel,  ma'am,  this  would  never  have 
happened." 

"Dear,  dear!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  piously  rai^ng 
her  eyes  to  the  kitchen  ceiling.    "  This  comes  of  oeing  libnal !" 

The  liberality  of  Mrs.  Sowerberry  to  Oliver  hod  consisted  in 
a  profuse  bestowal  upon  him,  of  all  the  dirty  odds  and  ends 
which  nobody  else  would  eat ;  so  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of 
meekness  and  self-njevotion  in  her  voluntarily  remaining  under 
Mr.  Bumble's  heavy  accusation,  of  which,  to  do  her  justice,  Ae 
was  wholly  innocent  in  thought,  word,  or  deed. 

"  Ah  !"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  when  the  lady  brought  her  eyes 
down  to  earth  again.  "  The  only  thing  that  can  be  done  now, 
that  I  know  of,  is  to  leave  him  in  the  cellar  for  a  day  or  so 
till  he  's  a  little  starved  down,  and  then  to  take  him  nut,  and 
keep  him  on  gruel  all  through  his  apprenticeship.  He  comes  of 
a  bad  family — excitable  natures,  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  Both  the 
nurse  and  doctor  said  that  that  mother  of  his,  made  her  way 
here  against  difficulties  and  pain  that  would  have  killed  any 
well-disposed  woman  weeks  befote." 

Af  this  point  of  Mr.  Bumble's  discourse,  OUvw  just  bearing 
enough  to  know  that  some  further  allusion  was  being  made  to 
his  mother,  recommenced  kicking  with  a  violence  which  render- 
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ed  every  other  sound  inaudible.  Sowerberry  returned  at  thia 
juncture,  and  Oliver's  ofTeoce  having  lieeu  explained  to  hloa, 
with  such  exaggvratioDB  as  the  ladies  thought  best  calculated 
to  rause  his  ire,  ne  unlocked  the  cellar-door  in  a  twinkling,  and 
draped  his  rebellious  apprentice  out  by  the  collar. 

Oliver's  clothes  had  been  torn  in  the  beating  he  had  received ; 
his  face  was  bruised  and  scratched,  and  his  hair  scattered  over  his 
forehead.  The  angry  flush  had  not  disappeared,  however  ;  and 
when  he  was  pulled  out  of  his  prison,  ne  scowled  boldly  on 
Noah,  and  looked  quite  undismayed. 

"  Now,  you  are  a  nice  young  fellow,  ain't  you  P^  said  Sower- 
berry,  giving  Oliver  a  shake,  and  a  sound  box  on  the  ear. 

"  He  called  my  mother  names,""  replied  Oliver,  sullenly. 

"  Well,  and  what  if  he  did,  you  little  ungrateful  wretch  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Sowerberry.  "She  deserved  wlut  he  said,  and 
worse." 

"  She  didn^t !"  said  Oliver. 

"  She  did  l"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry. 

"  It 's  a  lie  I"  said  Oliver. 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

This  flood  of  tears  left  Sowerberry  no  alternative.  If  he  had 
hesitated  for  one  instant  to  punish  Oliver  most  severely,  it  must 
be  quite  clear  to  every  experienced  reader  that  he  would  nave  been, 
according  to  all  precedents  in  disputes  of  matrimony  established, 
a  brute,  an  unnatural  husband,  aaiDsulting  creature,  a  base  imi- 
tation of  a  man,  and  various  other  agreeable  characters  too  nu- 
merous for  recital  within  the  limits  of  this  cjiapter.  To  do  him 
justice,  he.was,  as  far  as  his  power  went, — it  was  not  very  exten- 
sive,— kindly  disposed  towards  the  boy  ;  perhaps  because  it  was 
his  interest  to  be  so,  perhaps  because  nts  wife  disliked  him. 
The  flood  of  tears,  however,  left  him  no  resource ;  so  he  at  once 
gave  him  a  drubbing,  which  satisfied  even  Mrs.  Sowerberry 
herself,  and  rendered  Mr.  Bumble's  subsequent  application  of 
the  parochial  cane  rather  unnecessary.  For  the  rest  of  the  day 
be  was  shut  up  in  the  hack  kitchen,  in  company  with  a  pump 
and  a  slice  of  bread ;  and,  at  night,  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  afttr 
making  various  remarks  outside  the  door,  by  no  means  cotiipli- 
mentary  to  the  memory  of  his  mother,  looked  into  the  room, 
attd,  amidst  the  jeers  and  pointings  of  Noah  and  Charlotte, 
ordered  him  up  stairs  to  his  dismal  Ded. 

It  was  not  until  he  was  left  alone  in  the  silence  and  stillness 
of  the  gloomy  workshop  of  the  undertaker,  that  Oliver  gave 
way  to  tne  feelings  whicfi  the  day's  treatment  may  be  supposed 
likely  to  have  awakened  in  a  mere  child-  He  had  listened  to 
their  taunts  with  a  look  of  dogged  contempt ;  he  had  home  the 
lash  without  a  cry,  for  he  felt  that  pride  swelling  in  his  heart 
which  would  have  k^t  dowu  a  shnek  to  the  last,  if  they  had 
roasted  him  alive.  But,  now  that  there  were  none  to  see  <^ 
bear  him,  he  fell  upon  his  knees  on  the  floor,  and,  hiding  his 
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fsce  in  hia  hands,  nept  such  tears  aa  Qod  send  for  the  credit  of 
our  nature,  few  bo  young  may  ever  have  cause  to  pour  out  be- 
fore l)im. 

P'or  a  long  time  Oliver  remained  motionless  in  this  attitude. 
The  candle  was  bumin?  low  in  the  socket  when  he  rose  to  his 
feet,  and  having  gazea  cautiously  round  him,  and  listened  in- 
tenUy,  gently  unilid  the  fastemnge  of  the  door  and  looked 
abroad. 

It  was  a  cold  dark  night.  The  Btars  seemed  to  the  boy*s 
eyes  further  from  the  earth  than  he  had  ever  seen  them  before; 
there  was  no  wind,  and  the  aombre  shadows  thrown  by  the 
trees  on  ihe  earth  looked  sepulchral  and  death-like,  fi^m  being 
so  still.  He  xoftly  reclosed  the  door,  and,  having  availed  him- 
self of  the  expiring  light  of  the  candle  to  tie  up  in  a  handker- 
chief Ihe  few  articles  of  wearing  apparel  he  had,  sat  himself 
down  upon  a  bench  to  wait  for  morning. 

With  the  first  ray  of  light  that  struggled  through  the  crevices 
in  Ihe  sliutters  Oliver  rose,  and  again  unbarred  the  door.  One 
timid  look  around, — one  moment's  pause  of  hesitation, — he  had 
closed  it  behiud  him,  and  was  in  the  open  street. 

He  looked  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  uncertain  whither  to 
fly.  He  remembered  to  have  seen  the  waggons  as  they  went 
out,  toiling  up  the  hill ;  he  took  the  same  route,  and  arriving 
at  a  footpath  across  the  fields,  which  he  thought  after  some  dis- 
tance led  out  again  into  the  road,  struck  into  it,  and  walked 
quickly  on. 

Along  this  same  footpath,  Oliver  well  remembered  he  had 
trotted  beside  Mr.  Bumble,  when  he  first  carried  him  to  the 
workhouse  from  the  farm.  His  way  lay  directly  in  front  of  the 
cottage.  His  heart  beat  quickly  when  he  bethought  himself  of 
this,  and  he  half  resolved  to  turn  back.  He  had  come  a  long 
way  though,  and  should  lose  a  great  deal  of  time  by  doing  so. 
Besides,  it  was  so  early  that  there  was  very  little  fear  of  his 
being  seen  ;  so  he  walked  on. 

He  reached  the  house.  There  was  no  apjjearance  of  its  in- 
mates stirring  at  that  early  hour.  Oliver  stopped,  and  peeped 
into  the  garden.  A  child  was  weeding  one  of  the  little  beds ; 
and,  as  he  stopped,  he  raised  his  pale  face,  and  disclosed  the 
features  of  one  of  his  former  companions.  Oliver  felt  glad  to 
see  him  before  he  went,  for,  though  younger  than  himself,  he 
had  been  his  little  friend  and  playmate ;  they  had  been  beaten, 
and  starved,  and  shut  up  together,  many  and  many  a  time. 

*'  Hush,  Dick  r  said  Oliver,  as  the  boy  ran  to  the  gate,  and 
thrust  his  thin  arm  between  the  rails  to  greet  him.  "  Is  any 
one  up  f 

"  Nobody  but  me,"  replied  the  child. 

"  You  mustn't  say  you  saw  me,  Dick,"  said  Oliver ;  "  I  am 
running  away.  They  beat  and  ill-use  me,  Dick ;  and  I  am 
going  to  seek  my  fortune  some  long  way  off,  I  d<Hi't  know 
where.     How  pale  you  are !" 
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"  I  heard  the  doctor  tdl  them  I  waa  dying,"  replied  the  chUd 
with  a  £unt  smile.  "  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  dear ;  but 
don't  stop,  don't  stop." 

"  Yes,  yea,  I  will,  to  say  good-b'ye  to  you,"  replied  Oliver. 
"I  shall  Bee  you  again,  Dick;  I  know  I  shall.  You  will  be 
well  and  happy." 

*'  I  hope  BO,"  replied  the  child,  *•  after  1  am  dead,  but  not 
before.  I  know  the  dottor  must  be  right,  Oliver ;  because  I 
dream  so  much  of  heaven,  and  angels,  and  kind  faces  that  I 
never  see  when  I  am  awake.  Kiss  me,"  said  the  child,  climbing 
up  the  low  gate,  and  flinging  his  little  arms  round  Oliver's  neck. 
**  Good-b'ye,  dear !     God  bless  you  !" 

The  blessing  was  from  a  young  child's  lips,  but  it  was  the 
first  that  Oliver  had  ever  heard  invoked  upon  his  head ;  and 
through  all  the  struggles  and  suflerings  of  his  after  life,  through 
all  the  troubles  and  changes  of  many  weary  years,  he  never  once 
ibrgot  it. 

CHAFTBR  THE   EIGHTH. 
OLltEK   WALKS   tO   LOKDOM,   AND    ENCOVITTEBS  OM    TBB    ROAB   A   STUDOB 


Oliver  reached  the  stile  at  which  the  by-path  terminated, 
and  once  more  gained  the  high>road.  It  was  eight  o'clock  now ; 
and,  though  he  was  nearly  five  miles  away  from  the  town,  he 
ran,  and  hid  behind  the  hedges  by  turns,  till  noon,  fearing  that 
he  might  be  pursued  and  overtaken.  Then  he  sat  down  to  rest 
at  the  side  of  a  mile-stone,  and  began  to  think  for  the  first  time 
where  he  hod  better  go  and  try  to  live. 

The  stone  by  which  he  was  seated,  bore  in  large  characters 
an  intimation  that  it  was  just  seventy  miles  from  that  spot  to 
London.  The  name  awakened  a  new  train  of  ideas  in  the  boy's 
mind.  London! — that  great  large  place! — nobody — not  even 
Mr.  Bumbles-could  ever  find  him  there.  He  had  often  heard 
the  old  men  in  the  workhouse,  too,  say  that  no  lad  of  spirit  need 
want  in  London,  and  that  there  were  ways  of  living  in  that  vast 
city  which  those  who  had  been  bred  up  in  country  parts  had  no 
idea  of.  It  was  the  very  place  for  a  homeless  boy,  who  must 
die  in  the  streets  unless  some  one  helped  him.  As  these  things 
passed  through  his  thoughts,  he  jumped  upon  his  feet,  and 
again  walked  forward. 

He'4iad  diminished  the  distance  between  himself  and  London 
by  full  fdiir  miles  more,  before  be  recollected  how  much  he 
must  undergo  ere  he  could  hope  to  reach  bis  place  of  desti- 
nation. As  this  consideration  forced  itself  upon  him,  he  slack- 
ened his  pace  a  little,  and  meditated  upon  his  means  of  getting 
there.  He  had  a  crust  of  Inead,  a  coarse  shirt,  and  two  pairs 
ot  stockings  in  his  bundle  i  artd  a  penny — a  gift  of  Sowerberry's 
after  some  funeral  in  which  he  had  acquitted  himself  more  ttuu 
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ordinarily  wdl — in  his  pocket.  "  A  clean  shirt,''  tliought  ONver, 
**  is  a  very  comfortable  thing, — very  ;  and  so  are  two  pairs  ot 
darned  stockings,  and  so  is  a  penny ;  but  they  are  small  helps  t» 
a  sixty-five  miles'  walk  in  winter  time."  But  Oliver's  thoughts, 
Hke  those  of  most  other  people,  although  they  were  extremely 
ready  and  active  to  point  out  his  difficulties,  were  wholly  at  a 
toss  to  suggest  any  feasible  mode  of  surmounting  them ;  so, 
after  a  good  deal  of  thinking  to  no .  particular  purpose,  be 
changed  his  little  bundle  over  to  the  other  shoulder,  aod  trudged 
on. 

Oliver  walked  twenty  miles  that  day  ;  and  all  that  time  tasted 
nothing  but  the  crust  of  dry  bread,  and  a  few  draughts  of  water 
which  he  begged  at  the  cottage-doors  by  the  rood-side.  When 
the  night  came,  he  turned  into  a  meaaow,  and,  creeping  dose 
under  a  hay-rick,  determined  to  lie  there  till  moming.  He 
felt  frightened  at  first,  for  the  wind  moaned  dismally  over  the 
empty  fields,  and  he  was  cold  and  hungry,  and  more  alone  than 
he  had  ever  felt  before.  Being  very  tired  with  his  walk,  bow- 
ever,  he  soon  fell  asleep  uid  forgot  tus  troubles. 

He  felt  cold  and  stiff  when  he  got  up  nest  morning,  and  so 
hun^7  that  he  was  obliged  to  exchange  the  penny  for  a  small 
loaf  in  the  very  first  village  through  which  he  passed.  He  had 
walked  no  more  than  twelve  miles,  when  night  dosed  in  again  ; 
for  his  feet  *ere  sore,  and  his  l^s  so  weak  that  they  trembled 
beneath  him.  Another  night  passed  in  the  bleak  damp  air 
only  made  him  worse;  and,  when  he  set  forward  on  his  journey 
next  morning,  he  could  hardly  crawl  along. 

He  waited  at  the  bottom  of  a  steep  %ill  till  a  stage^^oscfa 
came  up,  and  then  begged  of  the  outside  passengers ;  but  there 
were  very  few  who  took  any  notice  of  him,  and  even  those,  told 
him  to  wait  tilt  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  then  let 
them  see  how  far  he  could  run  for  a  halfpenny.  Poor  CMiver 
tried  to  keep  up  with  the  coach  a  little  way,  but  was  unable  to  do 
it,  by  reason  of  his  fatigue  and  sore  feet.  When  the  outsides  saw 
this,  they  put  their  haln>enee  back  into  their  pockets  again,  de- 
claring that  he  was  an  idle  young  dog,  and  didn't  deserve  any- 
thing ;  and  the  coach  rattled  away,  and  left  only  a  cloud  of  dust 
behind. 

In  some  villages,  larg^  painted  boards  were  fixed  up,  warning 
all  persons  who  begged  within  the  district  that  they  would  be 
sent  to  jail,  which  frightened  Oliver  very  much,  ana  made  him 
very  glad  to  get  out  of  them  with  all  possible  expedition.  In 
others  he  would  stand  about  the  inn-yards,  and  look  monra- 
fully  at  every  one  who  passed ;  a.  proceeding  which  generally 
terminated  in  the  landlady's  ordering  one  of  the  post-boys  wbo 
were  lounging  about,  to  drive  that  strange  boy  out  of  the  place, 
for  she  was  sure,  he  hod  come  to  steal  something.  If  he  begged 
at  a  farmer's  house,  ten  to  <Hie  but  they  threatened  to  set  the 
dog  on  him ;  and  when  he  showed  his  nose  in  a  shop,  they 
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talked  about  the  beadle,  which  brought  Oliver's  heart  up  into 
bis  mouth, — very  often  the  only  thing  he  had  there,  for  many 
^oura  together. 

In  fact,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  f;ood-hearted  turnpike-man, 
and  a  benevolent  old  -lady,  Oliver's  troubles  would  have  been 
shortened  by  the  very  same  process  which  put  an  end  to  h>s 
mother'a ;  in  other  words,  he  would  moat  assuredly  have  fallen 
dead  upon  the  king^s  highway.  But  the  turnpike-man  gave 
him  a  meal  of  bread  and  cheese ;  and  the  old  lady,  who  had  a 
shipwrecked  grandson  wandering  barefooted  in  some  distant 
part  of  the  earth,  took  pity  upon  the  poor  orphan,  and  gave 
turn  what  little  she  could  aiford — and  more — with  such  kind 
and  gentle  words,  aud  such  tears  of  sympathy  and  compassion, 
that  they  sank  deeper  into  Oliver's  soul  than  all  the  sufferings 
be  had  ever  undergone. 

JEarly  OD  the  seventh  morning  after  he  had  left  his  native  place, 
Oliver  limped  slowly  into  the  little  town  of  Bamet.  The  wio- 
doW'shuttera  weve  elornd,  the  street  was  empty,  not  a  soul  had 
awakened  to  the  business  of  the  day.  The  sun  was  rising  in  all 
bis  splmdid  beauty,  but  the  light  only  seemed  to  show  the  boy 
his  own  lonetomenesB  and  desolation  as  he  gat  with  bleeding  feet 
and  covered  with  dust  upon  a  cold  door-step. 

By  degrees  the  shutters  were  opened,  the  window-blinds  were 
drawn  up,  and  people  began  passing  to  and  fro:  Some  few 
stopped  to  gaze  at  Oliver  for  a  moment  or  two,  or  turned  round 
to  stare  at  nim  as  they  hurried  by;  but  none  relieved  him,  or 
troubled  themselves  to  inquire  bow  he  came  there.  He  had  no 
heart  to  beg,  and  there  he  sat. 

He  had  been  crouching  on  the  step  for  some  time,  gazing  list- 
lessly at  the  coaches  as  they  passed  through,  and  thinking  how 
strange  it  seemed  that  they  could  do  witn  ease  in  a  few  hours 
what  It  had  taken  him  a  whole  week  of  courage  and  determination 
beyond  his  years  to  accomplish,  when  he  was  roused  by  observing 
tbataboy  whohad  passed  nim  carelessly  some  minutes  before,  had 
retumo^  and  was  now  surveying  him  most  earnestly  from  the 
opposite  aide  of  the  way.  He  took  little  heed  of  this  at  first ; 
but  the  boy  remained  in  the  same  altitude  of  close  observation 
BO  long,  that  Oliver  raised  his  head,  and  returned  his  steady 
look.  Upon  this,  the  boy  crossed  over,  and,  walking  close  up  to 
Oliver,  said, 

"  Hullo  !  my  povey,  what 's  the  row  ?" 

The  boy  wbo  addressed  this  inquiry  to  the  young  wayfarer 
was  about  his  own  age,  but  one  of  the  queerest-loolcing  boys 
that  Oliver  had  ever  seen.  He  wan  a  snub-nosed,  flat-browed, 
common-faced  boy  enough,  and  as  dirty  a  juvenile  as  one  would 
wish  to  see  ;  hut  he  had  got  about  him  all  the  airs  and  manners 
of  a  man.  He  was  short,  of  his  age,  with  rather  bow-lt^i,  and 
little  sharp  ugly  eyes.  His  hat  was  stuck  on  the  top  of  his 
head  so  slightly  that  it  threatened  to  fall  off  every  moment,  and 
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would  have  done  so  verv  often  if  the  wearer  had  Dot  had  a 
knack  of  every  now  and  then  giving  his  head  a  sudden  twitch, 
which  bronght  it  back  to  its  old  place  again.  He  wore  a  man^s 
coat,  which  reached  nearly  to  his  heels.  He  had  turned  the 
cuffs  back  halfway  up  his  arm  to  get  his  hands  out  of  the 
sleeves,  apparently  with  the  ultimate  view  of  thrusting  them 
into  the  pockets  of  bis  corduroy  IrouEerg,  for  there  he  kept 
them.  He  was  altogether  as  roystering  and  swaggering  a  young 
gentleman  as  ever  stood  three  feet  six,  or  Bometning  less,  in  bis 
bluchers. 

"  Hullo,  my  covey,  what 's  the  row  F"  said  this  strange  young 
gentleman  to  Oliver. 

"  I  am  very  hungry  and  tired,"  replied  Oliver,  the  tears 
standing  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke.  "  I  have  walked  a  long  way, 
.—I  have  been  walking  these  seven  days." 

*'  Walking  for  sivin  days !"  said  the  young  gentleman.  "  Oh, 
I  see.  Beak's  order,  ehP  But,"  he  added,  noticing  Oliver's 
look  of  surprise,  "  I  suppose  you  don't  know  wot  a  beak  is,  my 
flash  com-pan-i-on." 

Oliver  mildly  replied,  that  he  had  always  heard  a  bird's 
mouth  described  by  the  term  in  question. 

"  My  eyes,  how  green  i**  exclaimed  the  young  gentleman. 
'*  Why,  a  beak 's  a  madg'stVate ;  and  when  you  waJk  by  a  beak*B 
order,  it 's  not  straight  forerd,  but  always  going  up,  sod  nivir 
coming  down  agen.     Was  you  never  on  the  mill  P" 

"  Wliat  mill?" inquired  Oliver. 

*'  What  mill ! — why,  the  mill, — the  mill  as  takes  up  so  little 
room  that  it'll  work  inside  a  stone  jug,  and  always  goes  better 
when  the  wind 's  low  with  people  than  when  it 's  high,  acus  then 
Ihey  can't  get  workmen.  But  come,"  said  the  young  gentleman ; 
*'  you  want  grub,  and  you  shall  have  it.  1  'm  at  low-water, 
mark, — only  one  bob  and  a  magpie ;  but,  at  far  at  it  goes,  1 11 
fork  out  and  stump.  Up  witn  you  on  your  pins.  There  : 
now  then,  morrice." 

Assisting  Oliver  to  rise,  the  young  gentleman  took  him  to  an 
adjacent  chandler's  shop,  where  he  purchased  a  suiGdency  of 
ready-dressed  ham  and  a  half-quartern  loaf,  or,  as  be  himself 
expressed  it,  "  a  fourpenny  bran ;"  the  ham  being  kept  clean  and 

C reserved  from  dust  by  the  ingenious  expedient  of  making  a 
ole  in  the  loaf  by  pulling  out  a  portion  of  the  crumb,  and  stuffing 
it  therein.  Taking  the  bread  under  his  arm,  the  young  gentle 
man  turned  into  a  small  public-house,  and  led  the  way  to  s  tap- 
room in  the  rear  of  the  premises.  Here,  a  pot  of  beer  was 
brought  in  by  the  direction  of  the  mysterious  youth ;  and  Oliver, 
falling  to,  at  his  new  friend's  bidding,  made  a  long  and  hearty 
meal,  during  the  progress  of  which  the  strange  boy  eyed  bim 
from  time  to  time  with  great  attention. 

"  Going  to  London  ?"  said  the  strange  boy,  when  Oliver  bad 
at  length  concluded. 
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*'  Got  any  lodiringfl  ?" 

"No." 

"  Money  ?" 

"No." 

The  stranse  boy  whistled,  and  put  his  arms  into  his  pocket* 
as  far  OS  the  mg-coat  sleeves  would  let  thetn  go. 

"  Do  you  live  in  London  ?"  inquired  Oliver. 

*'  Ye«,  I  do,  when  I  'm  at  home,"  replied  the  boy.  "  I  sup- 
,  pose  you  want  some  place  to  deep  in  to-night,  don't  you  ?" 

*'  1  do  indeed,"  answered  Oliver.  "  I  have  not  slept  under  a 
roof  since  I  left  the  country." 

"  Don't  fret  your  eyelida  on  that  score,"  said  the  young  gen- 
tleman. "  I  've  got  to  be  in  London  to-night,  and  I  know  a 
'rpectable  old  genelmac  as  lives  there,  wot  '11  give  you  lodgings 
for  notbink,  and  never  ask  for  the  change ;  that  is,  if  any  gend> 
man  lie  knows  interduces  you.  And  don't  he  know  me  P— Oh, 
DO, — not  in  the  least, — by  no  means,— certainly  not." 

The  young  gentleman  smiled,  as  if  to  intimate  that  the  latter 
Iragments  of  discourse  were  playfully  ironical,  and  finished  the 
beer  as  he  did  so. 

This  unexpected  ofier  of  shelter  was  too  tempting  to  be  re- 
sisted, especially  as  it  was  immediately  followed  up,  by  the  as- 
surance that  the  old  gentleman  already  referred  to,  would  doubt- 
less provide  Oliver  with  a  comfortable  place  without  loss  of 
time.  This  led  to  a  more  frieudly  and  confidential  dialogue, 
from  which  Oliver  discovered  that  his  friend's  name  waa  Jack 
Dawltins,  and  that  he  was  a  peculiar  pet  and  protege  of  the 
elderly  gentleman  before  mentioned. 

Hr.  Dawkins's  appearance  did  not  say  a  vast  deal  in  favour 
of  the  comforts  which  his  patron's  interest  obtained  for  those 
whom  he  took  under  his  protection  ;  but  as  he  had  a  somewhat 
flighty  and  dissolute  mode  of  conversing,  and  furthermore 
avowed  that  among  his  iotimate  friends  he  was  better  known  by 
the  tobriquet  of  "  The  artful  Dodger,"  Oliver  concluded  that, 
being  of  a  dissipated  and  careless  turn,  the  moral  precepts  of 
his  benefactor  had  hitherto  been  thrown  away  upon  him.  Under 
this  impression,  he  secretly  resolved  to  cultivate  the  good  opi- 
nion of  the  old  gentleman  as  quickly  as  possible ;  and,  if  he 
found  the  Dodger  incorrigible,  as  he  more  than  half  suspected  be 
should,  to  decline  the  honour  of  his  farther  acquaintance. 

As  John  Dawkins  objected  to  their  entering  London  before 
nightfall,  it  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock  when  they  reached  the 
turnpike  at  Islington.  They  crossed  from  the  Angel  into  St. 
John's-road,  struck  down  the  small  street  which  terminates  at 
Sadler's  Wells  theatre,  through  Exmnuth-street  and  Coppice- 
row,  down  the  little  court  by  the  side  of  the  workhouse,  across 
tlie  classic  ground  which  once  bore  the  name  of  Hockley-in-the- 
hole,  thence  into  Little  Saffron-hill,  and  so  into  Safiron-hiU  the 
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Great,  along  which,  the  Dodger  scudded  at  a  rapid  pace,  direct- 
ing  Oliver  to  follow  close  at  his  heels. 

Although  Oliver  had  enough  to  occupy  his  attention  in  keep- 
ing sight  of  his  leader,  he  could  not  help  bestowing  a  few  hasty 
glances  on  either  side  of  the  way  as  he  passed  along.  A  dirtier 
or  more  wretched  place  he  had  never  seen.  The  street  was  very 
narrow  and  mudcfy,  and  the  air  was  impregnated  wirh  filthy 
odours.  There  were  a  good  many  small  shops ;  but  the  only 
stodt  in  trade  appeared  to  be  heaps  of  children,  who,  even  at 
that  time  of  night,  were  crawling  in  and  out  at  the  doors,  or 
Bcreamiog  from  the  inside.  The  sole  places  that  seemed  to 
prosper  amid  the  general  hlight  of  the  place  were  the  public- 
houses,  and  in  them,  the  lowest  orders  of  Irish  (who  are  generally 
the  lowest  orders  of  anytliing)  were  wrangling  with  might  and 
main.  Covered  ways  and  yards,  which  here  and  there  diverged 
from  the  main  street,  disclosed  little  knots  of  houses  where 
drunken  men  and  women  were  positively  wallowing  in  the  filth ; 
and  from  several  of  the  doorways,  great  ill-looking  feJlows  were 
cautiously  emerging,  bound,  to  all  appearance,  upon  no  very 
veil-disposed  orliarmlesB  errands. 

Oliver  was  just  considering  whether  he  hadn't  better  run 
away,  when  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  hill :  his  conductor, 
catching  him  by  the  arm,  pushed  open  the  door  of  a  house  near 
Field-lane,  ana,  drawing  bim  into  the  passage,  closed  it  behind 
them. 

"  Now,  then,"  cried  a  voice  from  below,  in  reply  to  a  whistle 
from  the  Dodger. 

"  Plamray  and  tlam  r  was  the  reply. 

This  seemed  to  be  some  watchword  or  signal  that  it  was  all 
right ;  for  the  light  of  a  feeble  candle  gleamed  upon  the  wall  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  passage,  and  a  man''s  face  peeped  out 
from  where  a  balustrade  of  the  old  kitchen  staircase  had  been 
broken  away. 

"There's  two  on  you,"  said  the  man,  thrusting  the  candle 
farther  out,  and  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand.  "  Who's  the 
t'other  one  P" 

"  A  new  pal,"  replied  Jack,  pulling  Oliver  forward. 

"  Where  did  he  come  from  ?" 

"Greenland.     Is  Fagin  up  stairs P" 

"  Yes,  he 's  a  sortin'  the  wipes.  Up  with  you !"  The  candle 
was  drawn  back,  and  the  face  disappeared- 

Oliver,  groping  his  way  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other 
firmly  grasped  by  his  companion,  ascended  with  much  difficulty 
the  dark  and  broken  stairs  which  his  conductor  mounted  with  an 
ease  and  expedition  that  showed  he  was  well  acquainted  with 
them.  He  threw  open  the  door  of  a  back-room,  and  drew 
Oliver  in  after  him. 

The  walls  and  ceiling  of  the  room  were  perfectly  black  with 
age  and  dirt.     There  was  a  deal-table  before   the   fire,  upmi 
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which  was  a  candle  stuck  in  a  ginger-beer  bottle;  two  or  three 
pewter  pots,  a  loaf  and  butter,  and  a  plate.  In  a  frying-pan 
which  was  on  the  lire,  and  which  was  secured  to  the  mantel- 
shelf by  a  string,  some  sausages  were  cooking ;  and  standing 
over  them,  with  a  toasting-fork  in  his  hand,  was  a  very  old 
shrtvellett  Jew,  whose  villanous-looking  and  repulsive  face  was 
obscured  by  a  quantity  of  matted  red  hair.  He  was  dressed  in 
a  greasy  flannel  gown,  with  his  throat  bare,  and  seemed  to  be 
dividing  his  attention  between  the  frying-pan  and  a  clothes- 
horse,  over  which  a  great  number  of  silk  handkerchiefs  were 
hanging.  Several  rough  beds  made  of  old  sacks  were  huddled 
ride  by  side  on  the  floor ;  and  seated  round  the  table  were  four 
or  Ave  boys,  none  older  than  the  Dodger,  smoking  long  cli^ 
pipes  and  drinkine  spirits  with  all  the  air  of  middle-aged  men. 
These  all  crowded  about  their  associate  as  he  whispered  a  few 
words  to  the  Jew,  and  then  turned  round  and  grinned  at  Oliver, 
aa  did  the  Jew  himself,  toasting-fork  in  hand. 

"  This  is  him,  Fagin,"  said  Jack  Dawkins ;  **  my  friend, 
Oliver  Twist." 

The  Jew  grinned  ;  and,  making  a  low  obeisance  to  Oliver, 
took  him  by  the  hand,  and  hoped  ne  should  have  the  honour  of 
his  intimate  acquaintance.  Upon  this,  the  young  gentlemen 
with  the  pipes  came  round  him,  and  shook  both  his  hands  very 
hard, — especially  the  one  in  which  he  held  his  little  bundle.  One 
young  gentleman  was  very  anxious  to  hong  up  his  cap  for  him ; 
and  another  was  so  obliging  as  to  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
in  order  that,  as  he  was  very  tired,  he  might  not  have  tne  trou- 
ble  of  emptying  them  when  he  went  to  l>cd.  These  civilities 
would  probably  have  been  extended  much  further,  but  for  a 
liberal  exercise  of  the  Jew's  toastine-fork  on  the  heads  and 
shoulders  of  the  affectionate  youths  who  offered  them. 

"  We  are  very  glad  to  see  you,  Oliver, — very,"  said  the  Jew. 
"  Dodger,  take  on  the  sausages,  and  draw  a  tub  near  the  fire  for 
Oliver.  Ah,  you  're  a  staring  at  the  pocket-handkerchiefs  !  eh, 
my  dear  ?  There  are  a  good  many  of  'em,  ain't  there  ?  We  've 
just  looked 'em  out  ready  for  the  wash;  that's  all,  Oliver; 
that  *8  all.     Ha  !  ha !  ha !" 

The  latter  part  of  this  speech  was  hailed  by  a  boisterous 
shout  from  all  the  hopeful  pupils  of  the  merry  old  gentleman, 
in  the  midst  of  which  they  went  to  supper. 

Oliver  ate  his  share ;  and  the  Jew  then  mixed  him  a  glass  of 
hot  gin  and  water,  telling  htm  he  must  drink  it  off  directly,  be- 
cause another  gentleman  wanted  the  tumbler.  Oliver  did  as  he 
was  desired.  Almost  instantly  afterwards,  he  felt  himself  gently 
lifted  on  to  one  of  the  sacks,  and  then  he  sunk  into  a  deep 
sleep. 
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Dr.  Cleaver,  whose  portrait  we  next  revJetred,  displayed  a  phy- 
siognomy widely  different  from  that  of  Dr.  Dulcet.  It  did  not  ex- 
'  hibit  any  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness  ;  or,  if  ever  such  a  benign 
fluid  had  circulated  in  his  veins,  it  had  been  curded  by  the  rennet  of 
early  disappointment  in  every  young  hope.  Tlie  features  were  stent 
dsd  inflexible, — cast-iron,  moulded  by  philosophy ;  a  Cynic  smile  por- 
trayed contempt  of  the  world,  or  rather  of  society,  such  as  it  then 
was,  is,  and  most  probably  ever  will  be.  Yet  his  rubicond  cheeks 
and  vinous  nose  proclaimed  that  be  was  fond  of  the  good  things  of 
this  perishable  globe;  and  few  men,  wiien  he  had  acquired  wealth,  en- 
joyed life  and  its  luxuries  with  greater  zest  tlian  he  did.  His  maxim 
was  foimded  on  what  he  would  call  the  tebole  duty  o^mon;  which  was, 
to  keep  what  we  get,  and  to  get  all  we  can. 

Edward  Cleaver  was  born  in  that  class  of  human  beings  denomi- 
nated pauperf.  He  was  ushered  into  life  a  burthen  on  the  parish  in 
which  he  had  been  found,  at  the  door  of  a  butcher  of  tlie  name  of 
Cleaver,  (whose  patronymic  was  generously  bestowed  on  him,)  in  a 
condition  as  natural  as  bis  birth.  Cleaver  was  a  man  of  a  aerww  way 
of  thinking ;  and,  fearing  that  the  adoption  of  an  orphan  infant  might 
asperse  hia  sanctimonious  character,  and  thereby  injure  his  trade, 
very  properly  sent  the  child  to  the  parish  officers.  These  worthies 
would  willingly  have  made  him  paternise  the  thing;  but  he  had  evi- 
dence of  its  having  been  found  abandoned  in  the  street. 

Whether  a  burthen  be  carried  by  a  body  corporate  or  an  individual, 
it  is  nevertheless  an  obnoxious  incumbrance,  of  which  the  bearer  is 
anxious  to  rid  himself  as  soon  as  he  possibly  can ;  and  therefore, 
maugre  the  puling  and  mawkish  cant  of  some  would-be  philanthro- 
pic scribblers,  a  parish  has  just  the  same  right  to  grumble  at  a  bur- 
then, and  cast  it  off  as  feasibly  as  may  be,  as  a  hod-bearer  to  relieve 
himself  of  his  load,  a  donkey  of  his  panniers,  or  a  nursery-maid  of  a 
squalling  and  ponderous  brat.  Therefore,  overseers  are  perfectlyjus- 
tifiable  in  having  recourse  to  all  the  industrioi^  methods  that  sound 
political  economy  can  suggest  to  shake  off  the  taxation  imposed  upon 
their  parishioners  by  improvidence  and  vice.  However,  all  their  in- 
genuity could  not  prevent  the  growth  of  Ned  Cleaver,  who  attained 
the  age  of  seven,  illustrating  the  fact,  that  vital  air  can  support  the 
functions  of  life  with  the  aid  of  but  little  sustenance  ;  and  the  imp  was 
BO  hale  and  hearty,  that  they  thought  him  "  ragged  and  tough " 
enough  for  anything,  and  sent  him  to  sea. 

To  relate  his  mishaps  as  a  cabin-bov  on  board  a  collier  would  fill 
a  volume;  suffice  it  to  say,  the  lad  was  naturally  stubboni, . and 
would  not  be  persuaded  that  he  was  created  to  work  without  suffi- 
cient food,  and  get  thrashed  in  lieu  of  wages ;  and  fioding,  to  use 
the  old  joke,  that,  although  he  was  bred  to  the  sea,  the  sea  was  not 
brvad  to  him,  he  decamped  at  Plymouth,  and  joined  a  company  of 
strolling  tumblers,  hurdy-gurdy  plajiers,  and  mountebanks,  that  were 
travelling  about  the  country. 
Ned  had  now  attained  his  sixteenth  year,  and  had  perfected  him- 
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mI^  in  forecastle  and  cftbooae,  in  various  accompliBhments  ;  he  could 
sing  a  slang-song,  chop  his  jaws  tn  various  modulations,  was  a  very 
Moachdei  on  the  salt-box,  danced  a  hornpipe,  mimicked  alt  eorta  of 
infirmities,  and  could  make  the  most  horrible  Aces,  that  would  so  dig- 
figure  him  that  no  one  could  recc^ise  his  natural  features,  which 
were  uncommonly  handsome ;  so  much  so  indeed,  that  he  became 
a  great  favourite  of  the  ladies  of  the  company :  but,  although  he 
rtUed  the  roatt  with  the  fair  sex,  he  was  scurvily  hatted  upon  every 
trivial  occasion  by  the  gentlemen  performers,  and  was  therefore  not 
much  better  off  on  land,  than  when  at  sea  he  was  flogged  up  alofl  to 
reef,  or  fledged  down  to  the  salutary  exercise  of  the  holy  Hone,  which 
would  teach  the  most  impious  chap  to  pray.  Cleaver,  therefore, 
betook  himself  to  his  louxr  extremities  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
LfOndon ;  and,  once  more  a  Jiliua  popuii,  threw  himself  in  the  tide 
of  our  population  in  search  of  work  and  food.  For  several  days  he 
Strayed  about  this  wealthy  metropolis,  and  was  well-nigh  proving  the 
veracity  of  those  sapient  legislators,  who  maintain  that  such  vaga- 
bonds have  no  butinett  to  live, — which  is  indeed  a  truism.  Happily 
for  our  young  vagrant,  he  one  night  fell  in  with  a  drunken  old  man 
who  WHS  endeavouring  to  chalk  upon  the  wallj,  in  gigantic  letters, 
the  name  of  a  celebrated  physician.  It  immediately  occurred  to 
Master  Ned  that,  if  he  could  afford  assistance  to  the  Buggering  artist, 
he,  in  return,  might  afford  him  some  relief  It  was  a  providential  in- 
spiration. Ned  helped  his  new-made  acquaintance  to  what  he  politely 
termed  his  booang  ken,*  where  he  was  feasted  with  a  blow-out  of  what 
his  patron  called  ffnb  and  bub  (Anplici,  victuals  and  drink);  and, 
after  enjoying  a  delicious  night's  rest  in  an  Irish  diy  lodging  upon 
wet  straw,  he  was  admitted  as  an  assistant  in  the  chalking  line,  at 
sixpence  per  diem.  His  master,  who  when  sober  could  not  read, 
would  oftentimes  make  sad  mistakes  when  he  was.  In  every  sense  of 
the  denomination,  a  "knight  of  the  brush  and  moon," — which,  in  the 
language  of  the  holy  land,  meaneth  "  in  the  wind," — and  our  apprentice 
soon  became  an  indispensable  assistant,  since  his  master  could  earn 
six  shillinga  a  day,  and  get  as  drunk  as  a  lord,  by  paying  him  six- 
pence out  of  his  salary.  Now,  although  our  youth  was  not  ungrate- 
fhl,  yet  he  was  ambitious,  and  he  could  not  see  the  reason  why 
such  a  disproportion  in  the  wages  of  labour  should  exist ;  he  one 
morning  took  it  into  his  head  to  work  on  his  own  bottom,  and  there- 
fore presented  himself  to  his  chief  employer,  a  Dr.  Doall,  with  the 
abominable  intention  of  basely  undermining  his  benebctar  at  half- 
price. 

DoatI  was  much  pleased  with  his  appearance  and  his  candour,  but 
still  more  with  his  proposal ;  and  Ned  was  forthwith  taken  into  his 
service.  His  occupation  tnerety  consisted  in  cleaning  the  whole 
house,  answering  the  door,  running  errands,  helping  to  cook  the  din- 
ner, serving  at  table,  pounding  medicines,  washing  dishes,  scouring 
knives  and  forks,  and  blacking  shoes,  mooning  about  the  streets  at 
night  chalking  his  master's  name,  and  during  his  leisure  moments 
he  was  advised  to  study  physic,  and  wash'  out  phials  and  gallipots  ; 
for  which  services  he  was  put  upon  board  wages,  at  the  rate  of 
ninepence  per  diem.  All  these  duties  he  fulfilled  most  cheerfully, 
for  he  had  an  incentive  to  Ins  labours.  Next  to  good  living — when 
•  A  pol-house  lodging. 
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he  could  get  it — ClesTer  was  a  warm  admirer  of  the  ftir  sex,  even 
when  hungry:  and,  irhen  beauty  drank  to  him  with  her  eyes,  he 
would  have  pledged  her  in  small-beer  as  rapturously  as  in  half-and- 
half.  Doall  had  a  daughter,  an  only  child ;  she  was  remarkable  for 
her  beauty,  and  no  leaa  recommendable  by  her  accomplishments.  She 
was  ever  engaged  in  reading  novels  and  plays,  could  strum  upon  the 
guitar,  and  all  day  long,  was  either  siogtng  or  spouting :  our  appren- 
Uce  looked  upon  her  as  the  paragon  of  all  loveliness.  If  he  admired 
her,  he  soon  perceived  that  his  youth,  his  innocence,  and  perhaps 
his  good  figure,  had  produced  a  fevourable  impression  upon  the 
maiden.  A  conversation  with  her  father  confirmed  the  surmises  of 
vanity,  when  he  overheard  her  sweet  voice  admitting  that  he  was  a 
morMrotu  nice  young  fellow,  and  impressing  upon  her  &ther  the  pro- 
priety of  giving  him  decent  clothes,  and  making  him  look  like  a  gen- 
tleman. 

This  conversation  had  the  "desired  effect."  Ned  was  sent  to 
suit  himself  in  Monmoulh-street,  cooky  allowed  him  to  dip  his  crust 
in  the  dripping-pan  on  roasdng'days ;  and,  although  on  board  wages, 
Kmnielina,  the  doctor's  lovely  daughter,  permitted  him  a  &ir  run 
ofhis  teeth  when  her  father  was  out.  As  the  cook  was  often  junket- 
ing with  her  lover,  the  sexton  of  the  parish,  she  did  Dot  grui^  him 
these  little  advantages. 

One  morning,  just  as  he  had  come  home  from  chalking,  the  doc- 
tor called  him,  and  bidding  him  be  seated,  (a  most  unexpected  ho> 
nour,  which  nearly  drove' the  lad  out  of  his  senses,)  he  informed 
him  that  he  was  highly  Batialied  with  his  conduct,  would  henceforth 
allow  him  four  pounds  a- year  wages,  and  pay  him  by  the  job  for  other 
services,  which  were  to  commence  by  his  doing  ^fiU;  ao  saying,  be 
gave  him  a  treatise  on  epilepsy,  and  bidding  him  study  the  symptomst 
he  left  him,  slipping  half-a-crown  into  his  hand. 

The  enchanted  Cleaver  was  not  long  in  understanding  the  doctor's 
intentions,  and  sedulously  applied  himself  to  acquire  the  means  of 
qualifying  himself  for  his  novel  occupation ;  although  he  was  rather 
staggered  when  he  read  the  following :  "  The  patient  falls  down  with- 
out any  previous  notice,  his  eyes  are  bo  distorted  that  only  the  whites 
of  them  are  to  be  seen,  his  fists  are  clenched,  he  foams  at  the  mouth, 
thrusts  out  his  tongue,  and  his  body  and  limbs  are  agitated  and  con- 
vulsed. After  a  continuance  of  this  terrific  state,  the  symptoms 
gradually  abate ;  but  the  patient  continues  looking  wildly  and  va- 
cantly around  him,  perfectly  unconscious  of  what  has  passed." 
Cleaver  immediately  proceeded  to  make  the  most  awful  feces  in  his 
looking-glass,  till  he  actually  frightened  himself  into  the  belief  that  a 
real  fit  was  coming  on.  Delighted  with  his  attempt,  no  sooner  had 
Doall  returned,  than  Cleaver  fell  down  in  the  hall,  in  alt  the  fearful 
distortions  of  an  epileptic. 

"Bravo  I — bravo  !"  exclaimed  the  doctor; — "  admirable  I— excel- 
lent 1" 

"Delicioual — wonderful  I— he's  a  very  artist.  Oh,  what  a  trage- 
dian he  would  make  I"  exclaimed  the  daughter;  "  how  dianningly  he 
would  die  I 

'  Thy  bones  are  roarrowleis,  thv  blood  is  cold, — 
Thoa  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes  J' " 

"  I  'II  be  d — d  if  he  hasn't,  though  1"  replied  Doall ;  "  and  if  this 
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chap  does  oot  make  his  way  in  tlie  fforld,  I  'II  swallow  a  peck  of  my 
own  attH-ommbut  pUl*.  Now  mutter  away,  my  boy — more  foam — 
more  foam — that's  Ul — now  for  a  kick— that's  your  sorti — clench 
your  fist— capital '.  capital  I  Now,  my  fine  fellow,  get  up,  and  I  '11  re- 
novate you  with  lome  of  my  cardiac  taUi-nervotis  balm  ;"  and,  so  say- 
ing, he  tot>k  out  of  his  closet  a  small  bottle  which  contained  the  afore- 
said liquor,  which  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  dram  for  ladies, 
who  dared  not  indulge  in  more  vulgar  potations,  and  which  I  afterwards 
found  was  composed  of  cherry- bounce,  Cura^oa,  Cayenne  pepper,  gin~ 
ger,  and  some  other  drug  of  a  most  stimulating  nature,  which  once 
recommended  a  certain  holy  man  to  a  certain  great  personage ; — a 
fiu:t  which  may  be  now  noticed,  since  both  parties  are  in  the  ElytioH 
Fields. 

It  was  now  settled  that  the  following  day  at  four  o'clock.  Cleaver 
was  to  fall  down  in  a  fit  in  Albemarle-streeC,  at  the  door  of  a  fashion- 
able family-hotel,  the  doctor  driving  past  at  the  very  time.  In  a 
moment  he  had  collected  a  crowd  around  him.  One  exclaimed, 
"  The  fellow  's  drunk  I" — another  bystander  maintained  it  was  apo- 
plexy ;  a  second,  emlepsy ;  and  an  old  woman  Assured  the  group  that 
ft  was  catalepsy.  The  lad's  face  was  sprinkled  with  kennel  water, 
hartshorn  charitably  applied  to  his  nostrils,  and  a  stick  humanely 
cf«mmed  between  his  teeth  for  fear  he  should  bite  liis  tongue.  On  a 
sudden,  and  to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  Doall  jumped  out  of  his  joh- 
fly,  and,  after  looking  at  the  patient  for  a  moment,  observed  that  it 
was  an  aOaek  ofidiopatMe  qriUpn/,  aruijigfi-tan  a  determinati&n  of  the 
matgumeoM  ty^m  to  ^  encejAahn.  lliis  learned  illustration  pro- 
claimed the  man  of  science,  and  every  one  made  way  for  him  with 
becoming  respect.  Our  esculapius  then  took  out  a  small  phial  from  his 
pocket,  and,  pouring  two  or  three  drops  into  Ned's  foaming  mouth,  he 
added,  "  These  drops  are  infallible  in  recovering  people  from  all  BorU 
of  sympathetic,  symptomatic,  and  idiopathic  attacks;"  when  Cleaver 
immediately  opened  his  eyes,  looked  around  him  with  a  vacant  stare, 
to  the  great  amazement  of  every  one  present,  and  in  a  stuttering 
voice  asked  where  he  was.  The  doctor  generously  told  him  where  he 
lived  in  a  loud  and  audible  manner,  gave  him  half-a-crown,  and  was 
about  ascending  his  pill-box,  after  bidding  him  call  upon  him  in  a 
day  or  two,  when  a  servant  in  a  splendid  livery  stepped  forward  fiijm 
the  hotel,  and  informed  him  that  Lady  Coverley  wished  to  see  him. 
He  was  immediately  ushered  into  the  presence  of  a  superannuated 
countess,  just  arrived  from  the  country, 

«  My  dear  sir  1"  she  exchJmed,  "  I  am  positively  the  most  fortu- 
nate woman  in  the  world,  to  have  thus  accidentally  met  witii  such  a 
prodigy.  I  witnessed  your  wonderful  cure  upon  that  poor  creature, 
and  I  must  absolutely  get  you  to  see  my  daughter  Virgy.  All  the 
physicians  in  town  have  attended  her,  and  I  do  declare  I  think  they 
have  done  her  more  harm  than  good.  When  Lord  Coverley  arrivts  with 
Lady  Virginia,  Virgy  shaU  see  you  immediately ;  I  declare  she  must." 
Doall  bowed  obsequiously,  tendered  his  address,  and,  slipping 
halF^a-guinea  into  the  footman's  hand,  drove  off,  not  without  hav- 
ing heard  the  servant  proclaim  to  all  around,  "  that  he  was  the 
cleverest  man  in  Lunnun,  and  beat  out  all  other  doctors  by  chaih»i" 
the  fellow  being  httle  aware  at  the  time  that  bis  vulgar  expression 
was  BO  applicable. 
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The  doctor  was  fortunate.  Lady  Virginia,  a  twrvoui,  noMBtic 
fidget,  had  been  reduced  by  bleeding,  starving,  and  other  expedient!, 
to  linger  Umgi  and  in  a  short  time  Doall,  having  diM»fered  that  ahe 
was  in  love,  recommended  marriage,  with  rraeated  doeea  of  his  "  car- 
diac anti-Henmu  balm;"  his  prescriptioo  ejected  a  perfect  cure. 

Cleaver  was  now  in  great  favour,  and  every  day  proved  to'him  that 
the  doctor's  daughter's  partiality  was  assuming  a  more  affec^onate 
character.  One  morning  he  was  pounding  some  combusUble  drugs 
in  a  mortar,  when'  Enundina  familiarly  entered  into  conversation  with 
him.  After  having  asked  him  various  questions  about  his  parentage, 
— when  she  heard  that  he  was  an  orphan,  she  expressed  great  sym- 
pathy. She  then  reverted  to  her  (avourite  topic,  the  drama;  and 
asked  him  if  he  oflen  went  to  the  play. 

"  Only  once,  miss,"  he  replied. 

"  And  what  was  Uie  performance  ?" 

X  Romeo  and  Juliet." 

"  DeligbtAd  piece !  How  did  you  like  the  garden  scene,  Ed- 
word? 

'  See  how  the  leans  her  cheek  upon  tint  hand  I 
O  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  1' 

And  tell  me,  Edward,"  she  continued  with  great  emotion,  "  did  yoD 
not  weep  ?" 

"  Oh,  bitterly  I"  he  sighed  j  "  bitterly  I" 

"  I  'm  sure  you  did.     When  he  takes  the  deadly  draught,  and  says, 

'  Here  'i  to  mji  love  !     Oh,  true  apothecuy. 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  kiss  1  die.' " 

Unfortunately  the  enrapttired  girl  suited  her  action  to  the  words, 
and  imitatii^  Romeo  casting  fi^>m  him  the  fttal  phial,  she  aeixed  a 
bottle  of  some  diabolical  ingredient,  and  threw  it  into  the  mortar.  A 
tremendous  detonation  followed,  blowing  up  the  stuff  Cleaver  waa 
pounding,  singeing  all  his  hair  and  burning  his  face. 

Emmelina's  terror  at  this  accident  was  as  great  as  the  pain  it  bad 
inflicted;  and  Cleaver  was  bellowing,  and  stamping,  and  kicking,  when 
fortunately  Doall  came  in.  The  poor  sufferer  expected  some  imme- 
diate relief  from  his  skill,  but  wau  amazed  to  see  him  draw  back  with 
looks  of  admiration,  and  exclaim,  "  Beautiful,  by  Jupiter  I— beantiiiil  I 
— Oh,  what  a  thought ! — what  a  grand  idea  I— 4ieautifu1 1" 

Emmelina  entreated  him  to  dress  Ned's  scalds,  which  he  set  about 
doing  with  hesitation,  ever  and  anon  stepping  back  to  gaze  upon  him 
with  delight;  and,  having  applied  some  ointment  to  his  face,  he  thtia 
proceeded; 

"  Edward,  my  boy,  I  love  you,  I  admire  you  ;  your  fits  have  worked 
wonders,  and  I  have  now  to  put  your  skill  to  another  trial.  The 
accident  that  has  just  blown  you  up,  has  admirably|suited  you  for  my 
purpose.  I  shall — what  do  I  say  ? — toe  shall  make  a  fortune.  I  must 
send  you  on  an  important  mission  :  you  must  know  that  the  very  in- 
gredients you  were  pulveriaihg  were  for  the  preparation  of  a  remedy 
of  my  invention,  which  infallibly  cures  carbuncly  noses  ;  when  I  say 
cures,  I  mean  white-washing  them,  that  they  may  break  out  agwn  as 
extravagantly  as  they  chuse  in  other  hands.     Now,  the  eldest  son  of 
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Lmil  Doodly  has  a  nose — that  I  must  have  hold  of:  ob,  such  a  nose  I 


*A  wiB^'-the-wU]^"  exclaimed  his  daughter. 

"  A  most  affftoaiite  simile,"  rejoiaed  the  doctor.  "_Welt,  Edward, 
■ee  here ;  his  conk  k  nothiag  to  the  one  jou  shall  wear :"  and,  so 
sBjing,  he  drew  forth  fh»  a  drawer  a  most  horrible  snout  of  wax, 
ingeniously  fixed  upon  leather;  an^  applying  it  to  the  youth's  fiice, 
he  was  actually  struck  with  horror  when  be  beheld  himself  in  the 
glass.  Emmelina  shrieked,  and  her  father  roared  out  in  raptures, 
"  Admirable  I  the  scalds  on  your  face  will  add  to  the  beauty  of  your 
oountauDce." 

It  was  arranged  that,  oa  the  following  day  Clearer  was  to  ttart 
by  the  stage  for  Southampton,  where  Lord  Doodly  and  his  son  ve- 
Bided.  He  was  there  to  sport  his  awful  nose  in  churches,  theatres, 
public  walks,  uotil  the  whole  town  should  call  him  "  the  wretch  with 
the  horrible  nose  I"  According  to  agreement,  after  a  tender  farewell 
scene  with  Emmelina,  he  proceeded  on  his  journey ;  but  as  he  was 
steming  into  the  coach  at  the  Golden  Cross,  a  lady  with  a  child  upcm 
her  tap  shrieked  out  most  vehemently,  exclaimiDg,  "  Coach  1  guard  I 
coach  I  let  me  out  —  let  me  out  I  I  wilh  sot  travel  if  that  there 
gentleman  comes  in,  with  his  nose." 

"  What !  ma'am,"  replied  the  coachman ;  "  would  you  have  the 
gemman  travel  without  his  snorter  to  accommodate  you  ?" 

*■  Oh  I  I  shall  faint ;  I  will  taint  I     Oh  !  sir,  take  that  nose  away !" 

Cleave  began  to  wink  and  blink  most  awfully. 

"  Let  me  out  I  let  me  out  I  Oh  Lord  !  where  could  a  man  get 
such  a  nose  [" 

Cleaver  pretended  to  suffer  most  cruelly,  and  clapped  bis  handker- 
chief  to  his  face  in  apparent  agony. 

"  It 's  not  a  nose,"  exclaimed  a  gaunt  East  Indian  in  a  comer,  just 
awaking  from  a  doze  ;  "  it 's  more  like  the  proboscis  of  a  rhinoceros : 
it  is  a  disease  which  we  call  in  Bengal  an  elephantiasis;  and,  egad  I 
I  '11  get  out  of  the  coach  also,  for  it 's  the  most  d — nable  infectious 
disorder  next  to  leprosy." 

"Oil,  Gracious!"  shrieked  the  lady,  rnshing  out;  "  my  darling 
infant  has  caught  it;  my  Tommy,  my  jewel,  will  have  an  elephant's 
nose!" 

"  It 's  a  shame,"  exclaimed  the  nabob.  "  1 11  complain  to  the  pro> 
prietors.  Ooe  might  as  well  travel  with  the  plague,  and  go  to  b^  to 
the  cholera  morbus.    Let  me  out,  coachy  I  let  me  out  this  instant  1" 

Coachy  now  began  to  apprehend  the  consequences  of  a  complaint 
from  a  person  of  much  weight  in  Southampton,  and  politely  begged  of 
Cleaver  to  take  an  outside  seaL  The  travellers  on  the  top  of  the 
coach  were  as  much  terrified  as  the  inside  ones ;  and  Cleaver  was 
forced  to  sit  on  the  box  next  to  the  driver,  who  sported  an  enormous 
mangel-wurzel  smeller  of  his  own,  and  seemed  much  amused  with  the 
terrors  of  bis  passengers- 
Cleaver's  expedition  was  most  prosperous.  He  terrified  gipsy 
parties  at  Netiy,  shocked  the  members  of  the  Yacht  Club,  inter- 
rupted the  sketches  of  tourists,  and  kept  High-street,  above  and  be- 
tow  bar,  in  a  state  of  constant  consternation,  after  having  been  refused 
admittance  into  half  of  the  hotels.  The  very  parish  beadles  seemed 
to  have  an  eye  to  his  nose.     In  short,  the  Strasburg  burghers  had 
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not  been  more  terrified  with  the  sneezer  of  Han  Kenbei^ng'a  trsTel- 
ler,  than  were  ttie  good  people  of  Southampton  with  that  of  their 
visitor.  Having  thus  brought  his  snout  into  notoriety,  he  returned 
to  town  ou  a  day  when  he  had  discovered  that  Lord  Doodlj's  butler 
was  going  up.  The  conversation  naturally  fell  upon  noses,  as  the 
butler  decided  that  he  never  in  all  his  bom  days  had  seen  such  a 
pair  of  nozzles  as  Cleaver's  and  his  young  master's.  Our  adven- 
turer then  informed  him  that  there  was  only  one  dodor  vpou  earik 
who  (»>uld  cure  such  terrific  diseases,  and  him  he  was  going  up  to 
consulL  His  fellow  traveller  of  course  observed,  that  if  he  could 
cure  ku  scent-box  he  could  cure  anything ;  and  Cleaver  promised  him, 
over  a  tankard  of  ale,  to  let  him  hear  from  him  if  he  was  so  fortunate 
as  to  get  rid  of  his  distressing  disorder. 

Two  months  after,  a  loud  ringing  announced  a  stranger  at  the  gate  of 
Doodly  Hall.  It  was  Cleaver,  with  his  natural  facial  handle,  asking  for 
the  butler.  Overjoyed  at  a  discovery  so  acceptable  to  his  master,  who, 
in  return  for  his  services,  might  be  disposed  to  overlook  his  spoliations 
with  more  indulgence.  Cleaver  was  introduced  by  him  to  the  family, 
who  all  recollected  his  former  frightful  appearance.  Iiord  Impy,  the 
heir  of  the  title  and  estate,  was  forthwith  sent  to  London  to  be  placed 
under  Doall's  care.  Again  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  relieve  him, 
and  his  feme  had  spread  far  and  near,  ere  the  nasal  ccmflagration 
broke  out  again  with  redoubled  virulence. 

Cleaver's  services  were  soon  requited  by  the  hand  of  Emmelina, 
and  a  partnership  in  die  board.  He  graduJly  acquired  s  smattering 
of  medical  knowledge ;  and,  being  well  aware  that  affable  manners 
bring  on  conversation,  and  conversation  tends  to  draw  out  ignorance, 
he  very  wisely  assumed  a  haughty,  and  at  times  a  brutal  manner ; 
making  it  a  ride  never  to  answer  a  question,  and  requesting  his  pa- 
tients to  hold  their  tongues  when  they  presumed  to  trespass  on  their 
ailments.  His  unmannerly  behaviour  was  caWeAfirmknem,  his  silence 
erudition,  and  his  insolence  tTidependence.  He  thus  became  one  of 
the  wealthiest  quacks  in  London.  His  romantic  Emmelina  for  some 
time  rendered  him  most  miserable  ;  but,  fortunately  for  him,  she  one 
night  set  fire  to  the  house  while  performing  "  The  Devil  lo  pay  "  in 
her  private  theatricals,  and  was  duly  consumed  with  the  premises. 
With  his  usual  good  luck,  they  had  been  insured  for  three  times 
their  value;  and  the  doctor  was  enabled  to  move  to  a  more  fashion- 
able part  of  the  West  End,  with  the  additional  puff'  oT  <<  Jl^t  <> 
burnt  teife,  and  a  ditamsolate  husband  ! 

The  Hbrarian  proceeded  to  relate  the  adventures  of  various  other 
medical  men ;  and  we  then  entered  an  adjoining  room,  hung  round 
with  portraits  of  distinguished  characters,  amongst  whom  I  was  par- 
ticularly anxious  lo  learn  the  history  of  the  once  popular  patriot.  Sir 
Ruby  Batborough. 


PETER  PLUMBAGO'S  CORRESPONDENCE. 

Deak  Ton, — I  'm  aware  you  will  need  no  apology 
For  a  nice  short  epiatle  tonceming  geology ; 
The  subject  perhaps  has  been  worn  to  a  thread, —     • 
But  I  can't  drive  Ffiilotopliy  oat  of  my  head  I 
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Before  the  Rreat  meetiiig  iu  Bristol,  do  doubt 
It  waa  barder  to  driTe  luch  a  thing  in  thut  out; 
But  a  one-pound  aubscrip^on  once  placing  it  theiC) 
It  takea  root  iu  the  brain,  Eitid  sprouu  faster  than  hair : 
So  Chat,  though  I  get  lectures  at  night  from  the  wife  of  me, 
I  can't  pluck  Philosophy  out  for  the  life  of  me. 


And  proved  tliat  the  norld  Ithii  he  firmly  belieres) 

Long  before  Adam's  day  had  leen  tliousaiida  of  Eves  ! 

Now,  Tom,  do  you  know  in  this  eaith  that  so  great  a 

Proportion  of  hard  rocks  inclining  in  strata 

Is  oiked  with  dead  lizards  and  crocodiles'  bone, 

Thatasii^lai  feet '»  inconteatably  shown — 

Vii.  All  TLEsa  (which  is  gkabs)  must  in  time  become  stoke  I 

Either  limeilone,  oi  crystal,  or  mineral  salt, 

(Vide  specim.)  Lot's  wife— cry  stalliied  "  in  a  fault." 

Fancy,  Tom,  that  your  skull  may  come  under  the  chisel, 

And  turn  out  a  filler  for  water  to  drizzle  ! 

Or  imagine  the  rubicund  nose  of  our  uncle, 

In  some  fair  lady's  brooch,  blazing  forth  a  carbuncle ! 

Though  learning  ii  grand,  and  one  labours  to  win  it. 

There  perhaps  lurks  a  something  distressing,  Tom,  in  il. 

Thus,  whale  er  our  good  character  while  our  life  lasted, 

When  turned  into  rocks,  may  we  not,  Tom,  be  blasted  ? 

However  refined  were  our  tastes  and  behaviour. 

When  slabs,  to  be  thumped  by  the  vuigarest  pa»ior  I 

Who  knows  bul  that  Newton  s  immortalised  pate 

May  not  some  day  become  a  dull  schoolboy's  old  slate ; 

That  head,  which  threw  such  an  aitoiushing  light  upcMi 

He  secrets  of  nature — a  ninny  to  write  upon  1 

Man's  knowledge  is  ^orance,  wisdom  it  folly ; 

The  more  philosophic,  the  more  melancholy. 

But,  Tom,  I  've  a  theory,— my  own,  Tom,— my  pet, 
Thou^  not  quite  mature  to  be  published  as  yet, 
Neit  year  I  expect  'twill  be  brought  to  perfection, 
And  be  read  at  the  great  Geological  Section. 
The  subject  of  Faocs  having  pleased  the  community, 
(A  subject  on  which  none  may  gibe  with  impunity,) 
it  struck  me  the  cold-btooded  matter  (bey  own 
Muil  be  midway  'twixt  animal  substance  and  stone. 
-They  have  heads,  so  have  we  !— and  no  tails,  so  have  rocks  I— 
They  've  no  red  blood,  like  pebbles !  but  two  eyes,  like  cocks ! 
Then  again,— unlike  Christians,  with  warm, "vital  spark,"— 
They  are  cold,  so  are  Hints  !  a  strong  circumatance — mark! 
An  argument  tome  use— there  is  not  much  in 't, 
That  stones  have  no  skins— Hah  !  then  what 's  a  tkinjlmt  t 
Every  day,  Tom,  I  feel  more  secure  my  position, 
Frogi  are  tsiuAi.  AtcKS  in  a  Uate  of  Irantilim .' 
If  I  prove  this,— and  savans  but  act  with  propriety,— 
I  'm  sure  to  preside  at  the  Royal  Society  t 
Then  think,  Tom,  the  glory  of  Brietol !  a  resident 
Elected  in  London,  to  sit  as  the  President  I 
Hark  I  I  hear,  Tom,  roy  unphilosophic  virago 
Of  a  wife  I     I  must  finish — 

Yours,  PETEtt  PLUMBAGa 

October  14th,  1S36. 
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A  UABBIaOE  om  ckedit. 

Doctor  Falcon  looked  one  way,  and  pretty  Susan  looked  ai- 
otber,  as  it  has  been  customary  for  young  people  to  do,  from  the  re- 
motest antiquity.  The  doctor  was  a  very  pretty  fellow,  had  been  to 
two  universities,  had  walked  the  hoBpitala  of  Vienna,  Milan,  and  Fa- 
via,  and  had  learned  so  much  that  there  was  not  one  of  his  craii  bet- 
ter able  than  himself  to  post  his  patients  to  a  better  world  according 
to  the  most  legitimate  principles  of  the  most  modem  systems  of  tbe 
medical  arL  But  science  such  aa  thia,  is  not  to  be  acquired  for  no- 
thing; it  had  cost  our  worthy  doctor  nearly  every  penny  of  his  mo- 
dest patrimony.  "  Never  mind!"  thought  he  to  himself;  "  when  I  get 
home,  I  '11  marry  some  rich  girl  or  other,  who  may  take  a  ^cy  to  be- 
come the  doctor's  lady;  and  so  both  our  turns  wiU  be  served." 

But  what  are  the  wisest  resolutions  against  the  eloquence  of  a 
pretty  face  ?  Susan  was  as  pretty  as  a  lover  could  wish  her  ;  die  fdt 
the  best  disposition  in  the  world  to  become  a  doctor's  lady,  but  then 
she  bad  no  money. 

"  Never  mind,  my  dear  Susan  I"  said  the  doctor,  as  he  impressed  a 
kiss  on  the  lips  of  die  weeping  maid ;  "  you  see,  a  doctor  muat  marry, 
else  people  have  no  confidence  in  him.  You  will  bring  me  credit,  cre- 
dit will  bring  laeptUunU,  the  patients  money,  and,  if  they  should  fail, 
we  have  good  expectations.  Your  aunt,  Miss  Sarah  Bugle,  is  forty 
odd,  not  far  from  Bfty,  and  rich  enough  for  the  seventh  part  of  her 
fiirtune  to  help  us  out  of  all  our  trouble.  We  may  venture  something 
upon  that !" 

Heavens  I  what  will  a  young  girl  not  venture  for  her  lover  1 
Susan's  mother  had  nothing  to  object,  nor  her  father  either,  for  they 
were  ttoth  in  heaven ;  and  her  guardian  was  well  pleased  to  see  his 
ward  form  a  respectable  conoexiao.     Her  aunt,  Sarah,  was  also  wdl- 

E leased,  though,  in  general,  she  was  little  friendly  to  wedding  of  any 
ind  ;  but,  aa  long  as  Susao  remained  unmarried,  she  saw  very  clear- 
ly that  she  would  every  year  be  obliged  to  make  some  pecuniary  ad- 
vances  to  the  worthy  guardiui ;  and  Miss  Sarah  Bugle  was  rather  stio- 
gy,  or,  as  she  was  herself  wont  to  say,  "  she  had  not  a  penny  more 
than  she  wanted." 

Well :  Susan  became  Mrs.  Falcon,  and  the' doctor  looked  most  m- 
dustriously  out  of  his  windows  to  see  the  customers  pour  into  his 
house,  on  the  strength  of  his  increased  claims  to  credit  They  came 
very  sparingly  ;  but  in  their  stead  tliere  appeared  every  year,  a  littl« 
merry  face  that  had  never  been  seen  in  the  house  before,  to  augment 
the  parental  ioys  of  Doctor  Falcon  and  his  lady.  Sometimes  the  doctor 
would  pass  Iiis  finger,  cogitatingly,  behind  his  left  ear;  but  what 
could  that  avail  him  ?  There  was  no  driving  the  little  Falcons  out  of 
the  nest.  They  could  not  cut  their  bread  into  thinner  slices,  for  the 
children  must  live ;  hut  the  doctress  made  her  soups  thinner.  How- 
ever, they  all  seemed  to  thrive, — father,  mother,  and  the  four  little 
ones.  They  sat  on  wooden  benches  and  straw  chairs  as  comfortably 
as  they  could  have  done  on  quilted  cushions  ;  they  slept  soundly  on 
"  This  story  hai  been  adapted  from  the  German  of  Zschokke. 
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hard  -fasttreBseSf  and  wore  no  coitif  garmeDts,  being  well  contented 
if  tbey  could  keep  themaelvee  neatly  and  respeotably  clod.  And  this 
WBS  an  art  in  which  Susan  was  a  perfect  adept ;  everything  in  her 
house  looked  so  pretty  and  neat,  that  you  would  have  sworn  the 
doctor  must  have  been  extremely  well  off.  "How  they  manage  to 
do<  it,  I  can't  think  I"  Aunt  Sarah  would  often  exclaim.  « It 's  a  blue 
wonder  to  me .'" 

Not  that  it  was  always  sunshine  :  there  were  days  when  the  exche- 
quer was  quite  exhausted ;  and  sometimeB  whole  weeks  would  elapse 
without  a  angle  dollar  finding  its  way  into  the  house.  But  then  it 
was  dlways  some  consolation  to  know  that  Aunt  Sarah  was  rich,  and 
sickly,  and  growing  old  ;  and,  the  worse  matters  looked  at  home,  the 
more  hopeful  they  always  became  at  the  maiden's  mansion^ 


The  doctor  and  Susan  reckoned  rather  too  confidently  on  the  inhe- 
ritance of  the  aunt;  for,  even  supposing  that  the  dear  old  lady  had 
been  so  near  to  her  beatification  as  Iter  loving  friends  iniagined,  still  it 
was  matter  of  speculation  whether  her  dear  niece  would  or  would  not 
be  her  heir.  The  sighing  pair'of  wedded  lovers  stood  indeed  most  in 
need  of  the  inheritance :  but  it  so  happened  that  there  was  another 
niece,  married  to  one  Lawyer  Tweezer;  not  to  speak  of  two  nephews, 
the  Reverend  Primartus  Bugle,  uid  a  certain  doctor  of  philosophy 
of  the  same  name.  Their  claims  were  all  as  strone  as  those  of  Susan 
and  her  husband,  and  all  looked  forward  with  equal  liHiging  to  the  as- 
cension of  the  blessed  vii^. 

Bugle,  the  philosopher,  had  perhaps  least  cause  of  all.  He  was 
rich  enough ;  and,  while  enjoying  the  delicacies  of  his  table,  and 
smacking  his  lips  after  his  Burgundy,  his  philosophy  was  perfectly 
edifying  to  his  guests.  We  have  a  proof  of  his  acuteness  in  a  work 
of  his,  in  five  volumes,  now  forgotten,  hut  once  immortal, , en  titled 
"  TAfi  }Vue  Man  tmrounded  hy  the  Etrilt  cf  Life  ;"  in  which  he  proved 
that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  suffering  in  the  world  ;  that  pain  of 
every  kind  was  the  mere  creature  of  imagination  ;  and  that  all  a  man 
had  to  do,  was  to  contemplate  every  object  on  the  agreeable  side. 

Accordingly,  he  always  contemplated  his  aunt  on  the  offreeabie, 
namely,  on  her  money  aide.  He  visited  her  assiduously,  oflen  invited 
her  to  dinner,  sent  her  all  sorts  of  tit-bits  from  his  kitchen,  and  was 
accordingly  honoured  with  the  appellation  of  her  ■■  own  darling  ne- 
phew." 

He  would  have  succeeded  well  enough  with  his  philosophy,  had  not 
his  cousin,  the  Reverend  Frimarius  Bugle,  by  means  of  his  theology, 
exercised  great  influence  over  the  aunt.  She  was  very  pious  and  de- 
vout, contemned  the  vanities  of  the  world,  visited  the  congregations 
of  the  godly,  in  which  the  spiritual  bugle  at  umes  was  heard  to  utter 
a  loud  strain,  and  was  mightily  comforted  by  the  visits  of  her  reve- 
rend nephew,  who  joined  her  frequently  in  her  devotions,  and  gave  her 
pretty  clearly  to  understand,  that,  without  his  assistance,  she  would 
find  it  difficult  to  prepare  her  soul  for  its  future  blissful  abode. 
When,  sighing  and  with  weeping  eyes,  she  would  come  from  the  edi- 
fying discourses  of  her  godly  nephew,  she  would  call  him  the  saviour 
of  her  soul,  her  greatest  of  bene&ctors,  and  promise  to  think  of  him 
in  her  last  hour.    This  was  muuc  to  the  ears  of  the  theologian.    "  I 
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can  scarcely  &il  to  be  tlie  sole  legatee,"  he  would  think  to  bimaelf ; 
"  or,  as  our  pious  aunt  is  wont  to  say,  it  would  be  a  blue  WMider 
indeed." 

Nor  nould  his  calculation  have  been  a  bad  one,  but  for  his  cou^n 
lawyer  Tweezer ;  whose  legal  ability  made  him  a  man  of  great  im- 
portance to  the  aunL  The  chaste  Sarah  did  indeed  despise  the 
Mammon  of  unrighteousness,  and  sincerely  pitied  the  grovelling  chil- 
dren of  the  world  ;  but  on  that  very  account  Ae  did  her  best  to  detach 
them  from  their  Mammon,  or  at  leaat  their  Mammon  from  them,  which 
is  all  the  same.  She  lent  money  on  high  interest  and  good  security, 
and  worked  so  diligently  for  the  salvation  of  those  who  borrowed  from 
her,  that  they  were  always  sure  to  become  poorer  and  poorer  onder 
her  ministration.  "  Blessed  are  the  poor  I"  she  would  exclaim  when 
they  were  paying  her  interest  on  interest ;  "  If  I  could  have  my  way, 
I  would  have  the  whole  town  poor,  that  they  might  all  inherit  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  The  less  people  have  in  this  world,  the  more 
they  will  long  for  the  world  to  come." 

It  would  Eomeumes  happen,  however,  that  tlie  pious  mud  was  car- 
ried too  far  by  her  virtuous  zeal  for  the  future  welfare  c^  her  neigh- 
bours; BO  that,  what  with  her  securities,  and  her  compound  interest, 
and  the  wickedness  of  her  debtors,  she  would  occasionally  find  herself 
invotved  in  disputes  and  litigation.  Without  the  aid  of  Lawyer 
Tweezer,  who  was  universally  looked  on  as  the  inost  cundng  petti- 
fogger in  the  whole  town,  she  would  frequently  have  seen  interest 
and  principal  slipping  through  her  fingers.  But,  between  her  pietyt 
and  his  cunning  and  obduracy,  a  poor  debtor  waa  fain  to  bundle  with 
bag  and  baggage  out  of  his  hous^  rather  than  a  single  guilder  she 
had  lent  out,  should  miss  its  way  back  to  her  strong-box. 

"  I  should  be  a  poor,  forsaken,  lost  woman,  my  dearest  nephew," 
she  would  often  say  to  Tweeser,  "  if  you  were  not  there,  to  take  my 
part.  I  may  thank  you  for  nearly  all  I  have ;  but  the  time  may  come 
when  I  shall  be  able  to  repay  you."  This  was  music  to  the  ears  c£ 
the  jurist.  He  hoped  one  day  to  find  himself  sole  heir,  and  taocied 
he  should  be  able  to  touch  the  right  note  when  it  came  to  the  draw- 
ing out  of  the  will. 


Miss  Sarah  Bugje,  in  her  fits  of  devotion,  talked  much  of  death, 
and  of  her  longings  afler  the  heavenly  Jerusalem  and  her  spiritual 
bridegroom  ;  yet  this  did  not  prevent  her  from  thinking,  ev«i  more 
frequently  Still,  of  an  earthly  bridegroom.  Since  her  five-and-fortieth 
year  she  had  indeed  solemnly  declared  that  she  never  would  marry; 
nevertheless,  she  had  her  fits  of  maiden  weakness,  particularly  when 
some  stately  widower  would  banter  her,  or  some  gay  bachelor  look  up 
to  her  window  as  he  went  by.  "  I  dare  say  he  has  some  designs," 
she  would  then  say.  "  Well,  time  will  show  ;*  it  'b  wrong  to  swear 
anything  rashly  I  If  it  is  to  be, — well ;  the  Lord's  will  be  done !  I  'm 
in  my  best  years.  My  namesake  in  the  Old  Testament  was  eighty 
when  she  christened  her  first  child.  It  would  be  no  blue  wond«'  if 
it  did  turn  out  so !" 

Thus  she  would  soliloquize,  particularly  when  some  sin^e  man  bad 
been  looking  kindly  at  her ;  and,  as  this  seemed  to  her  to  be  frequent- 
ly the  case,  she  at  last  came  to  suspect  every  maa  in  the  place,  of 
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"  evil  detigns,"  u  >he  called  it,  on  ber  chaste  person.  At  length, — 
for  her  imagtnation  had  been  wanton  with  her  for  more  than  twenty 
yean, — she  came  to  look  upon  every  single  man  as  her  silent  adorer, 
and  every  married  man  as  her  faithless  one. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  with  what  inveteracy  she  declaimed 
against  weddings  of  every  kind,  and  how  bitterly  she  abused  the 
whole  godless,  light-minded  male  sex,  (for  her  quarrel  was  with  the 
whole  sex,}  and  with  what  transcendent  venom  she  inveighed  against 
the  coquettbh  minxes  who  had  the  impudence  to  think  of  a  man  be- 
fore  they  were  out  of  their  leading-strings ;  though  these  same  minxes 
in  leading-strings  were  all  the  while  walking  about  in  shoes  such  as 
are  generally  manufactured  for  damsels  about  to  bid  adieu  to  their 
teens. 

Some  elderly  mudens,  pure  and  pious  like  herself,  assisted  her  in 
the  laudable  occupation  of  prying  into  the  domestic  occurrences  of 
the  town,  and  moralising  over  them  while  sipping  their  coffee.  In 
this  conclave,  every  new  gown,  every  wedding,  every  christening,  was 
conscientiously  discussed ;  and  no  time  was  lost  in  dispersing  the  re- 
sult of  their  amiable  confabulations  through  every  comer  of  the  town. 
A  saucy  sign-painter  being  once  called  on  to  paint  a  picture  of  the  ' 
goddess  of  Fame,  armed  her  with  a  bugle  lastead  of  a  trumpet;  and, 
when  some  pre-eminent  piece  of  scandal  became  current,  it  was  cus- 
tomary to  say  "  the  bugle  has  been  sounded," — by  which  it  was  in- 
teuded  to  indicate  the  quarter  where  the  report  originated. 

If  to  these  amiable  qualities  we  add  the  extreme  godliness  of  the 
chaste  Sarah,  and  her  invincible  partiality  for  compound  interest,  it  is 
not  difficult  to  understand  why,  with  the  exception  of  the  said  ancient 
maidens  and  the  four  expectmg  nephews,  every  creature  was  careful 
to  remain  at  a  most  respectful  distuice  from  her. 


fibe  had  not  the  least  inclination  to  die.  She  was,  therefore,  by  no 
means  displeased  with  the  competition  of  the  four  facul  ties,  for  her  in- 
heritance. Nobody  gained  by  it  more  than  herself.  It  brought  her 
the  dainties  of  philosophy,  the  consolations  of  religion,  the  protection 
of  tbe  law,  and  moderate  doctor's  bills.  Doctor  Falcon  was  as  dear 
to  her  as  the  others,  but  not  a  bit  more  so  :  only  when  some  transit 
tory  indisposition  seemed  to  hint  at  the  instability  of  everything 
human,  the  doctor  never  failed  to  become,  for  the  time,  the  dearest 
of  all  her  nephews- 

"  Quick,  doctor  I  Pray  come  immediately  I  Miss  Sarah  is  dying  I" 
exclaimed  one  morning,  the  antiquated  maid-servant  of  the  aunt,  as 
she  popped  her  head  in  at  the  door.  "  My  lady  has  been  looking  most 
wretchedly  for  some  days." 

Falcon  was  sitting,  when  this  news  came,  upon  his  unpretending 
soft  ;  and,  with  his  arm  round  her  waist,  wag  endeavouring  to  console 
his  weeping  Susan.  He  knew  that  Miss  Sarah  was  not  likely  to  be 
very  serious  in  her  intentions  of  dying;  so  he  promised  the  maid  he 
vould  come  immediately,  but  remained  nevertheless  with  his  wife,  to 
console  her. 

But  he  had  little  success  this  time  in  his  attempts  at  consolation. 
Poor  Susan  wept  more  bitterly  thao  ever ;  and  the  poor  doctor  sat  be- 
wde  her,  unconscious  of  the  cause  of  her  tears. 
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**  Corner  be  opcB-lwarted  to  ycm  huaband,  my  deamt  love,"  he 
aiud ;  "  you  torture  dm, — ^yoa  kill  me,-  to  see  you  thuB,  while  you  con- 
ceal from  me  the  cause." 

"  Well,  then  listen  to  me.     Oh !" 

"  What  further,  my  dear  Susan?  you  said  that  before." 

"  We  have  four  children." 

"  Ay,  aud  the  finest  in  the  town,  if  I  am  not  mistaken !  Tbej 
are  all  so  gentle,  so  amiable,  «o    — " 

"  Oh  1  they  are  little  aogeh." 

"  You  are  right ;  they  are  angels,  all  of  them.  You  do  not,  I  hope, 
grieve  over  the  presence  of  the  little  angelic  circle  ?" 

*'  No,  my  dear  husband ;  but  what  is  to  become  of  the  future  ?" 

"  Oh,  thou  unbelieving  Susan  !     Let  us  rely  on  Providence." 

**It  is  difficult  for  ue  to  bring  them  up  decently.  The  older  they 
grow,  the  more  they  wanL" 

"  They  have  been  growing  older  all  this  while,  and  they  have  want- 
ed for  nothing  as  yet." 

"  Ay ;  but,  if " 

"  What  then  7" 

"  Alas  I"  she  sighed,  and  sobbed  more  bitterly  than  before. 

"  What  then  ?"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  with  undissembled  anxiety. 

She  concealed  her  face  io  his  bosom,  clung  to  him  with  both  her 
arms,  and,  in  a  jcarcely  audible  whisper,  said :  "  I  am  to  be  « 
mother  ibr  the  fifth  time."  ' 

The  papa  was  half  inclined  to  cry  himself  at  this  unhoped-for  an- 
nouncement ;  however,  he  concealed  his  consternation  as  well  as  he 
could.  "  Nay,  sweetheart,  is  that  all  ?"  he  exclaimed.  "  Conoe, 
Susan,  we  shall  have  five  little  angels  instead  of  four.  We  cannot 
fail  to  be  haj^y  I" 

"  But,  my  dear  husband,  we  are  bo  very,  very  poor  1" 

"  The  little  angeh  will  bring  a  blessing  upon  us.  He  who  feeds 
the  young  ravens  will  also  show  me  where  to  find  a  crumb  for  my  lit* 
tie  ones.     Come,  tranquillise  yourself." 

Susan  had  had  her  cry  out,  and  so  became  more  tranquil,  as  a 
matter  of  course ;  but  the  doctor  had  found  no  such  vent  for  hia 
uneasiness.  He  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  looked  out  of  the 
window  ;  nothing  could  divert  his  thoughts. 

"  Every  year  more  children  and  less  bread  !  Every  year  bigger 
boarders  and  thinner  lUces !"  sighed  he  to  himself.  He  would  have 
forgotten  the  dying  Miss  Bugle,  had  not  Susan  reminded  him  that  it 
was  time  to  hasten  to  her  death-bed. 


He  took  op  his  hat,  but  he  did  not  run.  The  little  domestic 
dialc^ue  still  weighed  on  his  spirits.  He  thought  only  of  the  small 
number  of  his  patients,  and  the  exhausted  state  of  his  exchequer. 
He  drew  his  hat  over  his  brow,  and  looked  straight  before  him  like  a 
rhymester :  on  his  way  he  saluted  neither  right  nor  left,  and  had 
nearly  run  down  the  auperintendeoC-general, — a  man  looked  upon  by 
most  people  as  one  of  the  brightest  shining  lights  in  the  churra. 

When  he  arrived  at  his  dearlj-beloved  aunt's,  he  did  not,  indeed,  find 
her  on  her  death-bed ;  but  she  had  monnted  her  spectacles,  and  was 
seated  before  a  large  book,  from  which  she  hod  evened  at  Reflecdou 
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on  Death,  and  from  which  she  wa*  devoutly  readins  lundiy  Prayerg 
for  the  Dying.  She  looked  wretdiedly ;  but  it  woula  have  been  diffi- 
cult to  lay  when  her  &ce  looked  aoytnii^  else.  Bound  her  head  she 
had  Ued  one  handkerchief;  and  another,  which  pasted  over  her  head, 
was  fastened  under  her  chin. 

*■  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?"  atked  the  learned  Doctor  Falcon, 
aa  he  laid  his  hat  and  atick  aside. 

"The  Lord  knows,"  sighed  Miss  Bugle  in  a  soft  and  plaintive 
tone  i  "  I  have  suffered  much  for  several  days.  I  feel  as  if  my  hour 
were  come ;  and  that  would  be  terrible." 

The  doctor  thoughtfully  felt  her  pulse,  and  said  unconsciously)  half 
to  himself,  "  It  fills,  with  a  vengeance  I"  All  the  good  man's  thoughts 
were  at  home  with  Susan, 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  sighed  the  terrified  virgin.  "  Do  you  think 
there  is  danger,  my  dear  Falcon?" 

"  Not  at  your  years,"  replied  the  doctor,  scarcely  knowing  what  he 
said. 

"  Well,  that  is  some  consolatioD,"  replied  the  lady  in  a  more  cheer- 
ful tone ;  "  in  fact,  I  am  in  my  best  years ;  my  strength  unbroken. 
My  constitution  must  bring  me  throi^.  Don't  you  think  so,  dear 
Falcon  7  Only,  no  expensive  medicines,  if  they  can  be  done  without. 
Since  bark,  rhubarb,  and  mixtures  have  been  turned  into  colonial 
produce,  there 's  no  enduring  them.  The  Lord  be  merciful  to  us  I 
but  really,  my  dear  Falcon,  I  am  not  at  alt  welt." 

Our  worthy  aunt  now  gave  the  reins  to  her  tongue ;  spoke,  as  she 
was  wont  to  do,  of  a  thousand  diff'erent  things,  none  of  them  in  any 
way  connected  with  her  iudifpo«iU<H).  The  doctor,  woawwhilc, 
hummed  a  tune,  and  beat  the  devil's  tattoo  upon  the  table,  without 
listening  to  a  word  of  what  the  good  lady  was  saying.  At  length  he 
was  beginning  to  lose  patience. 

"  What  then  U  the  matter  with  you  ?"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Oh,  my  ^petite  I  I  liave  not  relished  a  spoonful  of  soup  these 
two  days.     And  then  my  head  aches  as  if  it  would  burst." 

"Something  you  have  eaten  has,  perhaps  disagreed  with  you, 
aunt ;  some  philosophical  pdie  defoie  grot  may  be  in  &ult." 

"  Gracious  Heaven  I  no.  Falcon,  the  stomach  cannot  be  in  fault.  I 
live  so  simply,  so  frugally.  Seriously,  I  don't  think  I  have  for  several 
weeks  eaten  anything  likely  to  disagree  with  me.  But  sometimes  I 
have  a  tooth-ache,  sometimes  qualmishness,  heartburn,  vomitings- 
Good  Heavens  I  do  look  at  me,  Falcon,  and  don't  keep  drumming 
upiHi  the  table  so ;  look  how  pale  I  am, — how  my  eyes  are  sunk  in 
my  bead :  oh  dear  I  I  am  certainly  very  unwell." 

"Well,  what  do  I  care?"  said  the  doctor  in  a  peevish  tone:  his 
mind  entirely  occupied  by  the  condition  of  his  Susan:  "you're  in  the 
family  way,  that's  all." 

"  Merciful  Heaven !"  screamed  the  chaste  virgin,  in  a  voice  that 
might  have  been  beard  three  streets  off.  "  Merciful  Heaven  I  that 
would  be  a  blue  wonder  indeed  I" 

A  cold  sweat  came  over  the  doctor  as  he  heard  diese  animated 
tones  frtHu  the  maiden  lips  of  Miss  Sarah  Bugle.  He  immediately 
recollected  that,  what  with  ill-humour,  and  what  with  absence  of 
mind,  he  had  been  betrayed  into  a  superlatively  foolish  speech,  and 
one  that  no  chaste  virgin  was  ever  likely  to  forgive ;  puticularly  a 
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maid  who  had  triumpliantly  preserved  her  painful  dignity  unimpaired 
to  her  fiftieth  year  ;  one  who  never  pardoned  in  another  damsel  ev^i 
a  gentle  pressure  of  the  hand;  one  who  was  neither  more  nor  less 
than  an  immaculate  personification  of  purity  and  sanctity  ;  one  who 
was,  in  short,  that  virgin  of  virgios,  Miss  Sarah  Bugle  ! 

"  I  will  let  the  storm  vent  itself,  and  seek  safety  in  flight,  before 
the  neighlMurs  come  pouring  io,  to  see  what  's  the  matter,"  thought 
the  terrified  doctor,  as  he  opened  tlie  door  and  rushed  into  the  street. 


ANOTHER   B1 

The  other  three  faculties  had  by  this  time,  by  their  jealousy, 
rapacity,  and  endless  misrepresentations  concerning  each  other,  ut- 
terly ruined  themselves  in  the  good  opinion  of  the  virgin.  Doc- 
tor Falcon  was  the  only  one  who  at  all  bore  up  against  the  sud- 
den storm.  He  could  not,  for  the  soul  of  him,  help  laughing  at  his 
own  blunder.  Susan,  however,  on  the  following  day  began  to  reprove 
her  husband's  levity,  though  she  had  at  first  joined  in  the  laugh  at 
his  thoughtlessness.  He  caught  her  in  his  arms,  stopped  her  mouth 
with  his  kisses,  and  said,  "  You  .are  right :  I  ought  not  to  have  ao 
rudely  assaulted  the  maiden  purity  of  the  heaven-de voted  vestal. 
But,  faith  I  when  I  led  you  yesterday,  I  scarcely  knew  myself  which 
way  my  head  was  turned," 

"  I  would  not  say  another  word,  my  dear,  if  I  were  not  convinced 
that  you  have  offended  my  aunt  for  ever.  Such  an  aSront  can  never 
be  forgiven  by  so  pious  a  maiden  lady.  It  is  ill  for  us,  and  particu- 
larly now.  We  have  a  long  winter  before  us.  I  heat  the  stove  so 
sparingly  that  the  windows  scarcely  thaw  the  whole  day,  and  yet  our 
stock  of  wood  is  going  fast,  as  you  know  yourself.  And  for  our  ex~ 
chequer,  look  here  1"  So  saying,  she  jingled  a  few  small  piecea  of 
silver  in  a  large  purge  close  to  his  ears, 

A  slight  tap  at  the  door,  and  Sarah's  aged  attendant  entered  with 
a  sealed  note,  and  an  urgent  request  from  his  aunt  that  the  doctor 
would  without  fail,  immediately  after  dinner,  precisely  at  one  o'clockt 
favour  her  with  a  visit. 

"  I  shall  be  sure  to  come,"  said  Falcon ;  he  took  the  note,  and  dia- 
missed  the  maid. 

He  weighed  the  note  in  his  hand,  and  turned  jestingly  to  fais  wife. 
"Feet,  Susan;  it  is  as  heavy  as  lead."  He  opened  it,  and,  lol  in  a 
Queen  of  Hearts  sundry  delicate  incisions  had  been  made,  into  which 
had  been  slipped  ten  new  full-weighted  Dutch  ducats.  He  looked 
at  the  envelope ;  it  was  addressed  to  Dr.  Falcon  :  there  could  be  no 
mistake.  Such  unheard-of  liberality  on  the  part  of  the  immaculate 
Sarah  justly  excited  the  amazement  of  the  wedded  pair, 

"  Well,  this  is  the  bluest  of  all  my  aunt's  blue  wonders  I"  exclaimed 
Falcon.  "  Come,  my  pretty  one ;  how  long  is  it  since  we  had  such  a 
treasure  as  this,  in  our  house  ?  Look  !  Providence  watches  over  us 
and  our  children.  The  winter  is  provided  for;  so  well  have  no 
more  croaking.     Wits''  are  you  crying  still?" 

"  Oh  I"  sobbed  Susan,  as  she  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck  ;  "  it  'a 
for  joy  I  am  crying  now.  But,"  added  she  in  a  lower  tone,  "I  was 
praying  fervently,  nearly  the  whole  night,  ibr  it  was  little  I  could 
sleep." 

Falcon  clasped  his  wife  in  hie  arms.  He  said  not  another  word  the 
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Beveral  miautes,  but  he  wept  inwardly ;  for  he  was  unwilling  that 
ahe  should  see  how  deeply  fae  was  affected. 


As  the  clock  struclc  one,  he  stood  by  the  bedside  of  the  aunt.  With 
real  emotion,  with  sincere  gratitudei  he  approached  her ;  and — he  had 
Towed  to  Susan  he  would  do  it — impressed  a  fervent  kiss  on  the  be- 
nevolent hand  that  had  just  diffused  so  much  joy  through  his  little 
family  circle. 

"  Best  of  aunts  1"  he  said,  "  your  present  of  to-day  has  made  Susan 
and  me  very  happy." 

"  Dear  nephew,"  said  the  sick  lady,  in  the  gentlest  tone  of  which 
her  voice  was  capable,  for  it  was  long  since  her  hand  had  been  kissed 
so  warmly,  "I  have  long,  very  long,  been  your  debtor." 

"  And  forgive  me  my  rudeness  of  yesterday,"  continued  the  doctor. 

Aunt  Sarah  modestly  covered  her  face  with  her  handkerchief. 
After  a  while  she  said,  but  without  looking  at  him,  "  Nephew,  I  am 
about  to  repose  unlimited  <»)nfidence  in  you:  —  my  life  depends  on 
you.     Can  you  be  secret  ?     Will  you  ?" 

Falcon  was  ready  to  promise  everything.  Still  the  lady  was  not 
satisfied ;  she  promised  him  her  whole  fortune  if  he  would  be  faithful 
to  her.     He  made  the  most  solemn  oath. 

"  I  know,"  said  ahe,  ■'  that  you  young  people  are  often  badly 
enough  off.  Well,  I  will  come  and  board  with  you  ;  for  my  old  maia, 
who  has  served  me  so  long  and  so  faithfully," — here  she  sobbed  bit- 
terly,— "  I  must  turn  her  away.  But  as  long  as  you  keep  my  secret, 
I  will  give  you  a  thousand  guilders  every  year  for  my  board ;  and, 
when  I  die,  you  shall  have  all  I  leave  behind  me." 

The  doctor  fell  on  his  knee  by  her  bedside,  and  renewed  his  oath 
with  increased  solemnity. 

"  But  you  must  live  outside  the  town ;  for  I  will  not  remain 
here.  1  will  make  you  a  free  gift  of  my  large  house  outside  the  gate, 
with  the  garden  and  all  the  grounds  belonging  to  it.  You  know  my 
house  close  to  the  large  inn — the  Battle  of  Aboukir;  the  house  was 
left  me  six  months  ago,  by  my  mother's  brother,  the  Director  of 
Excise." 

The  doctor  vowed  with  extended  hand  he  would  move  into  it  the 
very  next  day,  in  spite  of  wind,  frost,  and  snow. 

"  As  long  as  you  keep  my  secret,  nephew,  I  wilt  pay  you  my  board 
balf-yeerly  in  advance  ;  and  for  the  little  expenses  you  will  be  at,  in 
arranging  your  house  for  your  own  family  and  for  me,  you  will  find 
four  rouleaux  of  dollars  in  the  little  cupboard  yonder  behind  the 
door." 

The  doctor  swore  all  his  vows  of  secrecy  over  again.  She  must 
imagine  the  day  of  judgment  or  the  millennium  at  hand,  he  thought. 
Nothing  less  can  possibly  account  for  so  sudden  and  miraculous  a 
conversion. 

But,  with  all  this,  Sarah  came  no  nearer  than  before  to  the  confes- 
sion of  the  great  secret.  As  often  as  she  attempted  to  begin,  the 
words  died  upon  her  lips,  and  she  covered  her  face  end  sobbed. 
These  beginnings,  and  breakings  off,  and  lamentations  endured  for  a 
long  time.  The  doctor  rose,  seated  himself  by  the  side  of  the  bed, 
wiped  his  knees  with  the  sleeve  of  his  coat,  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and 
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■aid  to  himsdf,  "  We  taay  pump  a  well  dry  in  time";  it  would  be 
herd  if  the  lachrymel  glands  of  an  afflicted  rirgin  could  boast  of  an 
inezhauatible  store  of  water." 


He  was  in  the  right  =  when  she  <»uld  cry  no  longer,  she  believed 
■be  was  recovering  her  Cliristian  resolution,  and  said  with  a  trembling 
voice,  "  Nephew,  when  you  left  me  yesterday  after  that  dreadiul 
expresBion " 

The  doctor  was  about  to  fall  once  more  on  his  knees :  "  Pardon  the 
expression,  my  angelic  aunt  I     It  was " 

"  No,  nephew ;  peHiaps  you  were  righL" 

"  It  was  an  unpardonable  stupidity  on  my  part." 

"  No,  nephew ;  I  believe  you  are  not  wrong." 

"  Impossible,  my  angelic  aunt  I" 

"  Alas  I  only  too  true,  nephew." 

"  Impossible,  aunt  1  And  even  if — even  supposing — no,  aunt,  you 
are  certainly " 

"  Nephew,  you  are  right.  I  ought  to  have  been  wiser  at  my  time 
of  hfe,  you  mean.  You  are  right ;  but  now  you  know  all.  The  mia- 
fortuoe  has  happened.  I  waa  married, — secretly,  very  secretly  in- 
deed,— but  all  in  an  honourable  way,  all  quite  orderly.  Now  who  II 
believe  me  ?  There  he  lies  dead  in  the  Tyrol,  killed  by  a  bullet; — 
here  are  letters  and  vouchers.     He  is  dead,  and " 

"  Who,  aunt?"  exclaimed  Falcon  in  utter  amazement. 

"  Alas  I  the  trumpeter  of  the  French  lament  of  hussars,  that  waa 
quartered  here  during  the  summer  and  autumn, — God  be  mercifbl  to 
his  soul  1  He  waa  no  common  trumpeter,  but  trumpeter  to  the  regi- 
ment ;  his  &ther  and  grandfather  beat  the  kettledrums  for  many 
years  with  great  applause.  But,  gracious  Heaven  I  I  could  not  bear 
to  be  called  a  huBsar's  wife ;  and,  before  he  could  buy  his  discharge, 
the  regiment  was  ordered  to  march.  Here  I  am  now,  a  young  wi- 
dow, not  a  soul  knows  it,  not  a  soul  would  believe  it.  It  will  kiU  me 
if  it  become  known :  it  would  be  a  blue  wonder  to  the  town.  I  care 
little  for  the  trumpeter ;  but  my  good  name  is  all  in  all  to  me." 

The  doctor  shook  his  head ;  he  could  scarcely  recover  from  his 
surprise.  The  trumpeter  had  indeed  beea  frequently  seen  in  Misa 
Bugle's  apartments ;  but  Falcon,  who  had  always  laughed  at  Goethe's 
idea  of  a  chemical  elective  affinity,  had  never  dreamt  of  such  a 
powerful  elective  affinity  between  a  trumpeter  and  a  Bugle.  As  to 
the  immediate  \measineBs  of  the  disconsolate  maid,  for  such  the  wi- 
dow chose  to  be  still  called,  he  considered  it  groundless ;  but  die 
returned  such  strange  replies  to  his  questions  as  to  her  sensations* 
that  he  began  himself  to  have  some  suspicions.  He  had  no  difficulty 
now  in  accounting  for  the  munificence  of  the  anxious  lady,  who 
would  rather  have  lost  her  life  than  that  the  whole  town  should  have 
known  that  the  brightest  mirror  of  all  maiden  virtue  had  been  dinuooed 
and  breathed  upon. 

He  now  pledged  hia  word  of  honour  that  he  would  keep  her  secret, 
and  conceal  ber  from  all  the  world  till  she  was  able  to  appear  again 
with  safety.  Till  then  it  was  to  he  reported  that  she  was  ill ;  end, 
under  the  plea  of  receiving  more  carefiil  attendance,  she  was  to  live 
at  the  doctor's  house,  and  break  off  every  other  intercourse. 
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The  gift  of  tbe  country-house  near  the  large  hotel  of  the  Battle  of 
Abouku:  was  duly  aod  legally  executed ;  the  country-house  was  entered 
upon  in  the  middle  of  winter ;  the  maiden  matron  became  inviBible 
there ;  and  no  one  was  allowed  to  wait  on  her,  but  Susan,  whom  abe 
had  herself  initiated  into  her  mystery. 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,"  ghe  would  say  to  Susan  in  her  cheerful  hours, 
— for  it  was  impossible  to  be  always  in  despair ;  and,  as  her  niece 
anticipated  all  her  wishes,  she  had  never  felt  herself  half  so  comfort- 
able  as  in  the  bosom  of  this  happy  fiunily, — "  Well,  to  be  sure,  it  is  a 
blue  wonder,  indeed,  to  think  that  I  should  come  to  this  1  Who  would 
have  thought  tt!  Pride  goeth  before  destruction,  and  a  haughty 
spirit  before  a  &1L  I  believed  myself  too  secure,  and  now  I  am  chas- 
tened for  my  pride.     Oh,  trumpeter  I  trumpeter !" 

Hie  event,  meanwhile,  had  exercised  a  very  aalutair  influence  on 
the  maiden  lady.  Through  very  fear  of  betraying  herself  to  the 
curious  eyes  of  her  former  companions  and  gossips,  she  weaned  her- 
self from  all  intercourse  with  them,  and  acquired  a  taste  for  more 
refined  pleasures  in  the  circle  of  Dr.  Falcon's  family.  She  continued, 
indeed,  rather  too  fond  of  all  the  tittle-tattle  of  the  town;  but  then 
she  thought  of  her  own  weakness,  and  judged  more  charitably  Uiat  of 
others.  She  became  so  indulgent,  so  modest,  nay,  so  humble,  that 
the  doctor  and  his  wife  were  completely  amazed.  The  change  of 
drcomstBDces  and  society, — the  heroic  resolution  by  which  she  had 
divested  herself  of  a  part  of  her  property, — the  assurance  of  the  doctor 
that  she  was  still  rich  enough  to  live  at  4ier  ease, — all  this  had 
effected  so  singular  a  change  in  her  character,  that  she  seemed  to 
live  quite  in  &  new  world.  She  even  abandoned  all  her  usurious 
dealinp,  which,  to  be  sure,  she  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  con- 
tinue in  her  present  seclusion. 

The  three  faculties,  meanwhile,  were  vomiting  fire  and  flame. 
The  two  Bugles  were  apparently  reconciled,  but  only  that  they 
mi^t  unite  more  vigorously  in  their  hostility  against  the  pettifog- 
ger, who  watched  their  eveiy  step  for  a  plausible  ground  of  action 
against  them.  The  philosopher  wrote  an  excellent  book  against  the 
human  passions ;  and  tlie  worthy  ecclesiastic  delivered  every  Sun- 
day most  edifying  discourses  on  the  abomination  of  ingratitude,  ca- 
lumny, envy,  evil -speaking,  and  malignity.  Both  did  much  good  by 
their  arguments,  but  their  own  gall  became  more  and  more  bitter, 
every  day. 

The  winter  passed  away,  and  was  succeeded  by  spring.  The 
warm  days  of  summer  were  approaching.  Dr.  Falcon  had  very  soon 
obtained  the  conviction  that  his  aunt  had  little  cause  for  her  uneasi- 
ness. He  had  told  her  so,  and  had  explained  to  her  the  real  nature 
of  her  indisposition.  In  vain :  the  erring  vestal  would  on  no  account 
be  undeceived.  Susan  and  her  husband  were  at  length  obliged  to 
desbt  from  every  attempt  to  dispel  the  ridiculous  illusion  of  Aunt 
Sarah,  who  threatened  that  she  should  begin  to  doubt  the  doctor's 
friendship.    She  seldom  left  her  bed. 

**  She  makes  me  uneasy,"  said  Susan  to  her  husband ;  "  at  times  I 
almost  fkucy  bw  cracked." 
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"  And  she  U  lo,  in  ev»y  senae  of  the  word,"  said  the  docuir.  "  It 
u  hypochondria, — a  fixed  idea.  My  phytic  b  of  no  avail  against  the 
extravagancies  of  her  imagination.  I  know  of  nothing  lean  do,  unless 
it  be  to  drive  away  one  fancy  by  subatituting  another.  Suppose  we 
pass  our  child  off  upon  her  for  her  own."  ' 

"  But  will  she  believe  it  ?" 

"  If  she  does  not,  it  is  of  little  consequence." 

After  a  few  weeks  Susan  appeared  do  longer  in  Sarah's  room, — it 
bad  been  so  arranged  by  the  doctor ;  and  our  aunt  was  informed  that 
Susan  hod  had  a  misfortune. 

"  Is  the  child  dead  ?"  inquired  Sarah. 

"  Alas  !"  replied  the  doctor. 

"  Alas .'"  rejoined  the  aunt. 

One  day  before  daybreak,  Aunt  Sarah  was  awakened  in  an  unusual 
manner.  Her  face  was  sprinkled  with  water,  and  strong  scents  were 
held  to  her  nose,  till  it  seemed  they  were  going  to  send  her  out  of 
the  world  by  the  ?ery  means  apparently  employed  to  bring  her  to  life 
again. 

She  opened  her  eyes,  and  saw  the  doctor  busy  with  her  nose. 

"Righteous  Heaven  I  I  am  dying! — You  are  killing  me  I  Ne- 
phew, nephew,  what  are  you  doing  to  my  note  F" 

"  Hush,  aunt  I — don't  speak  a  word !"  said  the  doctor  with  a  mys- 
teriouR  look  ;  "  only  tell  me  how  you  feel  yourself." 

"  Tolerably  well,  nephew." 

"  You  have  been  insensible  for  four  hours,  aunt.  I  was  uneasy  for 
your  life ;  but  it 's  all  right  now,— you  are  saved.     A  lovely  child — " 

"  How  I"  exclaimed  Sarah,  almost  rubbing  her  nose  from  her  face. 

"  A  sweet  little  hoy.  Do  vou  wish  to  see  the  pretty  fellow?  If 
you  will  keep  yourself  tranquil,  and  not  stir  a  limb,  why " 

"  But,  nephew " 

"  I  have  passed  it  off  upon  every  one  in  the  house  for  my  wife's 
child." 

"  Ob,  nephew  1  your  prudence,  your  assistance,  your  cooniel  I  Oh, 
you  are  an  angel  I" 

Falcon  went  away.  Aunt  Sarah  trembled  all  over  with  terror  and 
joy.  She  looked  round  her: — on  the  t^le  were  burning  lights  and 
countless  phials  of  medicine  were  strewn  around.  A  woman  brought 
in  the  baby :  it  was  in  a  gentle  sleep.  Sarah  spoke  not  a  word,  but 
looked  at  it  long,  wept  bitterly,  kissed  the  little  creature  again  and 
again;  and,  when  it  had  been\:arried  away,  she  said  to  the  doctor, 
"  It  is  the  living  picture  of  the  trumpeter  to  the  French  regiment — 
God  be  merciful  to  himl  It  is  his  living  picture — I  say,  his  living 
picture  !" 


After  the  prescribed  number  of  weeks  had  been  punctually  ex- 
pended in  the  couBumption  of  gruels  and  broths,  tlie  chaste  Sarah 
perfectly  recovered  her  spirits,  and  tripped  about  the  house  more 
cheerful  and  active  than  she  had  been  for  many  years  before.  She 
dandled  the  baby,  would  scarcely  allow  it  out  of  lier  sight,  and  evi- 
dently doted  on  it  with  unbounded  tenderness.  She  had  been  suc- 
cessfully cured  of  one  ridiculous  illusion,  by  one  yet  more  ridiculous. 
Overflowing  with  gratitude,  her  £rst  visit  out  of  the  house  was  U>  the 
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church,  and  thence  gbe  proceeded  to  a  lawyer  to  execute  a  deed  ot 
gift  of  her  whole  fortune  to  Dr.  Falcon ;  reaerving  for  herself  only  a 
large  annuity  by  way  of  pocket-money.  Between  herself  and  the 
doctor,  to  be  sure,  a  secret  siticle  was  drawn  up,  by  which  he  bound 
himself  in  due  time  to  transfer  half  of  her  bounty  to  the  tittle  living 
picture  of  the  regimental  trumpeter. 

In  this  way,  the  blue  wonders  of  Miss  Sarah  Bugle  auddenly  con- 
verted our  Dr.  Falcon  into  a  rich  man.  The  triumph  of  the  me- 
dical faculty  was  irrevocably  confirmed ;  the  more  furiously  did  law, 
theol<^,  and  philosophy  rage  against  each  other.  They  could  not 
forgive  one  another  the  loss  of  the  expected  legacy.  Dr.  Falcon  waa 
readily  excused,  for  he  was  innocent.  With  hun,  all  parties  were 
ready  to  renew  a  friendly  intercourse,  for  be  was  now  one  of  the 
wealthiest  men  in  the  town  ;  and  a  wealthy  man,  or  rather  big  money, 
may  at  times  be  useful  to  the  philosopher  as  well  as  to  the  jurist;  and 
to  the  theologian  as  much  as  to  either. 


THE  YOUTH'S  NEW  VADE-MECUM. 


TO   THE   EDITOR   OF   BENTt,KY  S  MISCELLANY. 

Sir, — In  submitting  for  your  inspection,  the  poem  which  I  now  do 
myself  the  honour  of  forwarding  to  you,  permit  me  to  intimate  to  you 
the  origin  of  its  composition,  and  to  indulge  in  one  or  two  remarks. 

The  author  is  a  particular  triend  of  my  own ;  a  gentleman  who, 
marrying  at  a  rather  advanced  stage  in  the  journey  of  life,  was  unex- 
pectedly and  agreeably  presented  with  a  small  earnest  of  posterity  in 
the  shape  of  a  son.  Parental  feelings,  like  many  other  good  things, 
are  better  late  than  never ;  and  it  has  often  struck  me  that  such  feel- 
ings are  much  stronger,  considerably  more  fervent,  and,  indeed,  a 
great  deal  better  when  they  do  come  late.  Methinks  the  love  of 
grandfather,  grandmother,  uncle,  great-aunt,  and  a  whole  kit  of  cou- 
sins, is  blended  in  the  sexagenarian  sire.  It  will  be  perceived,  from 
the  affecting  apostrophe  or  invocation,  that  my  friend  commenced  his 
poem  with  praiseworthy  promptitude ;  and  I  do  hope  that  its  success 
will  be  more  than  commensurate  with  his  expectations.  Tbe  youth 
is  now  half-past  six,  in  the  morning  m  existence.  I  have,  once  only, 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him.  He  entered  his  father's  study 
somewhat  abruptly,  mounted  on  a  timber  steed,  which,  I  am  advised, 
be  is  already  perfectly  able  to  manage  ;  and,  immediately  he  opened 
fais  mouth,  with  a  raspberry-jam  border  to  it,  I  perceived  that  be 
would,  at  no  distant  day,  become  not  only  a  worthy  member,  but  an 
undoubted  ornament,  of  society.  But  this  b  from  my  present  pur> 
pose. 

Your  Miscellany,  sir,  professes  to  furnish  materials  for  the  amuse 
ment  and  delight  of  the  community ;  and  hitherto  you  have  acted  up 
to  your  profeEsions,  But  were  it  not  as  well,  allow  me  to  suggest 
that  you  should  combine  instruction  with  amusement, — that  you 
should  clear  the  heart  as  well  as  purify  the  liver  —  that  you  should 
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attend  to  the  mind  at  the  aame  time  that  yoa  tickle  the  midriff? 
You  must  confesfl,  when  I  remiod  you  of  it,  that  the  rising  generation 
has  strong  claims  upon  you,  which  I  am  sure  jou  will  be  ansioua, 
and  indeed  most  happy,  to  alloir.  The  Youth's  New  Vade-Mecum, 
then,  is  a  compendious  manual  of  instruction,  whidi  cannot  fail  of 
becoming  permanently  serviceable  and  efficienL  Similar  although  I 
allow  it  to  be,  in  many  respects,  to  certain  "  Guides  to  Youth"  and 
"  Young  Man's  best  Companions"  which  have  been  published,  yet  I 
cannot  but  think  that  the  preciBion  with  which  the  precepts  are  Imd 
down  in  it,  and  the  judicious  manner  in  which  they  are  conveyed,  mutt 
cause  it  very  shortly  to  supersede  all  other  works  of  the  same  nature. 
I  enclose  for  your  gratification  the  real  name  of  the  author,  and  I 
grant  you  the  discretionary  power  of  whispering  it  to  any  grateful 
parent  (there  may  be  many  such)  who  would  fain  make  the  acquaint- 
ance and  cultivate  the  friendship  of  their  benefactor :  and  I  have  the 
honour  to  be,  sir,  Your  obedient,  humble  servant, 

Charles  Whitkhkao. 


THE  YOUTH'S  HEW  VADE-MECUM. 

My  SOT),  whose  iofaut  head  I  dow  auirey. 
Guiltless  of  bdr,  whilst  mine,  alas  I  is  grey, — 
Whose  feeble  wailings  through  m;  bosom  thrill, 
And  cause  my  heart  to  shale  my  very  frill, — 
Incline  ihine  ear,  quick  summon  all  thy  thoi^t. 
And  take  this  wisdom  which  my  love  has  broaght : 
Ferpend  these  precepts ;  sill,  compare,  combine; 
And  be  my  brain's  results  transferrd  to  thine. 

Soon  as  thy  judgment  shall  grow  ripe  and  strong, 
I-eani  to  diatinguish  between  right  and  wrong : 
Yet  ponder  with  deliberation  slow, 
Whmer  thy  judgment  be  yet  ripe  or  no ; 
For  wrong,  when  look'd  at  in  a  different  light. 
Behold  I  is  oft  discoTer'd  to  be  ri^t, 
And  pice  veni — (such  the  schoolmen's  phrase) — 
Right  becomes  wrong,  so  devioua  Reason's  mue ! 

Take  only  the  best  authors'  menial  food. 
For  too  much  reading  is  by  no  means  good; 
And,  since  opinions  are  not  all  correct, 
Tby  books  thyself  must  for  thyself  select. 
Accumulate  ideas :  vat  despise 
Reputed  wisdom, — folly  oft  is  wise; 
And-wisdom,  if  the  mass  be  not  kept  cool. 
Mothers,  and  is  the  father  of,  a  fool. 

Be  virtuous  and  be  happy  ;  good  I  bnt,  stop,— 
They  sow  the  seed  who  never  reap  the  crop  ; 
For  virtue  oft,  which  men  so  much  exact. 
Like  ancient  chins,  is  more  precious  crack'd ; 
And  happiness,  foisootb,  not  over-nice. 
Sometimes  enjoys  a  pot  and  pipe  with  vice. 

Get  rich ;  'tij  well  for  mind  and  body's  health : 
But  never,  never  be  the  slave  of  weallh. 
The  gain  of  riches  is  the  spirit's  loss ; 
And ,  ob  1  my  son,  remember  gold  is  dross. 
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Be  honest, —not  aa  Ibola  or  bigot*  rare ; 
Your  bonest  iniui  is  ofUn  balfa  knave. 
Let  Justice  guide  jou  ;  but  still  bew  in  mind 
The  goddwi  may  mislead, — for  she  ii  blind. 

Hygeia'i  dictates  let  me  now  declare, 

For  health  must  be  jrour  miat  especial  caie. 

Riae  early,  but  bewaie  the  matio  chill ; 

Tis  fresh,  but  btal,— healthy,  hut  may  kill : 

Nor  leave  thy  couch,  nor  break  the  haadg  of  tl««p. 

Till  moming'a  beams  from  out  the  ocean  leap  ; 

lest,  crawhng,  groptDg,  stumbling  on  the  ttur, 

Your  htsd  descend,  your  heels  aspin  in  air; 

A«  down  the  flight  your  body  swiftly  steals, 

Useless  to  know  your  head  has  mv'd  youc  beels, 

ProDe  on  your  lace  wilh  dislocated  neck. 

You  find  that  slumber  which  you  sought  to  check. 

Early  Eo  bed,  but  not  till  nature  call. 

Be  moderate  at  meals,  nor  drink  at  all. 

Save  when  with  friends  you  toast  the  faiAful  law. 

And  raise  the  sparkling,  oft-repeated  glass  ; 

"nieo,  gravel  cares  and  worthless  scruples  sunk, 

Drink  with  the  best,  my  ion, — but  ne  er  get  drunk. 

Bathe  in  cold  water :  cautious,  and  yet  bold, 
X)iTe, — but  the  water  must  not  be  too  cold  : 
And  still  take  oare  lest,  as  you  gaily  swim, 
Ciamp  should  distort  and  dislocate  each  limb. 
When  such  the  case,  howe'er  thy  fancy  urge, 
Postpone  the  bracing  pastime,  and  emerge. 
Dangers  on  land  as  well  as  vrater  teem. 
But  now  the  bank  is  safer  than  the  stream. 

Say  you  should  chance  be  ill  (.fiw,  after  alt. 

Men  are  but  men  onlhis  terrestrial  ball) ; 

Kiould- sickness  mth  her  fri^itfal  ttain  invade, 

Lose  not  a  moment,  but  apply  fiw  aid. — 

Yet  fancy  ofl,  im^ned  symptoms  sees. 

And  nerrous  megrim  simulates  disease^— 

Lo  I  at  your  call— the  cry  of  coward  faar — 

A  chemist  and  a  cane-sucker  appear : 

The  one,  tough  roots  from  earth's  intestines  dug. 

Pounds  with  strong  arm,  dissolves  the  nauseous  drug ; 

lie  other,  gazins  with  portentous  air, 

Surveys  the  foolish  tongue  tlrnt  eall'd  him  there ; 

To  dulcet  tones  that  breadie  decsptive  calm. 

Your  cash  expires  in  his  diurtial  palm, 

And,  sick  of  physic  you  were  forced  to  swill, 

Long-labell'd  phials  indicate  the  bill. 

As  learning's' biidge  progresses  arch  by  Mch, 
So  men,  by  gradual  intellectual  march. 
From  savages  lo  citizens  advance. — 
Then  gentlemen  ate  taught  to  lance  and  dance ; 
Whilst  gay  prolessois,  with  imposii^  show. 
Present  tlie  violin,  and  hand  the  haw. 

Dance  gracefully,  and  move  with  perfect  ease, 
Nor  bend,  nor  keep  inflexible,  the  knees ; 
Crawl  not,  nor  with  yooi  head  the  oaibog  touch- 
That  were  to  move  uw  little ;  tfiia  too  much. 
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Wbeu  fiTtt  to  Music'g  dudy  yon  wouM  come, 
Id,  and  like  cbuitjr,  begin  >t  home : 
Far  links  of  hannonj  you  weave  in  vain, 
Whene'er  you  outrage  een  you  should  enchnn. 
iSome  have  I  koown,  with  their  vite  sharps  and  flaU, 
Whose  &talca^t  wrought  the  dntthofcata; 
Yea,  a  swift  doom  the  very  itiingi  provide, 
Ilieir  disembowell'd  (elioe  sires  supplied  I 

Fencing '»  a  noble  exercise ;  but  dunc« 
Flow  dangers,  may  be  told  without  ofenc*. 
Still  scnitiniM,  at  your  gymnaitic  toil, 
The  button  of  your  adremiy's  foil, 
Lest  you  ttrike  off,  at  active  carle  and  tiera. 
That  usefiil  stay  to  tools  which  else  will  piettx ; 
And  all  too  late  you  feel,  consign'd  to  Styx, 
Your  life  not  wcwih  the  button  you  unfix. 

Swift  let  me  call  you  to  the  lyltui  giove, 
Wbera  nightiiqplee  and  blackbirds  ling  of  lovo. 
Should  love  assail  you,  as  it  will,  no  doubt. 
Nor  rudely  fan  the  flame,  nor  blow  it  out : 
Sometimes,  when  smother'd,  it  the  stronger  grows  ; 
And  sometimes,  when  vou  stir  it,  out  it  goes. 
Close  in  your  breast  a  heart  for  beauty  keep. 
Yet  ne'er  imagine  beauty  but  skin-deep : 
B«auty  is  oft — a  &ct  we  must  deplore — 
As  deep  as  Ganick,  and  a  great  deal  more. 

Let  not  your  choice  too  short  or  tall  appear. 
No  hole  ber  mouth,  or  slit  from  ear  to  ear; 
And,  though  'tis  well  in  daily  life  to  greet 
The  man  who  struggles  to  make  both  ends  mMt, 
Yet  sure  the  task  can  no  great  triumph  win, 
Accompliih'd  by  a  lady's  note  aitd  cfaiu. 
Yet  I,  perchance,  my 
These  ttte  exactions  oi 

But  let  your  wife  be  modest,  and  yet  (ret; 

Coy,  but  not  bashful;  active  as  the  bee; 

Aikd  yet  unlike  that  bee  of  busy  wing. 

That  "proSers  btmey,  and  yet  bears  a  sting;** 

Not  SM,  bnt  tlioughtfiil  i  pensive,  but  not  ^um ; 

Grave  without  gloom ;  and  silen^  but  not  dumb; 

Merry  whan  mirth 's  in  season,  and  yet  sad 

When  nought  akin  to  pleasure 's  to  be  had. 

In  all  that  you  possess  still  let  her  share. 

Yet  wear  no  vestments  you  yourtelf  should  wear. 

And  (or  youraelf, — since  now  must  I  conclude, — 
Be  courteous,  yet  close ;  and  plain,  not  rade ; 
Open,  but  strict ;  and  Ihoi^  reserv'd,  yet  firank  ; 
Treat  all  alike,  yet  pay  reaped  to  rank ; 
Be  dubious,  e'en  wheo  reason  would  entice, 
And  ne'er  lake  uEisolicited  advice. 
So  may  my  precepts  sink  into  thy  mind. 
And  make  the  wisdom  which  thou  canst  not  find ; 
Until  at  length,  so  vast  thy  mental  height. 
The  world,  befaoldlDK  tbee,  shall  take  a  sight; 
And  men,  in  want  of  words  to  set  thee  hi^er, 
Shall  ?nth  one  voice  cry  "  Walker  I"  aud  retire. 
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EviRYBODY  hat  heard  of  maclrigalB,  and  altncMt  everybody'  ha* 
beard  of  the  MadriEal  Society ;  but  everybody  doea  not  know  what 
madrigals  are,  and  tJmosI  everybody  has  tiot  dined  with  the  Madrigal 
Society.  Not  that  that  ancient  and  respectable  body  ig  an  exclusive 
OBe, — keeping  its  good  dinnera  for  its  own  private  eating,  and  Its 
good  music  for  its  own  private  hearing  ;  Its  ireemasoDry  is  extempo- 
raneous, and  a  visitor  is  as  welcome  to  the  whole  fraternity  as  to  the 
icdividual  who  may  introduce  htm. 

The  Madrigal  Society  is  the  very  Royal  Exchange  of  musical  en- 
thusiasm and  good-fellowship,  and  certainly  bears  the  palm  away  from 
all  Its  "frfOeiti  rwaU,"  Its  component  parts  are  better  amalgamated, 
and  the  individuals  composing  them,  appear  to  derive  more  thorou^ 
enjoyment  from  their  attendance,  than  m  any  other  unions  we  have 
aeen  of  the  same  genus. 

For  example,  at  one  (which  shall  be  nameless)  there  is  a  line  of 
demarcation  between  the  professional  and  non-professional  members  ; 
another  is  so  numerous,  that  it  is  broken  into  fifly  coteries,  as  in  the 
boxes  of  a  chop-house  ;  and  another  enthusiastic  little  linot  of  vocal 
harmonists  is  so  strongly  impressed  with  the  sense  of  one  another's 
capabUities,  that  the  speechifying,  and  toasting,  and  returning  thanks 
take  up  a  vast  deal  more  time  than  the  music. 

Which  of  the  thousand  and  one  suggested  derwationt  of  the  name 
madrigal  is  the  right  one,  is  a  question  upon  which  we  most  humbly 
beg  to  decline  entering.  Whether  it  owe  its  origin  to  some  particular 
feature  in  the  words  to  which  all  secular  pari  mtuic  was  set  at  an 
early  period ;  or  whether,  as  some  impertinent  commentator  has  sug- 
gested, it  be  a  compound  of  two  English  words,  "  moif"  and  "wriggle," 
— the  one  having  reference  to  the  ecstatic  state  into  which  the  listeners 
were  thrown  by  their  first  performance,  the  other  to But  we  dis- 
miss this  as  unworthy  our  consideration,  and  cut  the  question  alto- 
gether. 

A  madrigal  may,  we  think,  be  best  defined  as  a  composition  in  ge- 
neral set  to  a  quaint  little  poem  on  some  amatory  or  pastoral  subject* 
with  parts  for  a  number  of  voices ;  the  majority  being  for  four  or  five. 
An  unceasing  flow  of  these  parts,  a  kind  of  "  push-on-keep-movinjj  " 
principle,  appears  one  of  iu  strongest  characteristics ;  one  voice 
taking  up  the  strain  ere  another  lays  it  down, — seldom  moving  in 
nuuses  or  "  piain-tottg,"  and  with  perhaps  only  one  or  two  "cfosei" 
(sooietimes  nooe)  until  the  end.  In  the  conduct  of  all  this,  a  very 
peculiar  style  of  barmony  is  used.  They  are  one  and  all  imbued 
with  a  quaintness,  which  all  who  have  heard  madrigals  must  have 
felt,  and  could  at  once  recognise  ;  but  which  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
define  in  anything  less  than  a  treatise,  six  volumes  quarto  at  the 
least, — a  task  upon  which  at  present  we  have  not  the  smallest  inten- 
tion of  setting  to  work. 

So  much  for  a  definition :  now  for  a  tesL  The  best  confirmation 
of  the  genuineness  of  a  madrigal  is,  the  fiict  of  its  bearing  the  meiffht 
of  a  great  body  of  eowet ;  that  is  to  say,  instead  of  iu  producing  its 
proper  effect,  each  part  being  sung  (as  in  a  glee)  by  one  voice,  the 
number  of  singers  may  be  increased  to  any  extent.    And  this,  after 
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all,  is  the  true  toucbstone  of  firet-rate  choral  writing.  Tbe  "  Crea- 
tion" of  Haydn,  and  "The  Last  Jud^ent"  ofSpohr,  un  questionably 
produce  their  best  effect  in  an  orchestra  of  moderate  proportions ;  but 
to  a  chorus  of  Handel)  or  a  madrigal  ofGibbons,  perfect  justice  coald 
only  be  done  by  a  body  of  singers  that  would  fill  St.  Paul's,  or  cover 
Salisbury  PIcun. 

We  have  dined.  The  cloth  vanishes, — there  is  a  pause, — tbe  party 
■imultaneously  rise  from  their  chairs, — the  wtuters  at  last  (thanks  to 
a  loiw  course  of  training,  mental  and  bodily,)  show  signs  of  standing 
still  for  the  next  five  minutes, — perfect  silence  pervades  the  room, — 
when  lo  I  a  gentle  murmur  of  high  voices  steals  upon  the  ear, — the 
strain  is  quickly  imitated  a  few  notes  lower, — the  basses  massively 
close  up  the  harmonious  phalanx,  and  we  recognise  the  imperishable 
"  Non  nobis,  Domine." 

Sobered,  not  saddened,  by  the  noblest  of  canons, — the  most  melo- 
dious of  those  ingenious  complexities, — a  movement  takes  place  among 
tbe  party.  Do  not  suppose  that  tlie  tmgeri  are  going  to  the  bottom 
of  tbe  table,  for  in  that  case  rwbodg  would  be  left  at  the  tof;  or, 
vice  versd,  to  the  top,  for  then  the  bottom  would  be  deserted.  You 
find  your  neighbour  to  the  right,  has  migrated  to  the  other  end  i^  the 
room,  and  your  vU-A^ni  has  established  himself  in  his  place.  After 
being  duly  puzzled  by  so  unexpected  a  move,  it  appears  that,  unlike 
Other  convivial  assemblages,  the  order  of  precedency  is  observed  here 
o/bfT,  instead  of  ^e^vre  dinner ;  and  that  you  must  shift  your  position 
according  to  your  refpster,  not  of  birth  or  baptism,  but  voice.  "  Or- 
der is  Heaven's  iirst  law,"  and  the  high  and  low  characters  around 
you,  class  themselves  accordingly,  into  altos,  tenors,  and  basses. 

"This  httle  preparatory  bustle  over,  and  everybody  again  seated, 
there  is  a  brief  pause,  which  we  devote  to  speculations, — not  on  tbe 
character  of  our  new  right-hand  man  (above  mentioned), — not  on  the 
contents  of  the  minute-book  which  the  president  spreads  open  before 
bim, — nor  on  the  pile  of  tomes  which  almost  exclude  the  bodily  pre- 
sence of  the  vice, — nor  on  the  gentleman  who  is  going  to  propose  a 
new  member, — but  on  the  "dint»"  in  the  table  before  us.  The  tops 
of  all  tables  at  all  taverns  are,  and  have  been  from  time  immemonal, 
remarkable  for  an  infinite  number  of  indentations  varying  in  siee  and 
confonnation,  This  peculiarity  is  not  indigenous  to  the  aforesaid 
tables;  th^  are  supposed,  at  some  distant  period  of  their  existence, 
to  have  had  faces  as  unruffled  as  others  of  their  kind ;  hut  the  eternal 
succession  of  thumps  from  glasses,  plates,  knives  and  forks,  approba- 
tory of  speech,  sentiment,  or  song,  furrows  their  physiognomy  with 
deep,  ineffaceable  lines,  — '  albeit  neither  of  study,  thought,  nor 
sorrow. 

The  time  has  gone  by  for  the  autobiography  of  guineas,  lap-dogs, 
sofas,  and  sedan-diairs ;  birds  and  beasts  no  longer  sport  their  apo^i- 
thegms  to  human  ears  ;  even  the  pot  and  kettle  have  done  calling  ooe 
another  names  {  "  Tl)e  Confessions  of  a  Dinner-table,  writtoi  by  him- 
self," would  stand  no  chance  now ;  a  second  edition  of  the  life  of 
Mendoza  would  be  as  little  likely  to  take  the  town.  Dinner-tables, 
like  boxers,  must  count  their  bruises  in  silence.  Yon  deeply-indented 
furrow,  over  which  our  wine  is  absolutely  tottering,  is  evidently  a 
memerUo  of  the  days  when  tl)e  feet  were  regularly  knocked  off  the 
wine-glasses,  and  they,  like  their  holders  later  !n  ths  evening,  lost 
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their  power  of  sUnding  alone ;  when  dagUght  wai  unendurable  and 
katl-timt  impogaible.  No  hand  lacking  the  zeal  of  political  excitement 
could  have  inflicted  to  uncompromising  a  gash  as  the  one  near  it. 
Beei'-wax  and  turpentine  have  somewhat  softened  the  sharpness  of 
ila  outline ;  but  its  existence  is  identified  with  that  of  the  table  itself. 
And  that  succession  of  little  "  dibbt,"  evidently  by  the  same  hand,— 
what  are  they,  but  an  unceasing  monument  to  some  by-gone  beau, 
wbo  thus  tattooed  his  approval  of  the  best  of  all  possible  toasts, — 
"The  Ladies!" 

But  our  speculations  are  leading  us  astray ;  more  especially  ai  the 
Mosic-deslcs  are  before  us,  the  books  upon  them,  and  "  the  boys  " 
arrived.  And  bark  I  the  pitch-pipe — none  of  your  whipper-sm^per 
German  .^olians  or  waistcoat-podcet  tuning-forks,  but  the  veritable 
pitch-pipe  which  has  been  in  use  since  the  year  1740— sounds  the 
Bote  of  preparation,  and  the  order  of  the  day  begins  in  real  earnest. 

The  Madrigal  Society  does  not,  as  its  name  would  seem  to  imply, 
ooofiDe  itself  exclusively  to  compositions  which  come  under  the 
des^nadon  of  madrigal.  The  motett  and  the  ballet,  which  are  varia- 
tions of  the  same  genus,  come  in  for  a  share  of  its  notice. 

On  referring  to  the  book  before  us,  for  the  number  just  given  out 
by  the  conductor,  we  find — a  motett,  Dr.  Christopher  Tye.  The 
^toa  &lls,  and  we  launch  into  the  unexplored  ocean  of  song  before 
■s.  What  breadth  in  the  harmonies  [—what  stateliness  in  the  pro- 
gression of  the  parts  I — and  what  a  depth  of  feeling  under  the  in- 
orustallon  of  these  crabbed  old  modulations ! 

And  now  for  a  madrigal.  Will  it  be  "  Lady,  thine  eye,"  or  "  Cyn- 
thia, thy  song,"  or  "Sweet  honey-sucking  beesP" — No:  as  we  live, 
it  la  "  Die  not,  fond  man  I" — the  noblest  of  them  all. 

And  DOW,  another  motett ;  and  now — but  stay  !  here  is  something 
unusual  The  vice  looks  to  the  chair — the  chair  looks  to  the  vice. 
Tlie  vice,  like  the  sun  over  a  mountain,  shows  his  head  above  the 
wall  of  books  before  him,  and  prepares  to  make  a  speech.  "  Genlle- 
Bien,  I  beg  to  call  your  attention — "  But -we  have  forgotten  the  form, 
so  we  'II  give  the  substance  of  his  observations,  which  go  to  prove 
that  he  has  received  a  madrigal,  according  to  the  rules  of  the  society, 
— that  is,  anonymously, — which  he  has  looked  over,  and  deems 
worthy  of  a  trial.  The  parts,  which  are  of  course  not  in  the  books, 
are  distributed,  and  much  good-natured  speculation  is  afloat ;  for  the 
madrigalians,  though  conservatives,  are  not  exclusives.  We  begin:— 
there  is  a  stoppage  at  the  onset, — something  was  wrong  in  the  parts, 
— it  is  corrected,  and  we  start  once  more ; — the  precipice  is  passed  in 
fafety.  Still  it  does  not  "  go."  There  is  no  good  reason  why  it 
should  not;  and  so  it  is  tried  again ;  is  better  understood,  and  *■  goes" 
accordingly.  A  sealed  paper  is  delivered  to  the  cbairmBn,  who  opens 
it  with  much  solemnity,  and  announces  the  name  of  the  composer, 
casting  a  most  significant  glance  on  an  individual  at  one  corner  of  the 
table,  who,  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour,  has  been  engaged  in  the 
most  unpleasing  of  all  sedentary  pursuits, — sitting  upon  thorns.  We 
drink  his  health ;  the  iodividud  rises,  and  for  upwards  of  a  mi- 
nute and  some  seconds,  is  supposed  to  occupy  himself  in  making  some 
observations  germane  to  the  present  subject,  hut  which,  from  his  state 
of  nervous  trepidation,  are  quite  inaudible. 
.    The  books  are  again  in  requisition.    We  draw  on  firms  of  centuries' 
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standing  sad  our  chedis  are  dulf  faonotired.  The  >tate)y  aotett,  the 
graceful  madrigal)  and  the  Bprightty  ballet  alternate  in  rapid  nccee- 
sion.  What  a  contrast  does  this  enthiMiaatic  coterie  present  to  the 
UmIbbs  audience  of  the  concxrt-room  or  opera  1  No  mob  of  ^»- 
thetical  time-killers  is  here ;  but  true  and  constant  lovers  of  the 
^  divine  art,  joining  "  with  heart  and  Toice"  in  strains  to  them  as  treA 
and  beautiful  as  they  were  two  hundred  years  ago  1 

Qh  I  how  we  might  gossip  ^wut  and  speculate  upon  the  old  fdlowv 
who  treasured  up  for  us  this  legacy  of  fine  things.  Talk  of  love  tar 
their  art  I — think  of  Luca  Marenjio,  who  wrote  a  thousand  madr^sls ; 
and  Dr.  Tye,  who  set  to  muiic  the  whole  of  "The  AcU  of  the 
Apostles  I" 

The  human  voice  is  the  noblest  of  all  instrunaenta.  In  the  madrigal 
it  finds  an  exercise  worthy  of  its  powers.  Music,  as  developed 
through  the  medium  of  the  voice,  assumes  a  far  more  elevated  and 
poetical  form  than  it  ever  presents  through  instrumeatal  performanee 
even  of  the  very  highest  character.  Music  is  less  essentislly  nMuie, 
coming  through  throats  of  flesb  and  blood  than  throats  of  wood  or 
metal ;  but  i  t  is  something  infinitely  finer, — the  unchecked  emiusation 
of  the  human  heart, — thb  current  fresh  from  the  well-springs  of  rU 
that  is  good  and  beautiful  in  man's  nature. 

The  changeableness  of  fashion,  the  perishability  of  all  instrumental 
music,  is  of  itself  sufficient  evidence  of  this.  Five-and-twenty  years 
ago,  the  works  of  Pleyel  were  tbe  delight  (ft  every  muucal  ctrterie  in 
Europe ;  now,  there  is  not  one  amateur  in  fiffy  who  ever  heard  a 
bar  of  his  music  And  as  for  the  cart-loads  of  sonatas,  gigues,  pasa- 
cailles,  serenatas,  follias,  fugues,  concertantes,  and  "Jewells"  of  Dr. 
Bull,  Paradiea,  Scarlatti,  Geminiani, — yes,  even  Handel  and  Mozart 
themselves  I — they  are  r^arded  in  about  the  same  light  as  an  ^yi^ 
tian  papyrus,  or  a  loaf  of  bread  from  Herculaneum. 

It  is  diflicult  indeed  to  conceive  "The  Jupiter  Symphony,"  or  the 
"Smiate  Patetique,"  food  for  the  virtuoso;  but  assuredly  "Dove 
sono,"  "The  Hallelujah  Chorus,"  and  "  St.  Patrick's  Day,"  are  as  im- 
perishable as  expression,  grandeur,  and  sunshine  themsdves. 

Sounds  are  the  bodg  of  music,  to  which  the  voice  gives  immortal)^ 
and  a  loui.  To  put  the  voice  on  the  same  level  as  an  instrument,  is 
to  pit  matter  against  mind, — "  man  against  cat-guL" 

There  is  a  sense  of  personal  enjoyment  ccmnected,  too,  with  nore 
vocal  music  perfonned  in  this  manner,  which  it  is  quite  imposubie  to 
find  in  the  theatre  or  concert-room.  Our  thoughts  there,  are  perpe- 
tually brought  back  to  some  technical  matter,  and  our  imagination 
curbed  by  the  audience,  some  individual  association  with  the  singent 
or  the  "  mise  de  theatre;"  but  here,  sitting  at  our  ease  around  tbe 
table,  with  our  "part "  before  us,  joining  in  the  harmony  or  not,  as  we 
please, — our  only  care  that  the  madrigd  shall  go  well,  our  only  inter- 
rup^on  a  glance  now  and  then  at  the  enthusiasUc  faces  around  us,^ 
we  feel  truly  "  the  power  of  sound,"  and  that  our  pleasure  is  without 
alloy. 

Hold  I  there  is  a  slight  drawback  on  our  pleasure,— periiection  is 
not  to  be  found  even  in  the  Madrigal  Society.  Where  are  the  ladies? 
Oh,  Madrigalians  [  with  what  countenance  can  ye,  month  after  month, 
and  year  after  year,  continue  singing  Fair  Oriana's  praise,  and  be- 
wailing the  cruelty  of  your  Philliscs,  and  Cyntbias,  and  "  Nymph  (rf" 
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DtfUM)"  when  jou  thus  clote  up  the  fountain  of  ill  your  inspirations? 
la  your  by-4aw,  forbidding  all  speechi^ing,  a  tacit  confession  of  fear 
lest  touae  sallaat  visitor,  fired  with  jour  own  sweet  songs,  should 
^ring  OD  his  l^s  and  propose  "  The  Ladies  "7  Is  this  the  reason  why 
ye  only  drink  "The  King,"  "The  Queen,"  and — ^your  noble  selves? 
Shame  on  ye  I — where  are  the  ladies  7 

The  truth  must  be  sptdcen  at  all  times.  Old  as  the  world  is,  it  is 
not  yet  quite  steady  enough  to  **  dtaperon  "  the  hir  sex  to  meetings 
like  tbose  of  the  Madrigal  Society.  True ;  we  have  pretty  well  got 
rid  of  the  six-bottle  men,  and  gentltmen  have  ceased  to  return  home 
jn  wheel-barrows :  still  something  more  must  be  done  ere  the  moat 
courteous  of  chairmen  can  with  propriety  propose  a  new  member 
with  a  soprano  imce,  or  the  most  zealous  of  secretaries  second  him. 

To  do  our  Iriends  justice,  they  have  made  a  step  in  this  matter. 
At  the  annual  festival,  where  the  madrigals  put  cm  all  their  splendour, 
the  ladies  an  admitted ;  but,  alas  I  they  are  perched  up  in  a  gall«y 
"all  by  themselves."  And  even  this  bird's-eye  view  of  gendemen 
eating  and  drinking,  comes,  like  "  the  grotto,"  only  once  a-year. 

But  these  knotty  points  should  be  agitated  before  dinner.  Let  us 
turn  to  our  books  once  again, — sing  "  The  Waits," — "  One  ft  la 
more,"— and  then  "Good-night  I" 
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Lim^  Cupid,  one  day,  b«ipg  w«uied  with  play. 

Or  veuy  or  nothiug  to  do, 
ExcUimed  iritli  a  sigh,  "Now  why  should  not  I 

Oo  shoot  fbr  a  minute  or  two  T" 
Then  snatching  bis  bow,  tho'  Venui  cried ''  No," 

(Oh  I  Lore  is  ■  misdiierous  boy !) 
He  set  up  a  mark,  in  lh«  midst  of  a  park. 

And  b^jao  his  alee  sport  to  enjoy. 
Each  arrow  be  shot — I  caonot  tell  what 

Was  the  reason — fell  short  by  a  yard, 
Save  one  with  gold  head,  which  hi  better  sped, 

And  pierced  thro'  the  heait  of  the  card. 

MORAL. 

Uy  story  discovers  this  lesson  to  loTers  : 
They  will  meet  a  recepdon  but  cold, 

And  endeavour  in  vaiu  Beauty's  smiles  to  obtaio. 
Unless  Love  tip  his  arrows  with  gold. 
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TtHB — KIOHT. 

LsT  me  r~'T''*°''  a  little  wfane  I  tn  I  M^  teiuea  axe  begiaaittg  to 
clear  at  present,  albeit  my  body  is  ttickiog  m  the  mud,  and  ceems  (o 
think  of  notbing  less.  This  plunge,  dissgree^e  as  it  is,  has  beeo  of 
service  to  me :  we  should  be  thankful  for  everything,  far  they  sajr 
"everything  is  for  the  besti"  and,  upon  this  principle,  a  tumble  into  a 
horae-pond  may  be  a  good.  I  shall,  however,  ascertain  this  better  to- 
morrow (that  is,  if  I  ever  get  out  of  themud,~KifwhichlBmdoubtfuI). 
In  the  mean  time  I  will,  by  way  of  pasiiag  the  time,  acknowledge  my 
oUigation.  I  am  a  regenerated  creature  I  Thanks  be  to  Heaven  I  I 
can  see :  before  my  tumble  into  these  revivifying  waters,  my  thou^ts 
were  wandering,  and  my  sight  was  dazzled ;  now  they  are  6xed, 
inimoveably  fixed, — to  tbb  horse-pond  j  and  I  only  behold  one  moon 
instead  of  two. 

I  do  not  exactly  know  how  I  came  hither.  I  spent  last  evening 
with  Tom  Rattlebrain,  Ned  Flighty,  and  Will  Scamper ;  we  bad  a 
ftmous  supper,  and  resolved  to  make  a  night  of  iL  The  weather  was 
hot,  stormy,  and  goblinish ;  it  led  us  to  tell  ghost-stories,  which  we 
did  till  our  marrow  froze,  and  our  parched  throats  cried  out,  like  the 
horse-leech's  two  daughters,  "  Give  I  give !"  Purely  to  raise  mir 
courage  and  moisten  our  palates,  we  had  a  couple  of  bottles  addition- 
ally. I  recollect  that  after  this  we  told  some  stories  partaking  more 
of  the  flesh  than  the  spirit,  and  that  at  two  o'clock  in  the  moming  I 
agreed  to  ride  home  on  Daylight,  hand  in  hand,  like  the  fire-office  in- 
signia, with  Scamper,  who  was  mounted  on  Wildfire.  I  remember 
something  of  trying  to  force  Daylight  to  cross  that  which  I  took  to  be 
a  ferry.  I  recollect  something  of  our  dispute  upon  this  subject,  but 
faintly ;  I  can  only  guess  how  the  matter  ended  by  the  resultr-— for 
he  is  gone,  and  I  am  6ere  ! 

I  suppose  I  must  have  struggled,  flopped,  and  floundered  about  a 
good  deal  before  I  could  have  been  so  firmly  wedged  in  the  mud  as 
I  am  at  this  moment.  The  water  all  around  me  is  up  to  my  chin,  and 
the  mud  beneath  me  is  up  to  my  knees;  I  have  sunk  considerably 
above  my  calves.     I  really  cut  a  very  ridiculous  figure  I 

The  first  thing  I  remember  distinctly  was  seeing  my  lighted  cigar 
fioating,  fizzing,  and  spitting  peevishly  upon  the  water.  Poor  thing  I 
it  did  not  reli^  regeneration,  I  put  out  my  hand  to  catch  it;  but 
it  fizzed  angrily,  and  floated  away  from  me.  This  "  was  the  unkindest 
cut  of  all ;"  and  when  I  saw  its  light  go  out,  I  felt  a>  if  abandoned  by 
all  the  world. 

It  just  occurs  to  me  that  I  have  another  cause  of  thanksgiving : 
since  one  must  sometimes  foil  into  a  horse-pond,  I  am  grateful  that  it 
is  an  English  one-  In  some  countries,  now,  those  devils  of  the  ur— . 
the  birds  of  prey — would  keep  wheeling,  whirling,  and  shrieking 
above  my  head,  complimentmg  each  other  upon  the  good  sumter 
|H-epared  for  them,  and  then  coolly  peck  out  my  two  eyes  befiire 
my  face  I 

This  idea  is  suggested  by  a  somewhat  uncomfortable  circumstance, 
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which,  notwidutanding  my  patience,  I  csnnot  but  be  letiaUile  of. 
SomeUiiDg — I  conjecture  either  wi  eel  Dr  a  ret — is  gnawing  at  the 
boot  on  my  right  leg  ;  no  other  nnimiJii  Tentnre  to  deeply  into  the 
mud.     I  wiab  1  could  raise  my  foot. 

If  it  be  a  rat,  he  will  content  himself  with  the  leather,  and  gnaw 
■way  till  it  be  gone ;  but  the  eel  prefers  a  tut  nf  meat,  and  in  that 
case  he  is  only  busying  himself  to  open  his  "  pantry-door."  Pray  Hea- 
vens it  be  a  rat ! 

I  am  a  most  eudurtug  man.  I  remember  sufiering  infinite  misery 
a  whole  seasrai  at  the  house  of  a  particular  friend  ;  I  was  lodged  in 
the  best  bed-room,  and  a  superb  apartment  it  was.  The  bed  was  a 
magnificent  one ;  but,  t»  my  cost,  there  was  a  flea  in  it, — ■■  the  last 
flea  of  summer  1"  Never  shall  I  fbi^t  what  I  suffered  from  that 
single  tormentor.  I  should  have  known  it  was  only  one,  from  the 
peculiar  pungency  of  bis  bite,  even  if  the  inTariable  character  of  the 
mark  had  not  also  been  a  witness.  The  room  had  been  for  a  long 
period  unoccupied,  save  by  this  flea,  the  survivor  of  all  his  family  and 
friends,  who  had  died  of  starvadoii  in  the  course  of  the  summer.  I 
bore  it  patiently  enou^  for  several  nights,  thlnldDg  that  it  was  a  tax 
to  flea-manity  which  must  be  paid  ;  but  when,  night  after  night,  week 
after  week,  the  same  torture  continued,  I  began  to  grow  nervous  and 
irritable.  I  sought  after  him  diligently  in  the  morning,  but  never 
ftmnd  anything  save  his  trail.  Like  Destiny,  he  was  always  to  be 
felt,  but  never  seen.  In  the  night,  scarcely  had  I  torn  the  skin  off 
my  shoulder,  ere  1  was  imperiously  called  upon  to  apply  the  same 
remedy  to  my  leg.  I  felt  him  hop  across  my  hand  as  I  raised  it  up  ; 
and  so  rapid  were  bis  movements,  that  he  seemed  to  be  jumping  in 
every  port  of  my  body  at  once :  like  the  Indian  Apollo,  he  appeared 
to  have  the  power  of  multiplying  his  person,  and  of  being  in  fifty 
places  at  the  satne  time.  He  was  s  single  fiend  "whose  name  was 
Legion."  I  started  in  angm'sh ;  shook  my  sheets  and  my  shirt ;  called 
upon  God,  upon  the  devU ;  apostrophised  the  mistress  of  the  house, 
and  mentally  sent  the  house-maid  to  the  hottest  place  I  could  think 
oL  It  was  all  to  no  purpose;  he  seemed  to  have  some  extracwdinary 
power  of  disgorging  bis  prey  and  clearing  his  stomach,  which,  like 
Time,  was  always  devouring, — never  full.  So  rapidly  did  his  constant 
consecutive  meals  of  breakfast,  luncheon,  dinner,  tea,  and  supper 
tread  upon  each  other's  heels,  that  I  seemed  to  live  twentv  days  in 
one  tortured  night.  I  longed  to  complain  to  the  master  of  the  house ; 
but  how  tell  him  there  was  a  flea  in  his  best  bed, — that  bed  in 
which  be  took  such  pride,  and  beheld  with  so  much  admiration  ?  At 
length  I  met  the  housemmd  on  the  stairs.  She  was  as  ngly  as  Re- 
pentance, crabbed  as  Chastity,  and  old  as  Mother  Shipton :  nevertfae- 
lesa  I  addressed  her  as  "  My  dear  little  girl  I"  gave  her  a  kiss  and  a 
fHece  of  money,  and  entreated  her  to  kill  the  fleas  in  my  bed.  The 
next  day  I  met  her,  and  she  said,  "  There  bean't  no  fleas  in  your 
bed  as  now,  sir."  Alas  1  I  knew  that, — there  was  but  one;  and  he 
was  a  flea  oF  Fate,  beytnd  her  power  to  destroy.  Still  the  torture 
went  on;  still  did  I  lie,  night  al^r  night,  miserable,  feverish,  sleep- 
leia,  pinched,  torn,  and  tortured  in  every  part  of  my  burning  skin. 
At  length,  ccmsidering  the  enormous  power  possessed  by  my  tor- 
mentor, his  divisibility,  his  invisibility,  his  inrallibiUtv,  I  came  at 
last  to  the  conclusion,  that  it  was  no  living  flea  that  thus  distracted 
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and  distuibed  mci  but  the  g^oat  af  lonie  itaiTed  tenant  of  fonner 
timeS)  who  was  allowed  this  recreation  to  make  amende  tot  pa^t  suf- 
feringB.  This  idea  once  eitabliahed,  I  knew  that  I  had  no  hope ;  I 
had  nothing  for  it  but  to  fly:  so  I  went  to  mj  friend,  declared  (to  hig 
BStoniahmeat)  my  intention,  and,  when  hard  presied  for  my  reason, 
painfuUy  and  reluctantly  gaTe  iL  "  A  flea  I"  shouted  he  in  a  Toice 
between  displeasure  and  mirth,  "  a  flea — and  in  that  bed  I — Aen  you 
miut  Aom  brought  itT  Now  was  not  this  too  much?  I  thought 
my  heart  would  have  broken.  I,  who  had  endured  so  much — I,  inio 
had  BuSered  torture  in  silence  for  six  long  weeks,  to  be  accused  of 
having  brought  that  alderman  of  fleas  with  me !  It  was  beyond 
human  nature  to  bear.  I  burst  from  hiB  presence,  packed  up  my 
clothes,  and,  though  I  am  a  very  good-tempered  man,  have  not  seen 
that  fnend  since.  I  can  never  forgive  his  accusation — I  can  never 
forget  what  I  suffered  I  As  I  call  to  mind  that  burning  sorrow,  I 
take  comfort  in  the  knowledge  that  1  am  standing  up  to  my  neck  in  s 
horse-pond  I 

Thank  you,  gentle  lady  moon  1  I  am  grateful  for  any  bind  of  at- 
tention, even  though  it  should  be  of  no  use  to  me ;  but  yours  is.  I 
wish  I  was  a  poet  now  I — I  could  make  something  of  this  scenery,  I 
have  read  a  good  deal  about  "moonlight  on  the  waters;"  but  I  never 
was  80  near  its  dancing  beams  before.  The  devil  take  this  rat — bow 
he  nibbles  I  My  boots  are  new — a  hole  in  them  at  least  1  There 's 
a  villanous  odour  that  comes  over  me  from  some  part  of  the  horse- 
pond,  "  at  which  my  nose  is  in  great  indignadon."  It  strikes  me 
also,  from  something  uncomfortable  in  my  stomach,  that  in  my  plunge 
I  must  have  swallowed  a  good  allowance  of  Mark  Anthony's  liquor. 
(See  Shakspbarb's  AmAoiw  aad  Geopatra,  Act  1,  scene  4.)  The 
bare  idea  is  enough  to  make  me  faint; — only  who  would  be  fbol 
enough  to  faint  in  a  horse-pond? 

I  have  been  in  my  life  several  times  taken  in,  besides  to-night,  1^ 
these  waters. 

Thank  you  again,  dear  gracious  moon  1  She's  very  bright  just 
now.  There  is  a  large  tract  of  blue  in  the  heavens  over  which,  for  at 
least  the  next  twenty  minutes,  she  may  travel  without  being  "  capped 
by  a  cloud ;"  so  I  shall  have  time  to  look  around  me.  I  am  neariy 
in  the  centre  of  the  pond ;  the  water  is  perfectly  tranquil,  except 
when  it  bobs  against  my  chin,  disturbed  by  the  movement  of  my 
head.  Lord  help, me !  suppose  I  should  die  here ! — as,  if  nobody  come 
to  my  assistance,  I  certainly  shall. 

On  my  first  ascertaining  the  character  of  my  position,  recollecting 
that  borse-ponda  are  generally  in  the  neighbourhood  of  towns  or 
farms,  I  hallooed  so  lustily  that  I  found  my  voice  grow  husky ;  so  I 
determined  to  reserve  it  for  a  better  occasion — I  mean  in  case  any 
persons  should  approach — Heaven  send  them  I  lliia  would  be  a 
comfortless  bed  to  die  in  I 

A  huge  frog  has  just  discovered  me ;  and  he  sits  amongst  the 
weeds  below  the  opposite  bank,  croaking  out  his  speculations  as  to 
what  I  can  be.  He  stares  earnestly;  so  do  I.  He  takes  my  eye  for  a 
challenge — he  is  a  frog  of  courage,  however,  for  he  plunges  into  the 
water,  swims  towards  me,  and  plants  himself  directly  oppowte  to  my 
lace.  He  croaks  ;  I  answer  very  naturally,  for  the  water  has  quali- 
fied my  voice.     The  frog  stares  i^n :  "  The  voice  is  the  vwce 
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of  Esau,  but  the  form  is  Jacob's."  Now  he  very  gnveiy  swims  entirely 
round  my  head,  and  then  again  [4antB  himself  in  front.  I  hnigh  aloud ; 
he  badu  a  little.  I  open  my  eyes  very  wide  at  him;  he  returns  the 
complimenL  My  chm  splashes  the  water  abon^  him ;  he  takes  fright 
and  disappears.  ^ 

Hark  1  there  are  certainly  footsteps  in  the  neighbourhood.  Halloo  ! 
— ougb! — ah! — mercy  upon  me  .'  my  voice  is  quite  gone,  and  I  shall  be 
compelled  to  live  in  this  horse-pond  the  remainder  of  my  days.  Who 
will  feed  me,  I  wonder :  the  rat  will  not  be  so  civil  to  me  as  the 
ravens  were  to  Elijah ;  and  I  have  afironted  the  frog>  Ha  !  the  foot- 
steps come  nearer — and  nearer.  "Tia  a  man — 1  see  him — a  groom — 
I'll  call.    Hallookl— ouk!— cro^ak! 

"  D — n  your  croaking  soul !"  quoth  the  vagabond ;  and  he  flings  a 
huge  stone  at  my  head. 

Despair  and  distraction  1  what  shall  I  do?  Die!  No,  that's 
cowardly:  I'll  live  bravely;  that  is,  ifl  can.  The  fellow  is  gone, 
and  "lam  all  alone  1"  Alone  I  What  do  I  hear?  Voices — yes; 
they  come — most  sweet  voices.  A  gentleman  and  the  rascally  groom 
aforesaid. 

"  You  have  not  draped  this  pond  to-Dight,"  says  the  master. 

"  Indeed,  sir,  we  did, — from  one  end  of  it  to  the  other,"  replies  the 
fellow  I  "  see  how  the  weeds  are  disturbed." 

"You  lie,  you  rascal!  you  did  not,  or  you  would  have  found  me 
there,"  said  I. 

"  Heighday  1"  cried  the  master ;  "  what  have  we  here  P" 

"  A  gentleman  in  distress." 

"  I  should  think  so :  but  how  came  jrou  in  this  pond  ?" 

"  1 11  tell  you  when  1  am  out" 

"  Help,  all  of  you,  fellows !"  says  the  gentleman.  "  Now,  sir,  hold 
fiist:  I  was  in  search  of  a  drunken  uncle  who  has  escaped  from  his 
servants.  Pull  away,  boys !— I  expected  to  find  him  in  this  horse- 
pond,  and  1  discover  a  sober  gentleman  in  his  jdace." 

N.B.  I  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  rectify  this  latter  mistake. 

Max. 
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The  gnve  must  be  the  lesting-place 

Of  all  who  come  of  Adam's  race. 

What  matters  it,  if  few  or  moie 

The  years  which  our  fi&il  nature  bore  t 

If  we  U[>on  die  roll  of  Fune 

Left  an  imperishable  name; 

Or,  safe  within  some  calm  retreat. 

Escaped  the  turmoil  and  the  heat. 

The  stir,  the  slniggle,  and  the  strife. 

That  make  the  aum  of  huEiiaa  lir«  ? 

Of  all  ifae  fikmiky  <^  man. 

Since  first  yon  rolling  spheres  began 

Amid  the  boundless  realms  of  space 

Their  silent,  dread,  eternal  race, 

Hiere  'a  little  to  be  said  beside, 

But  that  they  lived,  and  that  they  died. 

Sooner  or  later,  'tis  the  doom  f 

Of  all,  within  the  quiet  tomb  > 

To  find  a  retuge,  and  a  home.  ) 
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NIGHTS  AT  SEA ; 
Or,  JOtMtM  o^  Naval  Lifa  darinff  Aa  War. 

BY   THE   OLD   SAILOR. 
No.  II. 

THE  WHITE  SQUALL. 

I  WAS  born  in  a  elood  of  jolphuietnu  hoe — 

Darkoess  my  motber,  and  Fluue  mj  die ; 

lla  earth  «hook  in  terror,  as  forth  to  ils  view 

I  sprang  from  m;  throne  like  a  monarch  of  Gra  ! 
My  brother,  bold  I'bjinder,  burned  as  I  aped  ! 

My-flubjects  laugh'd  vrild,  till  the  rain  from  their  eyes 

BoU'd  fcst,  a«  thoagfa  lorrenu  ware  daA^  owrtWad,        -    • 

Or  an  ocean  had  borst  thcough.  tke  bouadk  ^ibcakui  L 

CB4U.BS  SwAiy. 

Mt  last,  left  the  gBllant  SpuikaivBy  with  ber  three  topHMats  over 
the  Bide;  and  a  very  naturalqueatitMi  arise*,  "tioM^'did  it  happen?" 
Her  commaoder  was  as  smart  an  officer  aa  eter  UVed  ;'an  excellent 
disciplinarian  when  on  diit;,  a  thorouglily  bntrfc  man,  but  not  much 
of  a  seaman ; — he-waa  of  a  happy  ttim  of  mipd  himself  andnothiag  af- 
forded him  greater  pleasure  than  to  see  everybody  else,  happy  anmnd 
him.  On  serrice  no  one  coiild  bo  more  strict ;  but  be  loved  to  see 
his  officers  surrounding  his  mahogany;  and  not  one  vno&gst  them 
was  more  jovial  than  Lord  Eustace  Dash.  - 

On  the  evening  in  question,  Old  PatvU^I  had  glUioed  at  the 
glowii^  clouds  in  the  wast;  but  the  Invitstioo  ts  the  captain's  cabin 
had  driven  the  circmBstance  from  his-  remembrantK,  and,  whilst 
clbging  to/ion^  he  thought  bat  litde  4f  a' stqini.  at  Bea<  Mr.  Snnitt 
was  the  lieutenant  of  the  watch  ;  but  on  inch  tKCsaions,  when  there 
was  DO  appreheiwioa  of  4angtr,ub4  mate  was  allowed-to  aasime  the 
command  of  the  deck,  and  his  superior  joined  his  messmates  over  the 
flowing  howl. 

The  evening  was  delightfully  serene,  and  groups  of  seamen  clus- 
tered together;  spinning  yarns,  conversing  on  things  in  general,  or 
singing  songs  in  aloff  tone,  so  as  not  t9  disturb  the  sacred  character 
of  the  quarter-deck ;  where,  however,  the  young  gentleman  left  in 
charge  was  drawing  round  him  a  little  knot  of  favourite  youngsters, 
eager  to  take  advantage  of  the  relaxation  of  discipline.  Some  were 
attentively  listening  to  the  hilarity  going  on  in  the  captain's  c^in,— 
for  the  heat  had  rendered  it  necessary  to  open  the  skyli^ts  ;  others 
were  paying  equal  attention  to  the  vocal  talents  of  honest  Jack,  who, 
if  he  did  not  possess  quite  so  much  grace  or  talent  as  his  superiors, 
made  ample  atonement  for  the  deficiency  by  his  peculiar  and  charac- 
teristic himiour.  Here  and  there,  the  treasured  grc^  was  served 
out  with  scrupulous  exactness,  exciting  many  &  longing  and  envi- 
ous eye.  As  in  communities  on  shore,  every  ship  nad  its  choice 
^rits,— its  particular  and  especial  jokers,  songsters,  and  tale-tellera— 
and,  not  unfrequently,  that  pest  to  society,  the  [dausible  pettifo^er, 
whose  head,  lil:e  that  of  a  Philadelphy  lawyer,  was  constantly  filled 
with  proclamatifms. 
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The  tnoon  shone  with  b  cryGtoUine  clearneu,  and  the  gentle  motion 
of  the  frigate  threw  the  ghadows  of  the  people  in  correflponding 
movements  on  the  deck,  reeetnbiing  the  ombru  Chmoit  that  delighted 
UB  to  mw^  in  boyhood.  The  locdc-outa  were  poited  at  their  a^ioiif'' 
ed  atatioDB ;  some  with  a  shiptnate  to  bear  them  company — othi 
•]<Hie,  and  thioldng  upon  merry  England. 

"  I  layi  Bill  1"  uttered  the  captain  of  the  forecastle,  sddreraing  one 
of  the  men,  aa  he  was  looking  to  windward  from  the  cat-bead — or,  as 
it  was  more  generally  termed,  'Old  Savage's  pictnre-gallerv,' — *'I 
say.  Bill  I  somehow  or  another  I  don't  much  tike  the  looks  o  the  sky 
thereaway ;  to  my  thinking  it 's  some'at  fiery-eyed." 

"  Gammon !"  returned  the  man  without  moving  from  his  poaition. 
"  I  'd  ha'  thought  yon  would  have  known  better,  Jem !  Well,  1  'm 
blowed  if  we  mayn't  live  and  larn  as  long  as  there  's  a  flurry  o'  breatl) 
in  the  windsel  1  Why,  that 's  ounly  the  pride  o'  the  sun,  to  show  his 
glory  to  the  last ;  would  you  have  him  go  out  like  a  puraer's  dip, — a 
spark  and  aw^  Y" 

**  No,  Bill,  I  loves  to  see  a  good  sunset,"  rejoined  the  other  ;  "  and 
I  never  see'd  finer  than  what  I've  see'd  in  these  here  seas.  It's 
iome'at  strange  to  my  thinkii^,  though,  messinate,  that  God  A'mighty 
should  have  made  this  part  o'  the  world  so  beautiful,  and  yet  have  put 
sudi  d —  lousy,  be^^ly  rascals  to  Uve  in  it  I  Look  at  them  there 
Italians,  with  no  more  [duck  ^Mut  'em  than  this  here  cat-head  !" 

"  Nay,  shipmates,"  said  the  aeijeant  of  marinea,  whohad  just  jome4 
tbem,  "you  do  yourselves  injustice.  I  ho)ie  there  is  some  pluck  tAomt 
the  eat-nead,  though  there  mi^  be  none  in  it.  But  yon  say  rigfab— 
perfectly  right,  as  it  regards  tnoae  lazy'Tooiy ;  they  are  a  d—  sat,  to 
DC  sure  I  &at,  their  womee,  Jem — their  women !  Oh  I  they  're  dear, 
delicious,  lovely  creaturs  1" 

"  Mayhap  they  may  be  to  your  thinking,"  responded  the  captain 
of  the  forecastle  rather  contemptuously;  "but  give  me  a  gooi^ 
hearty,  right-araest,  full-plump,  flesh-and-blood  Engliriiwoman ;  and 
none  o'  your  skiuny,  half'Starved,  sliding-guuter^legged,  spindle-shank 
sinoreas  for  me  I" 

"  You  manifest  a  shocking  want  of  taste,  shipmate,"  returned  the 
Serjeant,  proudly,  and  bringing  himself  to  a  perpendicular.  *'  The 
Italian  women  are  considered  the  most  lovely  women  in  the  world." 

**  Tell  that  to  the  marines,  ould  chap  I"  chimed  in  a  boatswain's  mate, 
who  now  made  a  fourth  in  the  party.  "  The  most  lovely  women  in 
the  wwld,  ehP  Why,  Lord  love  your  foolish  heart!  I  wouldn't  give  my 
Mrs,  Sheavehole  for  all  that  Italy  could  stow,  take  it  from  stem  to 
stam." 

"  She 's  your  wife,  Jack,  and  the  moUier  of  your  clnldren,"  argued 
the  seijeant;  "  but  that  cannot  make  her  a  bit  the  more  of  a  beau^." 
■'  Can't  it,  though  1"  exclaimed  the  boatswain's  mate,  sharply,  and 
at  the  same  time  giving  the  mountain  of  tobacco  in  his  cheek  a 
thorough  twist.  "  If  it  don't,  then  I  'm  d —  I  and,  setting  a  case, 
it's  just  this  here  :  when  we  first  came  within  hail  of  each  other,  she 
was  as  handsome  a  ctail  as  ever  bad  God  A'mighty  for  a  builder ; 
every  timber  in  her  hull  was  fashioned  in  Natur's  own  mould-loft,  and 
•he  was  so  pinned  and  bolted  tt^ether  that  each  plank  did  its  own 
proper  duty." 

"  Bat  she 's  declining  in  years,  you  know,  Jack,"  urged  the  seijeant. 
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proToluDgly  i  "  and  though  ihe  might  have  been  once  handHCKi  yet 
age  )8  a  taa  de&cer  of  bewity." 

"And  suppose  it  ia  Ajaeer  of  beauty,  it  can't  change  the  faahkm 
of  the  heart !"  uttered  the  boatswain'a  mate.  "  Bui,  that '«  ju«t  like 
.  you  jollies  I — all  for  paint  and  pipeclay.  Now,  Suke  's  as  handsonoe  to 
me  as  ever  she  was ;  and  when  I  sees  her  like  an  ould  hen  ducking 
over  the  young  una,  I  'm  blessed  if  I  don't  love  her  more  than  vbcB 
■he  BBvetl  me  from  having  my  back  scratched  by  the  tails  o'  the  cat  I 
I  know,  when  a  crafl  is  obliged  to  be  unri^ed  and  laid  up  in  ordinary, 
she  dcm't  look  not  by  no  manner  o'  means  so  well  as  when  she  wBa 
all  a-taunto,  and  painted  as  fide  as  a  fiddle :  but  still,  ahipiaates,  she's 
the  same  craft ;  and  as  for  beauty,  why,  setting  a  case,  it 's  just  this 
here :  there  's  ould  beauty,  as  well  as  young  beauty ;  and  it  a'ut  so 
much  in  the  figure-head,  or  the  plank-shear,  as  having  done  your 
duty  once,  and  ready  to  do  it  again." 

"  All  that  mag  be  very  true,  Jack,"  persevered  the  seijeant ;  "  hut 
then,  you  must  allow  there  is  as  great  a  difference  in  the  appearaoce 
of  some  women  when  compared  to  others,  as  there  ia  in  the  build- or 
rig  of  a  vessel." 

*■  Hearken  to  that,  now  .■"  responded  the  boatswain's  mate.  **  Do 
you  think  Jack  Sheavehole  wants  to  he  told  that  a  billy-boy  arn't  ■ 
ninety-eight,  or  a  Dutch  schuyt  a  dashing  frigate?  But,  look  at 
this  here  craft  that  now  rolls  us  so  sweetly  over  the  ocean :  arn't  she 
as  lovely  now  as  when  she  first  buttered  her  bottom  on  the  slips,  and 
made  a  bed  for  herself  in  the  water?  and  won't  she  be  the  same 
beauty  when  she '»  put  out  of  commission,  and  mayhap  be  moored  in 
Rotten-row?  Well,  she  's  stood  under  us  in  many  a  heavy  gale,  and 
never  yet  showed  her  stom  to  an  enemy. — that 's  why  I  love  her ;  not 
for  what  she  may  do,  but  for  what  she  has  done." 

"  But,  I  say.  Jack  [  it 's  just  the  time  for  a  yam,"  said  the  captain 
of  the  forecastle.    «  Tell  us  how  Suke  saved  you  from  tlie  googway.*^ 

"  I  wull,  messmate — I  wull,"  returned  the  other ;  "  and  then  this 
lubberly  jolly  shall  ^e  if  I  arn't  got  a  good  right  to  call  ber  a  beauty. 
I  belonged  to  the  npsickoree,  two-and- thirty ;  and,  though  1  says  it 
myself,  there  wam'tliany  more  aich  tight-looking,  clean-going  lads 
as  ould  Jack  Sheavehole —  though  I  wam't  ould  Jack  then,  but  a 
reg'lar  amort,  active,  young  blowhard  of  a  maintopman.  Well,  we  'd 
just  come  home  from  foreign,  and  got  three  years'  pay  and  a  power  o' 
prize-money;  and  so  most  o'  the  boys  goes  ashore  on  liberty,  and  car- 
ries on  till  all 's  blue.  This  was  at  Plymouth,  shipmates;  but,  as  we 
wjir  expecting  to  go  round  to  Spithead,  I  saves  vny  cash— '^use  why? 
I  'd  an  ould  &tber  and  mother, from  whom  I'd  parted  company  when 
a  boy,  and  I  thought,  if  I  could  get  long  leave— thinks  I,  mayhap  I 
can  heave  alongside  of  'em,  with  a  cargo  o'  shiners,  and  it  '11  cheer 
the  cockles  o'  their  ould  hearts  to  see  their  aon  Jack  togg'd  off  like  a 
jolly  tar,  and  captain  of  a  Tribe's  maintop ;  and,  setting  a  case,  why 
it 's  just  this  here  :  I  didn't  want  anything  on  'em,  but  meant  to  give 
'em  better  ground-tackle  to  hould  on  to  life  by." 

"  That  was  very  kind  of  you,  shipmate,"  said  the  seijeanL 

"  Well,"  contmued  the  boatswain's  mate,  without  heeding  the  Ser- 
jeant's cdjaervation,  "  I  has  a  bit  of  a  spree  ashwe  at  Dock,  in  course ; 
but  soon  arter  we  goes  round  to  Portsmouth.  I  axes  for  long  leave ; 
and,  as  I  'd  al'ays  done  my  duty  to  Muster  Gilmour's — he  was  first 
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leeftenant — to  Muster  Gi)mour*R  satiBfaction,  I  geta  my  fortDight  and 
my  Uberty-ticket,  and  the  large  cutter  lands  roe  at  ^lyport ;  so  I 
luuiU  ray  wiaA  tor  the  Blue  Posies  on  the  Pint,  and  enters  myself 
an  tkt  books  of  a  umg-lookiog  craft,  as  was  bound  through  my  native 
village. — Well,  shipmates,  in  regard  o'  my  being  on  liberty,  why,  I 
WM  a  gemman  at  targe;  so  I  buys  a  few  duds  for  ould  dad,  and  a  suit 
of  new  sails,  and  some  head-gear  fw  the  ould  womao :  for,  thinks  I 
tm  mysdf,  mayh^  we  shall  cruise  about  a  bit  among  the  neighbours, 
and  I  '11  let  'em  see  we  ara't  been  sarring  the  king  or  hammering  the 
French  fiir  nothin'.  And,  mayhap,  thinks  I,  they  arn't  never  got  too 
^nich  to  gmb ;  so  1  gets  u  bag,  and  shoves  in  a  couple  of  legs  o'  mut- 
ton and  a  whole  shole  (^  turnips,  a  full  bladder  of  rum,  and,  as  1  knew 
the  old  uns  loved  cat-lap,  there  was  a  stowage  of  sugar  and  tea,  with 
a  bottle  o'  milk;  and,  having  plenty  of  the  ready,  I  buys  a  tittle 
of  evei^thmg  useful  in  the  small  way,  that  the  ould  chap  at  the 
shop  showed  me  :  and,  my  eyes  I  but  there  was  thousands  of  packages 
bristed  and  twined  in  true-blue  paper ; — there  was  "bacca,  mustard, 
sntiff,  salt,  so(l  tommy,  pepper,  lickerice,  matches,  ^gerbread,  herrings, 
aoap,  pease,  butter,  candles,  cheese, — in  short,  something  of  every- 
thi.ig,  not  forgetting  a  Welsh  wig  and  a  mousetrap  ;  and  I  'm  blowed 
if  I  warn't  regularly  fitted  out  for  a  three  raonUis'  cruise!  Well,  by 
the  time  I  'd  got  dl  my  consams  ship-shape,  1  twigs  the  signal  for 
■ailing,  and  so  I  gets  aboard ;  and  in  com-se,  in  regard  o'  my  station 
in  tile  maintop,  I  goes  aloft,  as  high  as  passible  upon  the  upper-deck; 
and  claps  myself  upon  the  luggage ;  but  when  the  governor  as  had 
charge  comes  to  take  the  twiddling- lines,  he  axes  me  to  berth  myself 
on  the  fokitle,  and  so,  not  to  be  outdone  in  civility,  or  to  make  'em 
think  I'd  let  slip  my  edication,  1  comes  down,  and  goes  forud,  and 
■tows  myself  away  just  abaft  the  pilot;  when  we  made  sail,  there 
wB  a  party  o'  liberty  boys  from  the  ould  Hibemia  gives  me  three 
dveerg,  and  I  waves  my  bit  o'  tarpaulin,  sports  a  fresh  monel  o'  'bacca, 
and  wondered  what  made  the  houses  and  everything  run  past  us  bo 
quidc;  but  I  soon  found  out  it  was  the  craft — for  I  remembered  the 
osmb  of  tite  sea  did  just  the  same  when  the  IHgate  was  walking  ^ong 
at  a  spanking  rate.  So,  for  tlie  first  hour,  I  sits  quiet  and  alone,  keep- 
ing a  sharp  look-out  on  the  pilot,  to  see  how  he  handled  the  braces, 
ronndinB  'em  in  to  starboard,  or  to  port — for,  thinks  I  to  myself,  it  's 
best  to  Jam  everything — 'cause  why  ?  who  can  tell  but  Jack  Sheave- 
hole  mayn't  some  day  or  another  command  just  sich  a  consarn  of  his 
own  I  and.JiDw  foolish  he  'II  look  not  to  know  which  way  to  shape 
his  course,  or  how  to  steer  his  end  1  But,  1  'm  blowed  I  shipmates,  if 
the  horses  didn't  seem  to  savvy  the  thing  just  as  well  as  the  man  at  the 
bebn ;  for  the  moment  he  tauten'd  the  gear,  the  hanemals  slued  round 
t/  themselves  all  ship-shape,  and  Bristor-fashion." 

"  Why,  it  was  the  reau  that  guided  them,"  said  the  serjeant, 
laughing. 

"Then  I'm  blessed  if  it  was  I"  returned  old  Jack;  "for  there  warn't 
a  drop  o'  ram  fell  that  arternoon— it  was  a  bright,  sun-shiny  day." 

"  What  you  call  tviddling-lines,  they  call  reins,"  explained  the  ser- 
jeant; "and  the  horses  are  steered  by  them." 

"Mayhap  so,  brother, — maYliap  so,"  responded  the  boatswain's 
mate;  "for  I  am't  much  skilled  in  them  matters — 'cause  why  ?  i 
never  ■ail'd  in  one  on  'em  afore,  and  ounly  once  since; — the  first  was 
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s  bappy  trip,  the  lut  wu  moUnchoIy :"  and  Jack  lighed  like  an  eddy 
wind  in  the  galley  funnel.     "  But,  to  heave  a-heod — " 

"  A  good  look-out  before,  there  I"  shouted  the  mate  of  tfae  watcfa, 
from  the  quarterdeck,  where  he  waa  showing  his  authority  by  thraah- 
ing  the  youngsters. 

"  Ay,  ay,  ur  I"  responded  the  man  at  itte  cat-bead ;  and  thm  add- 
ed, in  a  lower  tone,  **  They  're  havii^  a  jolly  Bheave-o  in  the  cabin  T 

"  It 's  a  sad  heart  as  never  rqoicea  I"  said  the  captain  of  tbe  fore- 
caitle.  "  But,  I  aay,  Jack  I  I  don't  like  the  look  o'  that  sky  to  wind- 
ard." 

"  It's  one  of  two  things— «  parting  blush  o'  the  sun,  or  a  gather- 
ing squall  o'  the  ntght,"  returned  the  boatswain's  mate  ;  "  but  we've 
no  reason  to  care  about  it — 'cause,  why  ?  we  're  all  as  snug  as  poaii- 
ble.  Well,  shipmates,  to  get  on  with  nay  yam : — when  we  'd  mo  a 
league  or  two,  out  of  Portsmouth,  we  hove  to  at  a  victualling  port, 
and  I  spied  a  signal  for  good  cheer  hanging  out  aloft ;  and  so,  without 
any  bother,  1  boards  'em  for  a  reg'lar  stiff  Nor'-wester,  more  nor  half- 
and-half,  and  says  I  to  the  pilot,  '  Yo-hoy,  shipmate  V  says  I,  'come, 
and  set  up  tbe  standing  backstays  o'  your  heart  a  bit ;  and  here,  ould 
chap,  is  someut  to  render  the  laneard ;'  and  so  1  gives  him  a  share 
oat  o'  the  grt^tub,  that  set  his  eyes  a-twinkling  like  the  Lizard  lights 
on  a  frosty  night.  Well,  just  as  we  were  going  to  trip  the  aDcbor 
again,  a  pretty,  imart-loofciog  young  woman  rounds  to  under  oar 
stam  and  ranges  up  alongside ;  and  she  says  to  the  pilot,  says  she, 

'  Coachman,  what  'II  you  charge  to  take  me  to ?"  and  I  'm  blessed 

if  she  didn't  name  the  very  port  1  was  bound  to  I" 

"Why, 'tis  quite  romantic.  Jack !"  said  the  Serjeant;  "we  shall, 
no  doubt,  have  a  love-story  presently :  but,  I  'II  wager  you  my  grog 
to>morrow,  I  can  tell  you  who  the  female  was." 

"Then,  I'm  blowed  if  you  can  !"  retorted  the  boatswain's  mate. 
"  Now,  who  was  she,  pray  ?" 

"  Is  it  a  fair  bet?"  inquired  the  seijeant  with  a  look  of  conceited 
knowledge. 

"  No,  she  wam't  a  fair  Bet,  nor  a  fair  Moll  either,"  returned  old 
Jack  surlily.  "  I  thou^t  you  'd  know  nothing  whatsomever  about 
it  [  for  diat  's  always  the  case  when  a  jolly  tries  to  shove  his  oar  into 
a  teaman's  rullock — 'cause  why?  he  don't  savvy  the  loom  irom  the 
blade." 

The  Serjeant  laughed.  "  I  meant  a  fair  wager — that  is,  my  allow- 
ance against  yours  UMnorrow  that  I  name  tbe  female."  . 

"  Done  I"  exclaimed  the  boatswain's  mate ;  "  and,  shipmates,  I  call 
you  all  to  witness  that  everything  's  square  and  above-board." 

"  Why,  it  was  your  Sukey,  to  be  sure — Mrs.  Sheavehtrie — anybody 
could  tell  that,"  replied  the  serjeant. 

"  There — you  're  out  in  your  chrissening,  ould  chap,  as  you  1]  find 

E-esently,"  asserted  the  veteran ;  **  and  so  you  've  lost  ^onr  grt^. 
lit,  d —  it  1 1  'd  scorn  to  take  a  marine's  allowance  from  him,  ttwu^ 
you  richly  deaarves  it." 

"  Come,  heave  ahead.  Jack  I"  said  the  captain  of  the  forecastle ; 
"  make  a  clear  run  of  it,  and  don't  be  backing  and  filling  this  fasbion." 
"  Ay,  ay,  Jem,  I  wull,  I  wull,"  answered  old  Jack.  "  But,  I  say,  ship- 
mate I  just  clap  a  stopper  on   the  marine's  chattering-gear  miilst  I 
overhaul  my  log. — Oh,  now  I  have  it  I     Up  comes  the  young  « 
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and  '  Coacliman,  what  '11  you  cliarji^  to  take  me  to ?' — ■  Seven 

■hillings,  ma'am,'  says  he. — '  Carn't  you  take  me  for  less?'  axes  she  ; 
'I've  omily  got  five,  and  1  am  very  tired  with  walking.' — 'Not  a 
Ita'penoy  lece,  ma'am,'  aaya  he,  jiut  as  cool  aa  an  iceberg  in  Hudson's 
Bay ;  ■  carn't  do  it,  ma'am.' — '  Oh,  do  try !'  sayi  the,  and  1  could  see 
sorrow  was  pumping  the  tears  into  her  eyes;  '  I  would  give  you  more 
if  I  had  it,'  says  she. — '  Carn't  help  it,  ma'am,'  saye  ould  surly-chops, 
'  carn't  help  it ;  grub  for  the  hanemals  is  very  dear.' — '  Oh,  what  shall 
I  do  r  says  she  so  piteously  ;  '  night  is  coming  on,  and  it 's  a  long 
way  to  travel  on  foot ;  I  shall  sink  under  it :  do  take  the  money  I' — 

*  Werry  sorry,  my  dear,'  saya  tie,  shaking  his  blubber  head  like  a 
booby,  perched  on  a  ratlin, '  werry  sorry,  but  never  takes  under  price. 
You  must  use  your  trotters  if  you  arn't  never  got  seven  bob.' — '  Then 
I  'm  d —  if  she  does  !'  says  I,  '  for  you  shall  carry  her.' — '  Gammon  !' 
■ays  hoi  as  spiteful  as  a  pet  monkey  ;  '  who 's  to  tip  the^^m  f — So  I 
ups  and  tells  him  a  piece  o'  my  mind,  and  axes  him  if  he  ever  know'il 
anything  unfaa-  by  Jack  Sheavehole,  or  if  he  thought  I  wanted  to 
billc  him  out  o'  the  passage-money. — '  Will  you  stand  the  two  odd 
bob?'  axes  he. — '  And  d'ye  think  I  won't  stand  as  much  as  Bob  or 
Dick,  or  any  one  else  ?'  says  I  in  a  bit  of  a  passion.  '  Avast,  ould 
chap  r  says  I  ^'  humanity  arn't  cast  off  the  mooring  lashings  from  my 
heart  yet  awhile,  and  1  hopes  never  will ;'  and  so  I  gives  him  a  seven- 
shilling  bit  without  any  more  palaver,  and  '  Come,  my  precious,'  says 
I,  houldJng  out  my  fin,  '  mount  areevo ;'  but  I  'm  blessed  if  she  didn't 
bang  back  till  the  pilot  sung  out  for  m  to  come  aboard  I  And  '  Lord 
love  you !'  says  I,  '  you  arn't  afeard  of  a  man-o'-war's-man,  are  you '(' 
— '  Oh  no,'  says  she,  brightening  up  for  all  the  world  like  the  sun 
coming  out  of  a  fog-bank, — '  Oh  no  ;  you  have  been  my  friend  this 
night,  and  God  reward  you  for  it !'  So  we  soon  clapped  one  another 
alongside  upon  the  break  of  the  tokatlci  and  got  to  overhauling  a  tittle 
smattering  o'  laming,  by  way  of  being  civil,  seeing  as  we  'd  ounly  just 
joined  company.  '  I  'm  thinking  that 's  a  pretty  village  you  're  bound 
to,'  says  1  ID  a  dubersome  way  ;  '  I  was  there  once,'  says  I,  '  when  I 
was  a  boy  about  the  height  of  a  tin  pannikin ;'  for,  shipmates,  I  didn't 
like  to  overhaul  how  I  'd  run  away  from  home.  '  Pray,  is  ould  Martin 
Joyce  alive  ?'  says  I. — '  He  was  when  I  tefl  yesterday  morning,'  says 
■he  ;  '  but  he  is  confined  to  his  bed  through  illness.'- — '  And  Uie  ould 
woman,'  says  I,  '  does  she  still  hould  on  ?' — '  Yes,'  says  my  compa- 
tkioD ;  '  but  she  's  lame,  and  almost  blind.'  Welt,  I  'm  blow'd,  ship- 
mates, if  I  didn't  feel  my  daylights  a-smarting  with  pain  with  the 
briny  water  ftiat  overfiowed  the  scuppers — 'cause  why?  them  there  wur 
my  own  father  and  mother,  in  the  regard  of  my  having  been  entered 
OD  the  mnster-boolu  in  a  purser's  name,  my  reg'lar  right-arnest  one 
being  Jack  Joyce.  '  And  what  makes  you  cruising  so  fiir  away  frooa 
port?'  says  I,  all  kindly  and  messmate-like. — 'It's  rather  a  long 
Story,'  says  she  ;  '  but  as  you  have  been  so  good  to  me,  why,  I  must 
tell  you,  that  you  raayo't  think  ill  of  me.  You  shall  have  it  as  short 
as  possible.' — 'The  shorter  the  sweeter,  my  precious,'  says  I,  seeing 
as  1  oughtn't  to  be  silent.  Well,  she  begins — '  Sister  Susan  and  I 
are  or^ums;  and  when  our  parents  died,  ould  Martin  and  his  dame, 
baring  no  children,  took  us  under  their  roof.' — '  No  children  !'  says  f. 

*  Why,  I  thought  they  had  a  young  scamp  of  a  son.'  T  said  this,  ship- 
mates, just  to  hear  what  she  would  log  again  me.— '  Oh  yes,'  says 
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she  ;  '  but  he  ran  away  to  sea  when  a  boy,  and  they  never  heard  from 
him  for  many  yean,  till  the  other  day  they  received  a  letter  from 
Plymouth  to  say  he  waa  in  the  Tapgickoree  frigate,  and  expected  to 
be  round  at  Spithead  before  long.  So,  the  day  before  yesterday,  a 
fiailor  passing  through  the  village  told  ug  ahe  had  Brri?ed ;  and  to  his 
parents  getting  poorer  and  poorer,  with  his  father  sick  and  his  mother 
lame,  I  thought  it  would  be  best  to  go  to  him  and  tell  him  of  their 
situation,  that  if  he  pleased,  he  might  come  and  see  them  once  more 
before  they  died.' — I  was  going  to  say,  '  God  A'mighty  bless  you  for 
it !'  but  I  couldn't,  shipmates  ;  she  spoke  it  so  plaintively,  that  I  felt 
eumeut  rise  in  my  throat  as  if  I  was  choking,  and  I  gulped  and  gulped 
to  keep  it  down  tilt  1  was  almost  strangled,  and  she  went  on  : — <  So 
yesterday  I  walked  all  the  way  t6  Portsmouth,  and  went  aboard  the 
frigate;  but  the  officer  tould  me  there  wag  no  man  of  the  name  of  Joyce 
bome  upon  the  books.' — 'It  was  a  d —  lubberly  thing  I'  says  I,  '  and 
now  I  remembers  it.' — '  What,'  says  she,  '  what  do  you  mean  ?' — '  Oh, 
nothing,  my  precious,'  says  I,  '  nothing  in  the  world  ;'  for  I  thought 
the  time  wam't  come  for  me  to  own  who  I  was,  and  it  fell  slap  across 
my  mmd  that  the  doctor's  boy  who  writ  the  letter  for  me,  had  sig- 
nalised my  right-amest  name  at  the  bottom,  without  saying  one  word 
about  the  purser's  consam  of  Sheavehole.  '  And  so  you  've  had  your 
voyage  for  nothing,'  says  I,  '  and  now  you  're  homeward-bound  ;  and 
that 's  the  long  and  the  short  on  it.  Well,  my  precious,  I  'm  on 
liberty ;  and  as  ould  Martin  did  me  a  kindness  when  I  was  a  boy, 
why,  I'll  bring  up  for  a  few  hours  at  his  cottage,  and  have  a  bit  of  a 
confab   consaming  ould  times.'      And   the   young  womao   seemed 

mightily  pleased  about  it ;  so  that  by  the  time  we  got  to ,  I  'm 

blessed  if,  in  all  due  civility,  we  wam't  as  thick  as  two  Jews  on  a  pay- 
day. Well,  we  landed  from  the  crafl,  and  away  we  made  sail  in  con- 
sort for  ould  dad's  cottage ;  and  I  'm  blessed  it'  everything  didn't  look 
as  familiar  to  me  as  when  I  was  a  young  scamp  of  a  boy  I  but  I  never 
said  not  nothing;  and  so  she  knocks  at  the  door,  and  my  heart  went 
thump,  thump, — by  the  hookey  1  shipmates,  but  it  was  just  as  I  've 
seen  a  bird  try  to  burst  out  of  its  cage.  Presently  a  voice  sings  out, 
'Who's  thereP' — and  such  a  voice  1 — I  never  heard  a  fiddle  more 
sweeterer  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life — 'Who's  there?'  says  the 
voice,  in  regard  of  its  l)eing  nigbt,  about  four  bells  in  the  first  watch. 
— 'It's  Maria,'  says  my  convoy,  —  'And  Jack  Sheavehole,'  says 
I.  '  Heave  ahead,  my  cherub  1  give  us  a  clear  gangway  and  no 
favour.' — '  Oh,  Maria,  nave  you  brought  him  with  you  ?'  said  a  young 
woman,  opening  the  door  ;  and  by  the  light  she  carried  in  her  hand, 
she  showed  a  face  as  beautiful— I'm  d —  if  ever  they  carried  such 
a  figure-head  as  that,  in  any  dock-yard  in  the  world !  —  '  Have  you 
brought  him  with  you?'  says  she,  looking  at  me,  and  smiling  so 
sweetly,  that  it  took  me  all  aback,  with  a  bobble  of  a  sea  running  on 
my  mind  that  made  my  ideas  heave  and  set  like  a  Dutch  fisherman 
on  the  Dogger-bank. — '  Ho,'  says  Maria,  with  a  mournful  sough,  just 
as  the  wind  dies  away  arter  a  gale — ■  No  ;  there  was  no  auch  person 
on  board  the  frigate,  and  I  have  had  my  journey  for  nothing.' — '  Non- 
sense !'  says  the  other ;  '  you  want  to  play  us  some  trick,  I  know  this 
is  he  ;'  and  she  pointed  to  me. — '  Lord  love  your  heart !'  says  I,  pluck- 
ing up  courage,  for  I  'd  flattened  in  forud,  and  fallen  off  so  as  to  fill 
again,—'  LonI  love  your  heart  1 1  'd  be  anything  or  anybody  to  please 
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you,'  aaya  I ;  '  but  niy  name,  d'  ye  mind,  is  Jack  Sheavehole,  at  your 
sarvice  in  all  due  civility.  But  let  us  come  to  an  anchor,  and  then 
we  can  overhaul  the  consarn  according  to  Hamilton  Moore.'  So  we 
goes  in ;  and  there  sat  my  poor  ould  mother  by  the  remains  of  a  fire, 
moored  in  the  same  arm-chair  I  had  seen  her  in  ten  years  afore,  and 
by  her  aide  was  an  ould  wheezing  cat  that  I  had  leu  a  kitten ;  and, 
though  the  cabin-gear  wam't  any  very  great  Bhakes,  everything  was 
OS  clean  as  if  they 'd  just  washed  the  decks.  '  Yo-hoy,  darnel' 
says  1,  '  how  do  you  weather  the  breeze  ?'— '  Is  that  my  John  ?'  says 
she,  shipping  her  barnacles  on  her  nose,  like  the  jaws  of  a  spanker- 
boom  on  the  saddle  ;  and  then  Maria  brings  up  alongside  of  her,  and 
spins  the  yam  about  her  passage  to  Portsmoulii,  boarding  the  frigate, 
finding  that  she  was  out  in  her  reckoning,  and  her  return  with  me ; 
and  ould  dad,  who  was  in  his  hammock  in  the  next  berth,  would  have 
the  door  open  to  hear  it  all.  And  I  felt  so  happy,  and  they  looked  so 
downcast  and  sorrowful,  that  I  'm  blessed  if  I  could  stand  it  any 
lunger  :  so  I  seizes  Susan  round  the  neck,  and  I  pays  out  a  kiss  as 
long  as  the  main-t'-bowline,  till  she  hadn't  breath  to  say  '  Don't ;'  and 
then  1  grapples  'em  ell  round,  sanring  out  hugs  and  kisses  to  allhands, 
even  to  tlie  ould  cat;  and  I  danced  round  uie  chairs  and  tables  so, 
that  some  o'  the  neighbours  came  running  in ;  and  *  Blow  me  tight  I' 
says  I,  *  side  out  for  a  bend ;  here  I  am  again,  all  square  by  the  lifts 
and  bracesl' — and  then  I  sings, 

'  Here  I  am,  poor  Jack, 

Just  come  home  from  sea, 
With  shiaen  in  my  aack'^ 
and  I  whips  out  a  handful  of  guineas  from  my  jacket  pocket,  and 
shows  'em,— 

'  Pray  what  do  you  think  of  me  V 
'  What  1  mother,'  says  1, '  don't  you  know  me  ?  Why,  I  'm  your  true 
and  lawful  sun  Jack  Joyce;  tliough,  arter  I  run  away,  the  purser 
made  twice-laid  of  it,  and  chrissened  me  Sheavehole,  in  regard  of  his 
Majesty  liking  to  name  hie  own  children.  Never  say  die,  ould  wo- 
man !  there 's  plenty  o'  shot  in  tlie  locker.  And  come,  lasses,'  says  I  to 
the  young  uns,  '  one  on  you  stand  cook  o'  the  mess ;'  and  I  empties 
my  bog  on  the  floor,  and  away  rolled  the  combustibles,  matches,  and 
mutton,  and  mouse-traps,  and  all,  scampering  about  like  liberty  boys 
arter  a  six  months'  cruise ;  and  I  picks  up  the  bladder  o'  rum,  and 
squeezes  a  good  drain  into  a  tea-cup,  and  hands  it  to  the  ould  woman, 
topping  up  her  tame  leg  while  she  drinks.  And,  my  eyes  I  there 
was  a  precious  shindy  that  night :  the  ould  uns  were  almost  dying 
with  joy,  and  the  young  una  had  a  fit  o'  the  doldrums  with  pleasure; 
So  I  gets  the  big  pot  under  weigh,  and  shoves  in  both  legs  o'  mutton 
and  a  full  allowance  o'  turnips,  and  I  sarves  out  the  grog  between 
the  squalls ;  and  ould  dad  blowed  a  whiff  o'  'bacca,  and  mother  payed 
away  at  the  suuff ;  and  nobody  wam't  never  happy  if  we  warn't  nappy 
that  night.  Well,  we  'd  a  glorious  tuck-out  o'  mutton,  wi'  plenty  o' 
capers ;  and  arter  that  1  stows  the  ould  woman  in  alongside  o'  dad, 
kisses  tlie  girls  in  course,  and  then  takes  possession  o'  the  arm-chair, 
where  I  slept  as  sound  as  a  jolly  ou  sentry." 

"  That's  libellotis!"  exclaimed  the  Serjeant  somewliat  roughly,  as  if 
.oRended ;  "  it  is  an  unjust  rettection,  and  ix  clearly  libellous." 

*'  It's  all  the  same  to  ould  Jack  whose  betiowt  it  is,"  returned  the 
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boatswain's  mate  carelessly;  "it's  no  lie,  hoiTBotiiever,  for  Done 
sleeps  so  soundly  as  a  marine  on  duty.  But  I  arn't  got  time  to  over* 
haul  that  coDsarn  now;  1  know  I  laid  in  a  stock  of '  hard-and-fiut* 
enough  to  last  for  a  three  weeks'  cruise.  Well,  shipmates,  we  keeps 
the  «ime  alive  all  hot  and  warm,  and  we  sported  our  beet  duds,  and 
I  tn^es  love  to  Susan,  and  we  'd  a  regular  new  fit-out  at  the  cottage, 
and  I  leaves  fitly  pounds  in  the  hands  of  the  parson  o'  the  parish  for 
the  ould  folks,  and  everything  went  on,  in  prime  style,  when  one  day 
the  landlord  of  the  puhhc  comes  in,  and  says  he,  'Jack,  the  lobsters 
are  arter  you.' — '  Gammon  I'  says  I ;  *  what  can  them  fellows  want 
with  me?' — 'Arn't  your  liberty  out?'  says  he. — 'I  never  give  it  a 
thought,'  says  I. — '  Where  's  your  ticket  p  says  he.  So  I  showed  him 
the  chit ;  and  I  'm  blessed,  shipmates,  but  it  had  been  out  two  days ! 
Well,  there  I  was  in  a  pretty  perdiklement ;  and  the  landlord,  says  he, 
'Jack,'  says  he,  '1  respect  you  for  your  goodness  to  the  oulduns; 
though  I  suspects  they  arn't  altogether  the  cause  of  your  losing  your 
memory :'  and  he  looks  and  smiles  at  Suke.  '  Howsoroever,  the  lob- 
sters are  at  my  house  axing  about  you  ;  and  I  thought  I  'd  slip  out 
and  let  you  know,  so  that  you  might  have  time  to  stow  away.* 
— '  Thanky,  my  hearty,'  says  [  ;  '  but  I  'm  blessed,  shipmates,  if  I 
wam't  dead  flabbergasted  where  to  find  a  stow-hole,  till  at  last  I  hits 
upon  a  scheme  to  which  Susan  consented  I  And  what  do  you  think 
it  was,  shiproates  7 — but  you  'd  never  guess  I  Why,  Suke  slips  on  a 
pair  o'  my  canvass  trousers  and  comes  to  an  anchor  in  the  arm-chair 
with  a  blanket  round  her,  below,  and  I  stows  myself  under  her  dudi^ 
coiling  away  my  lower  stanchions  tailor-fashion ;  and  the  doctor 
coming  in  to  see  the  ould  folks,  they  puts  him  up  to  the  trick,  and  m 
be  brings  up  alongside  of  her,  and  they  whitens  her  face,  to  make  her 
look  pale,  as  if  she  was  nigh-hand  kicking  the  bucket .-  and  there  I  lay, 
as  snug  as  a  cockroach  in  a  chafing-mat,  and  in  all  due  decency, 
seeing  as  Suke  had  bent  my  lower  casings  hind  part  afore,  and  there 
warn't  a  crack  nor  a  brack  in  'em.  Presently  in  marches  the  swad- 
dles, and  '  Pray  whose  cottage  is  this?'  axed  the  seijeant  as  stiff  aa  a 
crutch. — 'It's  Martin  Joyce's,'  said  Maria.  —  'Ay,  I  thought  aa 
much,'  says  he ;  '  pray  where  is  his  son,  Jack  Joyce,  or  Jack  Sheave- 
hole  ?'  says  he. — '  He  lefl  us  three  days  ego,'  answered  Maria,  '  to  join 
his  ship ;  I  hope  nothing  has  happened  to  him  ?' — ■  Indeed  I'  says  tb« 
seijeant     ■  Now,  pretty  as  you  are,  [  know  that  you  are  telling  me 

what  1  should  call  a  very  considerable '     Suu  shrieked  out,  and 

stopped  what  he  was  going  to  say ;  for,  shipmates,  she  sat  so  quiet, 
that,  thinks  I  to  myself,  they  '11  find  out  that  she 's  shamniing ;  so  I 
gives  her  a  smart  pinch  in  an  inexpressible  part,  that  made  her  stag 
out.  Well,  the  long  and  the  short  on  it,  is,  that  the  party,  who  were 
looking  out  sharp  for  ■  stra^Ung  money,'  had  a  grand  overhaul ;  but 
the  doctor  would  not  let  them  interfere  with  Suaan,  who,  he  de- 
clared, was  near  her  cushionmong;  and  at  last,  being  unable  to  find 
me,  they  hauls  their  wind  for  another  port. — Well,  shipmates,  aa  soon 
as  possible  arter  they  were  gone,  why,  Suke  got  rid  of  her  troutrie, 
and  forth  1  came,  as  full-grown  and  handsome  a  babby  aa  ever  cut  a 
tooth.  But  f  warnt  safe  yet;  and  so  I  clapa  a  suit  of  Si^'s  duds 
over  my  own  gear,  and,  bemg  but  a  little  chap,  with  some  dutchtng, 
'  and  letting  out  a  reef  or  two  here  and  there,  I  got  my  sails  all  snugly 
bent,  and  dapped  a  cap  with  a  thousand  little  frills  round  my  ftce. 
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and  a  straw  hurricane-house  of  a  boDuet  as  big  as  a  Guineaman's 
caboose  over  all,  with  a  black  wail  hanging  in  the  brails  down  afore, 
and  my  shoes  scandaled  up  my  legs,  that  I  made  a  good-looking 
wench.  Well,  I  bid  all  hands  good-bye.  Suke  piped  her  eye  a  bit ; 
but,  Lord  love  you !  we  'd  made  our  calculations  o'  matrimony,  and 
got  the  right  bearings  aud  distance,  (else,  mayhap,  I  should  never 
have  got  stowed  away  under  her  hatches)  and  she  was  to  join  me  at 
Portsmouth,  and  we  were  to  make  a  long  splice  of  it  off-band;  but 
then,  poor  thing!  she  thouglit,  mayhap,  I  might  get  grabbed  and  punish- 
ed. Up  comes  the  coach  ;  but  the  fellow  wouldn't  heave  to  directly, 
and  '  ¥o-boy  I'  says  I,  giving  him  a  hail. — '  Going  to  Portsmouth, 
ma'am?'  says  he,  throwing  all  aback,  and  coming  ashore  firom  his 
crafL — '  To  be  sure  I  am,'  says  I.  '  What  made  you  carry  on  in 
that  lashion,  and  be  d —  to  you  ! — is  that  all  the  regard  you  have  for 
the  sex?' says  L — ■  Would  you  like  logo  inside,  ma'am  ?'  says  he, 
opening  the  gangway  port. — *  Mot  a  bit  of  it,'  says  I :  '  stow  your 
damaged  slops  below,  but  give  me  a  berth  'pon  deck.' — '  Werry  good, 
ma'am,'  says  he,  shutting  the  gangway  port  again ;  '  will  you  allow 
me  to  assist  you  up  P' — '  Not  by  no  manner  o'  means,'  says  I.  '  Why, 
what  the  devil  do  you  take  me  for!  to  think  the  captain  of  a 
frigate's  maintop  can't  find  his  way  aloft  I' — ■  You  mean  the  captain 
of  the  maintop's  wife,'  says  Susan,  paying  me  back  the  pinch  I  gave 
her,—'  Ay,  ay,  my  precious,*  says  I ; '  so  I  do,  to  be  sure.  God  bless 
you  I  good-b'ye  !  Here  1  go  like  seven  hells  half  struck  t — carry  on, 
my  boy,  and  i  'm  blessed  if  it  shan't  be  a  shiner  in  your  way  I'  And 
ao  we  takes  our  berths,  aod  away  we  made  sail,  bappy-go-Iucky, 
heaving-to  now  and  then  just  to  take  in  a  sea-stock;  and  the  governor 
had  two  eyes  in  his  head,  and  so  he  finds  out  the  latitude  of  the 
thing,  but  he  says  nothing ;  and  we  got  safe  through  the  barrier  and 
into  Portsmouth,  and  I  lands  in  the  street  afore  they  reached  the  inn, 
—for,  thinks  I  to  myself,  I'd  better  get  berthed  for  the  night  and  go 
aboard  in  the  mornmg.  Well,  shipmates,  I  parts  company  with  tne 
crait,  and  shapes  my  course  for  Pint, — 'cause  I  knew  a  snug  comer  in 
Capstan-square,  ana  I  was  determined  to  cut  with  all  skylarks,  in  re- 
gard o'  Si^.  Well,  just  as  I  was  getdng  to  steer  with  a  small  helm, 
up  ranges  a  tall  man  wfao  had  seen  me  come  ashore  from  the  coach, 
and  '  My  dear,'  says  he,  '  what  1  just  fresh  from  the  country  ?'  But  I 
houlds  my  tongue,  shipmates,  and  he  pulls  up  alongside  and  grabs 
my  arm.  '  Come,  don't  be  cross,'  says  ne ;  '  let  me  take  you  in  tow  ; 
I  want  to  talk  with  you,  my  love.'  I  knew  the  voice  well ;  and  though 
he  had  a  pea  jacket  over  his  uniform-coat,  and,  take  him  'halfway 
up  a  hatchway,'  he  was  a  d —  good-looking  fellow,  yet  nobody  as  ever 
had  seen  him  could  forget  them  ■  trap-sti^  legs;'  and  so,  thinks  I  to 
myself.  Jack,  you'd  better  shove  your  boat  off  without  delay:  for, 
d'  ye  see,  shipmates,  I  'd  sailed  with  him  when  I  was  a  mizen-top-mun 
in  the  ould  Stag,  and  I  well  remembered  Sir  Joseph  Y — ke.  But 
I  'm  blessed  if  he  didn't  stretch  out  arter  me,  and  sailed  two  foot  to 
my  one  ;  and  '  Come,  come,  my  darling,'  says  he,  '  take  an  honest  tar 
for  your  sweetheart.  Let 's  look  at  that  beautiful  tace ;'  and  be 
cat(»es  hould  o'  the  wail  and  hauls  it  up  chock  ablock ;  but  I  pulls 
down  my  bonnet  so  as  he  couldn't  see  my  figure-head,  and  I  carries 
on  a  taut  press  to  part  company.  But,  Lord  love  yer  hearts  t  it 
warn't  no  manner  o'  use  whatsomever — he  more  than  held  his  own  ; 
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and  *  A  pretty  innocent  country  wench  indeed !'  sayi  he.  *  What  I 
have  you  loit  your  tongue  ?' — '  No,  I  'm  d —  if  1  have  1'  say§  1 :  for  I 
forgot  myself,  shipmates,  throu)^  vexation  at  not  being  able  to  get 
away.  '  Hallo  I'  Uys  lie,  gripping  me  tight  by  the  shoulder;  'who 
have  we  here ?  I'm  bleHsed,  shipmates,  if,  what  with  his  pulling 
at  my  shawl,  and  my  Btrugglrng  to  sheer  off,  my  spanker  boom 
didn't  at  that  very  moment  get  adrift,  and  he  caught  sight  of  it 
in  a  jilfy-  '  Hallol'  aays  he,  catching  tight  hold  of  the  pig-tail, 
and  sluemg  me  right  round  by  it.  '  Hajlo  !'  says  he,  '  I  never  see  ao 
innocent  country  wench  dress  her  hair  in  this  way  afore ;— rather  a 
masc'line  sort  o'  female,'  he  says.  '  Who  the  devil  are  you  ?'  '  It 's 
Jack  Sheavehole,  your  honour,'  says  I,  bringing  up  all  standing ;  and, 
knowing  his  generous  heart,  thinks  I,  Now's  your  time.  Jack  ;  over- 
haul the  whole  consam  to  him,  and  ten  to  one  but  he  pulls  you 
through  the  scrape  somehow  or  other.  So  lups  and  tells  him  the 
long  and  the  short  on  it,  and  he  laughs  one  minute,  and  d — ns  me  for 
a  desarting  willun  the  next ;  and  '  Come  along  I'  says  he  ;  '  I  must  sec 
what  Captain  B — n  will  think  of  el)  this.'  So  he  takes  me  in  tow, 
and  we  went  into  one  of  the  grand  houses  in  High-street ;  and  *  Follow 
me,'  says  he,  as  he  walked  up  stairs  into  a  large  room  all  lighted  up 
forasheave-o;  and  there  wur  ladies  all  togged  out  in  white,  and  silver 
and  gold,  and  feathers,  and  navy  officers  and  sodger  officers, — a  grand 
dinner-party.  '  B — n,'  hails  Sir  Joseph,  '  here  's  a  lady  wants  you ;' 
and  he  takes  me  by  the  hand,  all  complimentary  like,  and  the  captain 
of  the  frigate  comes  towards  us,  and  I  'm  blessed  if  every  soul  fore 
and  afl  didn't  fix  their  eyes  on  me  like  a  marine  looking  out  for  a 
squall.  '  I  've  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing  the  lady,'  says  the  skip- 
per ;  *  I  fear.  Sir  Joseph,  you  're  cominz  York  over  me.  Fray, 
ma'am,  may  I  be  allowed  the  happiness  of  seeing  your  countenance 
and  hearing  your  name  ?' — *  I  'm  Jack  Sheavehole,  yer  honour,'  says 
1,  '  captain  o'  the  Tapsickorees  maintop,  as  yer  honour  well  knows.' — 
*  I  do,  my  man,'  says  be  with  a  gravedigger's  grin  on  his  counte- 
nance :  '  and  so  you  want  to  desart  ?' — '  Never,  yer  honour,'  says  I, 
'  in  the  regard  o'  my  liking,  my  ship  and  my  captain  too  well.' — '  No^ 
no,  B — n,'  says  Sir  Joseph,  ■  I  must  do  him  justice.  It  appears  that 
be  had  long  leave,  and  onknowingly  overstayed  his  time ;  so  he  ri^ed 
himself  out  in  angel's  gear  to  cheat  them  devils  of  sodgers.  I  'II 
vouch  for  the  fact,  B — n,'  says  he, '  for  I  saw  him  myself  get  down 
from  the  coach — .' — •  All  fresh  from  the  country,  yer  honour,'  says  I. 
— '  Ay,  all  fresh  from  the  country,'  chimes  in  Sir  Joseph.  '  He  s  an 
ould  shipmate  o'  mine,  B — n,  and  I  want  you,  as  a  personal  favour 
to  myseir,  to  back  his  liberty- ticket  for  to-morrow.  Such  a  lad 
as  this,  would  never  desart  the  sarvice.'  — '  If  I  would,  then  I  'm 
d — I  saving  yer  honour's  presence,'  says  I.  Well,  shipmates,  there 
I  stood  in  the  broad  light,  and  all  the  ladies  and  gemmen  staring  at 
me  like  fun  ;  and '  Come,  B— n,'  says  Sir  Joseph, '  extend  his  liberty 
till  to-morrow.' — 'Where's  your  ticket?'  axes  the  skipper:  and  so, 
in  regard  of  its  being  in  my  trousers  pocket,  I  hauls  up  my  petti- 
coats to  get  at  it ;  and)  my  eyes  1  but  the  women  set  up  a  screeuiing, 
and  the  oflicers  burst  out  iu  a  broadside  o'  laughing,  and  you  never 
heard  such  a  bohbery  as  they  kicked  up, — it  was  a  downright  reglar 

"  Ay,  squall  indeed, "  said  the  captain  of  the  forecastle :  "  here  it 
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comet  with  a  veDgeance!"  he  bellowed  out  with  Btentorian  iuags. 
**Hard  np  with  the  helm — hard  a-weather."  In  an  instant  the  sea 
wu  one  sheet  of  foam  ;  the  wind  came  whistling  like  the  rustling  of 
Ud  thousand  arrowG  in  their  swiftest  flight ;  a  report  like  the  dis- 
charge of  a  heavy  piece  of  artillery  was  heard  forward,' and  away  flew 
the  jib  like  a  fleecy  cloud  to  leeward.  The  frigate  heeled  over, 
carrying  eyeiyboUy  and  everything  into  the  lee  scuppers ;  the  light- 
ning hisaeil  and  cracked  as  it  exploded  between  the  masts,  making 
everything  tremble  from  the  keel  to  the  truck;  broad  sheets  of  water 
were  YiitA  up  and  dashed  over  the  decks  fore  and  afl:  indeed,  it 
seemed  as  if  the  gale  were  striving  to  raise  the  ponderous  vessel  from 
the  ocean  for  the  purpose  of  plunging  it  into  the  dark  abyss  ;  a  thick 
mist-iike  shroud  hung  round  her,  alow  and  alofl,  as  she  struggled  to 
lift  herself  against  the  tempest.  The  topsail  halliards  were  let  go; 
but  the  nearly  horizontal  position  of  the  masts  prevented  the  sails 
from  running  down.  Inevitable  destruction  for  the  moment  threa- 
tened to  engulph  them  all,  when  "crack,  crack,  crack!"  away 
went  the  topmasts  over  the  side ;  the  spanker  sheet  had  been  cut 
■way,  and  oS*  bounced  the  spanker  afier  the  jib.  The  frigate  par- 
tially righted,  and  Lord  Eustace  and  his  officers  rushed  to  the  deck. 
But  the  squall  had  passed :  the  mooo  again  shone  beautifully  clear ; 
the  deceitful  sky  and  still  more  deceitful  ocean  were  all  smiles,  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,—  though  tbe  evidences  of  their  wrath  were  but 
too  apparent  in  the  dismantled  state  of  his  Majesty's  ship.  But  we 
must  again  leave  them,  a«  we  did  before,  to 

"  Call  all  hauAa  lo  clear  the  wreck." 


THE  USEFUL  YOUNG  MAN. 

A    SECOND   SERIBS.      BY   WILLIAM    COLLIBR, 

"  There '»  one  of  us  in  every  fomily." 

To  nuJie  ounelves  useful  'a  a  duty  we  owe 
To  mankiud  and  ourselves  in  our  sojoum  below ; 
To  return  good  for  evil,  and  always  "  Eo  do 
Unlo  others  as  you  'd  have  ihem  do  unio  you  ;" 
So  I  bear  all  with  patience,  cewlved,  if  I  can. 
To  act  well  my  pait  as  a  Useful  Young  Mao  1 

But,  alaa  1  enttt  noui,  'tis  a  difficult  task. 
As  seldom  I  'in  left  in  life's  sunshine  to  baak ; 
For  I  'm  hurried,  and  worriwi,  imposed  on  b^  all. 
Who  think  1  should  run  at  their  beck  or  llieir  cull : 
"  So  obliging,"  folks  say,  "  i»  their  fevourite  Sam, 
That  he  well  earns  the  natne  of  the  Useful  Young  Man !" 

Each  morning  al  breakfast  I  'm  doomed  to  peruse 
"  TliB  Herald,"  and  "  Post,"  for  "  the  family  news," 
While  the  toast,  eggs,  and  coffee,  which  fall  to  my  lot. 
Gel  a  pretty  conaidcrable  distance  from  hot: 
Yes,  such  are  the  comforts— deny  it  who  can  [ — 
That  fall  to  the  share  of  each  Useful  Young  Mao  ! 
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If  Jmw,  or  MsTJa,  for  work  (bould  «gre«. 
The  dear  cre&tures  invariably  tend  dowo  Tot  me 
To  make  myself  useful,  aod  read  while  tbejknit. 
Paint,  draw,  or  do  aoylhiog  tbey  may  tbiok  fit. 
Thuj  Sara — poor  pitl-garlic  !^ — ihey  safely  trepau : 
Atack !  what  a  life  leads  a  Useful  Young  Man .' 

If  the  day 's  rather  wet,  and  they  can't  gad  about. 
They  think  nothiDg  whatever,  of  sendiog  me  out  t — 
"  Now,  Sam,  my  good  fellow,  just  pop  on  your  hat ; 
Run  to  Hmneirs  lax  this  thing,  and  Holma'i  for  that ; 
YoQ  'II  make  yourself  pleasant  we  know,  if  yoa  can, — 
What  a  comfort  to  have  such  a  Useful  Voeng  Hw) !'' 

Wlien  John,  our  fat  butler,  or  Bridget,  the  coolc. 

Have  leisure  for  reading  "some  novelty  book," 

l^c^  ne'er  think  of  asking  my  leave  to  peruse. 

But  help  themselves  freely  to  just  what  they  choose  : 

Making  free  with  my  novels  is  no  novel  plan, 

For  THET  own  Matter  Sam 's  such  a  Useful  Young  Mao  1 

Once  Thomas,  the  footman,  kissed  Anne  on  the  stain. 
Who  loudly  squalled  out,  just  to  give  herself  ain ; 
When  my  Kitber  ran  down,  in  great  anger,  to  see 
What  the  cause  of  the  squeaking  and  iqnalling  could  b«. 
Tom  had  bolted ;  but  not  till  they  M  settled  a  plaii 
To  throw  all  the  blame  on  the  Vtefal  Young  Maal 

When  the  Opera  we  visit,  I  'm  kept  in  the  rear 
Of  our  box,  and  can  scarce  get  a  glimpse,  I  declare. 
Of  the  stage,  or  the  audience ; — so  only  remain. 
To  trot  up  to  Dubourg  for  punch  i  la  komaine. 
To  run  out  fur  a  hook,  or  to  pick  up  a  fan  r- — 
Alas !  what  a  drudge  is  a  Useful  Young  Man ! 

'  But  sad  is  my  (ate  when  I  go  to  a  rout. 
If  a  toothless  old  maid  sits  a  partner  without. 
The  beaux  are  looked  o'er,  but  they  always  agree 
To  fix  the  <ijrerat&  task  upon  me ; 
For  to  dance  with  all  horn,  'tis  the  province  of  Sam, 
'Dead  tbe  fote  of  each  victimised  Useful  Youi^  Man  t 

If  we  're  late  at  tbe  dance,  and  no  coach  to  be  had. 
There's  Sam!  the  dear  fellow  I  the  exquisite  lad  I 
He  11  search  all  the  stands  in  the  town,  but  he  '11  gain 
A  coach  for  his  friends — though  it 's  pelting  with  laio 
OhI  such  are  the^Ieaturet~-deny  it  who  can — 
That  foil  to  the  lot  of  a  Useful  Young  Man  I 

To  be  nice  about  trifles  is  not  over  wise ; 

Where 's  the  churl  that  finds  fiivour  in  woman's  bright  eyes  ? 

To  be  nice  about  trifles,  is  trifling  with  folly. 

For  the  right  end  of  life  is  but  le^  to  be  jolly; 

So  1 11  make  up  my  mind  just  to  stick  to  this  plan, 

And  PAD  out  my  termt  as  a  Useful  Young  Man. 
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Hatino  bought  (ome  spsngled  stuffs  for  tbe  trousers  of  the 
iiaretn  of  our  exalted  grand  vizier,  (upon  whom  be  blessings  I) 
and  despatched  them,  with  letters,  to  the  foot  of  the  Shah's 
throne  by  an  express  Tatar,  I  joined  my  Greek  companions 
at  the  Adrianople  Gate,  and  left  Constantinople  fur  the  coun- 
try of  the  Francs. 

I  found  my  new  friends  were  raving  with  the  new  malady. 
It  seems  that  they  now  called  themselves  free, — a  blessing  which 
they  endeavoured  to  persuade  roe  was  beyond  all  price ;  for,  as 
far  as  I  could  leam  from  their  definition  of  it,  I  found  that  now 
they  could  wear  yellow  slippers,  put  on  a  green  coat,  and  wrap 
white  muslin  round  their  heads,  without  being  called  to  account. 
However,  in  order  to  secure  these  advantages,  it  appeared  that 
they  were  making  no  small  sacrifices,  for  they  were  quarrelling 
amongst  themselves  to  their  hearts'*  content ;  and  that  more 
fdl  by  the  knives  and  stabs  of  their  neighbours  and  countrymen 
than  ever  in  former  times  fell  even  by  the  despotism  of  their 
Turkish  rulers.  Although  I  frequently  asserted  that  quiet, 
peace,  and  security  from  danger  were  great  objects  in  life ;  yet 
I  found  that  I  had  a  great  deal  to  undergo  before  I  could  make 
them  agree  to  that  plain  fact ;  and  at  length,  seeiug  that  they 
had  m^e  out  a  certain  scheme  of  happiness  of  their  own,  tKe 
principal  ingredient  of  which,  was  the  endurance  of  every  thing 
rather  than  to  give  power  to  the  true  believers,  I  allowed  them 
to  enjoy  it  without  further  molestation. 

After  many  adventures, — such  as  robberies  by  Bulgars,  an 
escape  from  shipwreck  on  the  Danube,  dislocation  of  bones 
in  little  carts  in  Wallachia,  incarceration  within  four  bare 
walls  at  the  Austrian  frontier  on  pretence  of  our  being  un- 
clean men,  contamination  from  pork  and  wine  among  the  Ma- 
jars,  and  disordered  patience  brought  about  by  phlegmatic, 
smoking,  ^ow-driving,  ya  !  ya !  post-boys  in  Germany, — we 
reached  Vienna.  It  was  a  day  upon  which  I  frequently  ex- 
claimed "  lUiam  dulillah  f"  the  day  when  I  first  saw  the  lofly 
spire  of  the  great  infidel  church  of  that  city  ;  for  I  was  tired  of 
everything :  tired  of  my  companions,  tired  of  my  eternal  hot  seat 
in  the  corner  of  a  coach,  and  .longed  to  have  a  place  to  myself 
where  I  might  bless  and  curse  at  my  pleasure  whomsoever  I 
should  like  so  to  do. 

My  first  care  upon  arriving  here,  was  to  inquire  about  the  ob- 
ject of  my  mission, — the  state  of  Kngland.  Wherever  I  went,  I 
heard  with  a  chuckle  that  she  had  had  her  day,  that  she  was 
going  down  fast,  that  too  much  prosperity  was  daily  destroy- 
ing her ;  and  every  one  added,  with  a  sneer,  "  Ah,  they  thought 
themselves  the  wisest  of  the  sons  of  the  earth ;  but  see  I  they 
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are  its  greatest  fools,  for  they  do  nut  know  how  to  keep  what 
they  have  got."  One  of  the  great  proofs  which  I  continually 
beiurd  brought  forward  of  the  decay  of  her  power  and  wealth, 
was  the  failure  of  an  enterprise  which  to  me  was  inexplicable, 
but  which,  every  one  said,  in  her  better  days  would  never  have 
been  abandoned.  What  I  could  make  out  of  the  story  was 
this : — It  seems  the  Ingliz,  in  their  madness,  were  tired  of  goins 
over  their  river  in  the  common  way, — that  is,  by  bridges;  and 
so  they  determined  to  try  a  new  way, — -that  is,  to  go  tinder  it. 
Madness  seized  them;  money  poured  in;  tbev  dug  into  the 
bowels  of  the  earth  like  moles ;  the  workmen  oeard  the  river 
flowing  over  them,— still  they  feared  not,  but  dug  on  ;  at  length 
it  broke  in  upon  them, — still  they  cared  not ;  they  were  drown- 
ed,—still  they  dug.  All  the  world  was  alive  about  it ;  every- 
body thought  of  the  pleasure  of  cheating  the  old  bridges,  and 
the  nation  seemed  charmed  that  they  had  found  a  totally  novel 
mode  of  getting  from  one  side  of  a  river  to  another,  without  go- 
ing over  it,  when,  all  at  once,  sj^mptoms  of  decay  broke  out.- 
They  had  got  halfwav  when  the  work  stopped  ;  and  the  whtde 
population,  putting  the  finger  of  astonishment  into  the  mouth 
of  disappointment,  went  home,  and,  stepping  over  their  thres- 
holds with  their  right  le^s  instead  of  their  left,  waited  for  a 
return  of  good-luck — but  it  came  not ;  their  luck  evidently  has 
turned,  and  there  is  the  half-finished  hole  to  attest  it.  "  Poor 
Ingliz  !"  thought  I,  when  I  heard  this;  "where  are  now  my 
ola  friends  the  Hoggs,  my  moon-faced  Bessy,  and  her  infidel 
FigsbyF  Shall  I  find  tliem  again?  perhaps  they  may  have 
been  lost,  with  many  others,  in  the  mad  enterprise  of  aigging 
this  great  hole  under  their  river !" 

I  left  my  Greeks  at  Vienna,  and,  taking  a  place  in  a  moving 
caravan  on  wheels,  called  a  diligence,  but  which  went  slower 
than  one  of  our  strings  of  camels,  I  travelled  onwards  through 
towns,  cities,  hamlets, — through  forests,  over  rivers,  over  moun- 
tains peopled  by  various  tribes  of  Francs,  all  indifferent  about 
showing  their  women's  faces,  eatiag  the  unclean  beast,  drinking 
wine,  shaving  and  washing  just  as  they  pleased:  ignorant  of 
the  blessed  Koran,  and  staring  wide  when  such  a  country  as  Iran 
was  mentioned  to  them.  They  all  agreed  in  sneering  at  the 
Ingliz,  and  assuring  me  that  I  should  find  that  nation  upon 
their  last  legR,  and  their  king  with  scarcely  any  power  left  bim. 

At  length  we  reached  the  country  of  the  French  Fraocss. 
Here  I  heard  that  they  had  got  rid  of  two  or  three  kin^  since 
those  days  when  I  was  last  near  them;  and  that,  after  tiaving 
sworn  to  maintain  new  governments  as  fast  as  they  were  made, 
were  now  tired  of  the  last  king  they  had  created,  and  were  in 
the  full  enjoyment  of  all  the  wretchedness  naturally  flowing 
from  change.  I  was  told  that  they  had  been  increasing  in 
wealth  and  respectability,  until  they  lost  their  last  king,  when 
their  prosperity  fell,  as  if  by  magic.    Now,  no  man  was  certain 
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of  the  possession  of  his  property  even  for  a  day  ;  and  every  one 
was  obliged  by  turns  to  arm  himself  cap-a-pie,  to  do  his  dnty 
as  a  Bolaier,  in  order  to  secure  public  happiness  at  the  point  of 
the  bayonet. 

We  entered  the  happy  city  of  Paris  just  at  the  moment  vhen 
a  large  band  of  well-aressed  soldiers  were  firing  upon  a  mob, 
who  were  throwing  large  stones  at  them,  and  crying  out,  as  the 
words  were  interpreted  to  us,  "  Liberty  for  ever !"  "  Down  with 
the  king !"  This  ceremony,  we  were  assured,  was  performed 
about  once  a  month.  I  asked  my  companions  in  the  coach 
what  they  meant  by  liberty,  but  I  found  no  one  could  give 
me  any  intelligible  explanation  ;  for  it  seems  the  French  had  all 
that  they  could  possibly  require,  and  that,  if  they  wanted  more, 
it  must  be  to  live  without  laws,  without  a  king,  without  religion, 
and  with  a  right  to  appropriate  their  neighbour's  goods,  or  cut 
their  neighbour's  throat. 

I  trembled  from  head  to  foot  all  the  time  that  I  lived  in  this 
happy  city,  fearful  of  never  being  able  to  get  out  of  it  with  a 
whtje  skin ;  at  length  I  made  an  effort,  and,  accompanied  by 
Mahboob,  I  took  places  in  a  travelling  coach,  and  reached  the 
sea-side  opposite  to  the  coast  of  England.  I  was  lucky  to  see 
with  my  own  eyes  that  this  country  was  yet  in  existence  after 
the  many  accounts  I  bad  heard  of  its  total  destruction. 


CIIAPTKR   VI. 

I  CROSSED  over  from  France  to  England,  mounted  upon  a 
species  of  dragon  spouting  smoke  and  exhaling  fire,  to  which 
the  famous  monster  of  Ma^anderan,  slain  by  Rustam  the  A'ali- 
ant,  was  a  mere  plaything.  But — shall  I  say  it?— the  awful 
sickness  which  seized  me  whilst  performing  this  feat,  eo  over- 
powered me,  that  it  was  impossible  for  me,  the  slave  of  the 
asylum  of  the  universe,  to  put  my  instructions  into  execution, 
and  to  write  down  in  a  book  all  the  wonders  which  in  part 
came  to  my  understanding  on  that  auspicious  day.  I  may  con- 
fidently assert  that  no  follower  of  the  oiessed  Ali  ever  suffered 
so  much  in  so  short  a  time  as  I  then  did.  I  was  first  taken 
from  my  French  bed  before  the  day  began  to  dawn,  and  put  up- 
on this  English  monster.  As  soon  as  its  wings  began  to  expand, 
and  to  move  through  the  waters,  sn  universal  tremor  assailed 
it,  which  communicated  itself  to  me  and  all  with  uie ;  and  I  con- 
tinued to  be  well  shaken  until  1  reached  the  shores  of  England. 
Then  I  felt  so  giddy  that  I  thought  my  head  had  got  into  the  in- 
fernal regions,  until  I  soon  became  certain  that  my  stomach  had 
followed  It  there  also.  There  I  lay  groaning,  malting  noises, — 
oh,  such  noises  ! — ^that  if  they  could  have  been  wafted  to  the  ear 
of  the  king  of  kings,  his  heart  would  have  smote  him  for  having 
placed  his  slave  in  this  predicament !  When  I  was  told  that 
we  were  arrived,  I  soon  was  restored  to  myself,  and  hastened 
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from  the  bowels  of  the  moDster  to  the  light  of  heaven ;  and  there, 
indeed,  I  saw  a  town,  and  a.  castle,  and  living  men  and  women, 
and,  truly,  nothing  indicating  a  ruined  country  and  a  despond- 
ing people.  We  landed  at  this  place.  It  was  called  Dover; 
and,  as  I  was  told,  is  famous  for  a  recent  controversy  «^elber  it 
should  be  spelt  with  an  o  or  an  e  in  the  iut  «ylUUe.  From 
time  immemorial  it  had  possessed  the  e;  but  such  was  the 
spirit  of  change  that  they  hod  now  transformed  it  into  the 
0,  although  the  luven  of  old  customs  and  good  order  kept 
to  the  old  sacred  «.  "  When  that  spirit  seizes  a  nation,  who 
knows,"  thoMght  1,  "  when  changes  begin,  where  they  may  end  ?" 
If  we  were  to  hearken  to  all  our  enlightened  sofis  in  Peraa, 
Aey  would  expunge  many  sayings  in  our  blessed  Koran ;  and, 
as  we  have  not  a  second  prophet  to  direct  us,  one  man's  change 
would  be  as  good  as  another's.  Bit  by  bit  all  would  be  upsel ; 
we  should  not  have  a  law  left  for  our  direction,  and  we  should 
finish  by  cutting  each  other's  throats  in  order  to  settle  which 
was  the  best  way  to  live. 

I  thought,  however,  that  1  could  discover  some  symptoms  of 
beggary  in  the  state  of  the  country,  by  what  happened  when  I 
was  first  setting  foot  on  the  infidel  shore.  Two  scrutinising-Iook- 
ing  Franca  etcmd  on  each  side  of  a  board  over  which  I  was  to 
w^k  on  stepping  from  the  boat  to  land ;  and  when  I  ventured  to 
do  BO,  they  stopped  me,  passed  their  hands  over  the  protuberances 
of  my  person,  and  were  about  to  seize  a  cachmere  shawl  which  I 
wore  round  my  waist,  when  I  exclaimed,  "  The  dogs  are  eating 
dirt !"  which  brought  some  of  my  friends  on  board  the  packet 
to  my  help.  Explanatious  were  made,  and  I  was  let  pass. 
These  were  ofBcers  of  customs.  '*  But,''  thought  I,  "  is  it  pos- 
sible that  this  great  nation  can  be  brought  to  such  a  state  of 
want  that  it  permits  its  ofiicers  to  rob  a  poor  stranger  !"  I  was 
told  of  odd  things.  It  was  hinted  to  me,  that  the  burnt  fa- 
ther's whelps  looked  mightily  hard  at  my  beard,  atid  that  they 
had  hinted  that,  by  rights,  I  ought  to  pay  duty  for  it,  as  foreign 
hair. 

Having  landed,  with  Mahbooh  close  at  my  heels,  we  were  al- 
most crushed  to  death  by  a  mob  of  ruffians,  who  took  violent 
possession  of  our  persons,  one  pulling  us  one  way,  the  other 
the  other,  roaring  the  oddest  words  Dy  way  of  coogratulatioa 
on  first  landing,  which  to  this  day  I  have  not  made  out.  "  The 
Ship  !"  bawled  one ;  "  York .'"  cned  another ;  "  Red  Lion  J"  said 
the  next ;  "  Blue  Posts !"  said  the  next.  "  Be  Jehanum  !"  roar- 
ed  I ;  and,  at  length,  by  dint  of  main  force,  I  was  rescued  by 
my  &iend  in  the  packet,  and  taken  safe  into  a  caravanserai  that 
stood  by  the  ses-shore.  Here,  indeed,  the  kindness  shown  me 
by  many  men  and  womeii,^the  bows,  the  dips,  the  smiles,  the 
sugared  words  which  were  lavished  upon  me,  made  up  in  part 
for  the  rude  sort  of  reception  which  1  had  hitherto  experienced, 
and  the  sunshine  of  satisfaction  dawned  over  my  heart.      But 

n,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


REMAINS   OP  HAJJI   BABA.  -  401 

stilt  a  doubt  hung  about  my  mind  ;  and  I  asked  myself  how  it  was 
possible  that  I  should  all  at  once  have  become  Buch  an  object  of 
tender  interest  and  afiection  to  a  set  of  infidels  who  had  never 
seen  me  before, — who  probably  did  nut  know  whether  Iran  was 
situated  above  the  surface  of  the  heavens,  or  within  the  bowels 
of  the  earth, — who  perhaps  had  never  heard  of  the  name  of  our 
asylum  of  the  universe,  nor  even  of  our  blessed  prophetP  I 
then  reflected  upon  what  had  happened  to  us  when  we  had 
landed  before,  in  England,  and  recollected  that,  at  the  end  of 
all  things,  there  came  a  certain  little  ndd-looking  bit  of  paper 
which  the  infidels  called  '*  bill,"  by  virtue  of  which  all  their 
civilities,  all  their  kindness,  all  their  apparent  hospitality  were 
condensed  into  two  or  three  crooked  cyphers,  and  tnen  convert- 
ed into  sums  of  gold,  whether  the  stranger  was  agreeable,  or  not 
agreeable,  to  the  transformation.  I  quite  streamed  from  every 
pore  as  I  thought  upon  that  moment  of  my  retribution,  for  my 
wits  were  my  principal  stock  in  hand ;  money  being  little,  and, 
I  feared,  credit  less.  However,  as  long  as  the  civility  lasted,  1 
was  delighted,  and  I  made  as  free  a  use  of  the  caravanserai  as 
if  it  had  been  the  Shah's  Oate. 

I  never  lost  sight  of  the  object  of  my  mission.  1  was  delight- 
ed to  bave  landed  without  having  excited  a  suspicion  of  the  na- 
ture of  my  character;  and,  aa  England  is  the  head-quarters  for 
curious  men, — for,  owing  to  her  vast  foreign  possessions,  she  isi- 
ports  them  from  all  parts, — no  one  thought  it  strange  that 
two  men  with  beards,  with  sheep-skin  caps  on,  and  mounted  on 
high-heeled  green  slippers,  should  arrive  amongst  tbem  to  take 
a  walk  through  their  country.  I  was  charmed,  too,  to  have 
created  an  interest  in  the  breast  of  an  infidel  Englishman  who 
had  been  my  fellow-passenger  on  board  the  |»cket.  He  was  a 
low,  rotund  man,  of  evident  discretion  in  speech,  the  master 
of  moderation,  and  the  lord  of  few  words.  There  was  no  dis- 
play in  his  drees,  for  he  buttoned  himself  up  tight  in  his  broad- 
cloth coat,  exhibited  no  cliains,  and  contented  himself  with  a 
rough  stick  with  a  hook  to  it.  I  found  that  he  had  been  in  In- 
dia,— wh««  many  English  have  been ;  and,  when  I  could  not 
understand  all  he  said  to  me  in  his  own  language,  I  was  glad  to 
find  he  could  explain  himself  fully  by  the  help  of  some  score  of 
indifferent  Persian  words.  He  had  helped  me  out  of  the  di- 
lemma with  the  custom-house  officers,  baa  rescued  me  out  of  the 
fanga  of  the  complimentary  harpies,  had  installed  me  in  the 
caravanserai ;  atid  had  thus  gained  a  claim  upon  my  gratitude. 

I  had  occasionally  asked  him  about  the  state  of  his  country, 
but  I  had  never  been  able  to  get  more  out  of  him  than  a  shake 
of  his  head.  From  what  I  could  discover  from  the  exterior 
of  things,  certainly  there  was  no  indication  of  decay ;  and  indeed, 
compared  with  what  I  hod  observed  in  the  other  countries  of 
Europe,  there  seemed  here  to  be  an  increased  state  of  prospe- 
rity.    It  was  evident  that  I  had  been  everywhere  hoaxed  upon 
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the  declining  state  of  England,  and  that  envy  alone  had  excited 
the  report  spread  to  her  disadvantage.  When  we  talk  of  ruin 
in  Persia,  we  see  it  at  once  i  Tillages  without  inhabitants,  dry 
water-courses,  abandoned  caravanserais,  ragged  and  van-look- 
ing peasants,  and  tyrannical  governors.  But  here  I  saw  a 
flourishing  town,  happy  people,  new  buildings,  busy  faces,  and 
no  appearance  at  all  of  governors.  I  remarked  this  to  my  in- 
fidel friend  :  still  he  wagged  his  head,  and  talked  of  things  un- 
known to  my  understanding.  The  utmost  1  could  draw  frooi 
him  was,  that  he  did  not  like  chopping  and  changing.  When  I 
had  discovered  the  true  meaning  of  these  words  I  could  not  help 
Baying  to  myself,  "  Our  Shah  has  long  enough  tried  *  chopping^ 
without  gaining  prosperity,  I  wish  he  too  would  try  changing  ; 
he  might  perhaps  succeed  better."  I,  however,  for  the  present 
determined  to  keep  my  own  counsel,  and  apply  the  opening 
draught  of  inquiry  to  the  malady  of  ignorance  as  often  as  such 
relief  came  within  my  power. 
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Who  hsi  not  leen  a  London  fog  ?     I  ween 
All  those  who  liTe  theTe,  often  must  have  seen 

This  "  darkness  visible:" 
For  such  I  write  not ;  but,  for  those  who  dwell 
Where  'tis  not  known,  an  anecdote  111  tell 

Both  dioll  and  risible. 

Twas  on  a  day, — I  'm  oot  quite  certaJo  when. 
For  many  such  have  been,  and  will  agaia 

Uccur,  I  '11  stake  my  life, — 
A  beavy  fog  took  daylight  out  of  sight  ;* 
So  thick  it  was,  that  I  am  sure  vou  niight 

Have  cut  it  with  a  knife. 

You'could  not  fee  your  hand  before  your  face. 
E'en  cabs  and  coaches  knew  not  bow  to  trace 

Their  way  aloi^  the  tovm ; 
Bui,  on  that  day,  through  niauy  a  window  flew, 
To  shopmen's  horror  I     On  the  pavements,  too. 

Folks  ran  each  other  down. 

Imagine,  now,  a  pork-shop — I  don't  know 
Quite  uiAere ;  but  there,  in  ntany  a  tempting  row, 

Moit  plea-^ing  to  the  sight, 
Hung  pork  and  hams,  inside,  and  at  the  door 
Outside ;  "  'twas  groae,  but  liviog  greaie  no  mop 

(Byron  is  my  delight.) 


"  Eripiunt  subit!)  nubes  calumque  diemque." — Viij.  £11.  i.  v.  BB. 
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Behind  Uie  counter,  mute  and  anxious,  tat 
The  owner  of  tbeie  goodly  things ;  and  at 

Tliem  firat,  and  then  the  dooi, 
He  look'd  alternate,  for  no  one  that  day 
Had  call'd  to  buy ;  the  fog  kept  folk.  away. 

He  Uiougbt  the  fog  a  bore ! 

Ixing  had  he  nt  in  expectation  vain ; 

"  He  aigb'd  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  and  look'd  a^ 

Yet  no  one  came  to  buy  I 
The  day  was  spent,  he  rose  to  shut  his  shop : 
Jtut  at  that  moment  he  was  led  to  ttop, — 

A  person  caught  hia  eye. 

"  A  customer  at  last !"  the  poricman  tfaTnii^t ; 
Fancied  some  pork  or  hams  already  bought, 

And  bow'd,  "  Your  sarvant,  raa'am  I 
"  Bad  walking  out  o'  doot*  to-day,"  quoUi  he. 
(This  could  not  be  gainsaid  at  all.)     Said  the, 
•  "  Do  you  see  this  here  ham  ?" 

NoiT,  though  the  fog  was  dark  enouch  vjithout, 
Imdc  'twas  clear :  the  porkman  had  no  doubt, 

His  ham  he  saw  and  knew ; 
He  could  not  make  the  question  out ;  no  more 
Could  fancy  why  she  kept  so  near  the  door. 

But  said,  "Of  coBTie  I  do." 

She,  with  a  grin  fkcetious,  said, "  Well,  ihen, 
I  "m  blow'd  if  you  will  ever  see 't  again;" 
And  ran  away  ouiii^L 


You  ask  me,  Roger,  what  I  gain 
By  living  on  a  barren  |>lain : — 
This  credit  to  the  spot  is  due, 
I  live  there  without  seeing  you. 
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SIR  JOHN  FALSTAFF. 

"  For  those  who  read  aright  are  well  *nara 
Thai  Jaquei,  sighing  in  the  forest  green, 
Oft  on  Ilia  heart  felt  leu  the  load  of  care 
Than  FatstaiT,  revellisg  his  rough  mates  between." 

US.  pena  me. 

"  Jack  Falstaff  to  my  funilian !" — By  that  name,  therefore,  must 
he  be  known  by  all  perBons,  forftll  are  now  the  familiBra  of  Falataff.  Tie 
tide  of"  Sir  John  Falstafftoall  Europe"  is  but  secondary  and  parochial- 
He  has  long  since  far  exceeded  the  limit  by  which  he  bounded  the 
knowledge  of  his  knighthood;  and  in  wide-spreading  territoriea,  which 
in  the  day  of  his  creation  were  untrodden  by  human  foot,  and  in 
teeming  realms  where  the  very  name  of  England  was  then  unheard 
of,  Jack  Falataff  is  known  as  femiliarly  as  he  was  to  the  wonderful 
courtof  princes,  be^arB,Judges,  swindlers,  h«^>eB,  bullies,  gentlemen, 
scoundrels,  justices,  thieves,  knights,  tapst«rs,  aod  the  rest  whom  he 
drew  about  him. 

It  is  indeed  Ms  court.  He  is  lord  paramouDt,  tfae  naeram  to 
whom  all  pay  homage.  Prince  Hal  may  delude  himself  into  the  no- 
tion that  he,  the  heir  of  England,  with  all  the  swelling  emotions  of 
soul  that  rendered  him  afterwards  the  conqueror  of  France,  makes  a 
butt  of  the  ton  of  man  that  is  his  com^tanioo.  The  parts  are  exactly 
reversed.  In  the  peculiar  circle  in  which  they  live,  the  prince  is  the 
butt  of  the  knight.  He  knows  it  not, — he  would  repel  it  with  scorn 
if  it  were  asserted;  but  it  is  nevertheless  the  fact  that  he  is  sub- 
'  dued.  He  calls  the  course  of  life  which  he  leads,  the  unyoked  humour 
of  his  idleness ;  but  he  mistakes.  In  all  the  paths  where  his  journey 
lies  with  FalstalF,  it  is  the  hard-yoked  servitude  of  his  obedience. 
In  the  soliloquies  put  into  his  mouth  he  condnually  pleads  that  his 
present  conduct  is  but  that  of  the  moment,  that  he  ia  ashamed  of  his 
daily  career,  and  that  the  time  is  ere  long  to  come  which  will  show 
him  different  from  what  he  seems.  As  the  dramatic  character  of 
Henry  V.  was  conceived  and  executed  by  a  man  who  knew  how 
genitis  in  any  department  of  human  intellect  would  work, — to  say 
nothing  of  the  fact  that  Shakspeare  wrote  with  the  whole  of  the 
prince's  career  before  him, — we  may  consider  this  subjugation  to  Pol- 
staff  as  intended  to  represent  the  transition  state  irom  spoiled  youth 
to  energetic  manhood.  It  is  useless  to  look  for  minute  traces  of  the 
historical  Henry  in  these  dramas.  Tradition  and  the  chronicles  had 
handed  him  down  to  Shakspeare's  time  as  a  prince  dissipated  in  youth, 
and  freely  sharing  in  the  rough  debaucheries  of  the  tnetropolia. 
The  same  vigour  "  that  did  affright  the  air  at  Agincourt"  must  have 
marked  his  conduct  and  bearing  in  any  tumult  in  which  he  happened 
to  be  engaged.  I  do  not  know  on  what  credible  authority  the  etcny  of 
his  having  given  Gascoigne  a  box  oo  the  ear  for  committing  one  of 
his  friends  to  prison  may  rest,  and  shall  not  at  present  take  the  trou- 
ble of  inquiring.  It  is  highly  probable  that  the  chief  justice  amply 
deserved  the  cuffing,  and  I  ^all  always  assume  the  liberty  of  doubt- 
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ing  that  fte  coMBittcil  thv  prince.  Thati  like  a  "  sensible  lord,"  he 
should  bsTe  hutened  to  accept  any  ^x^og;  which  sliould  have  re- 
liered  him  from  &  coIlisioD  with  the  ruling  pomrs  at  court,  I  have 
DO  doubt  at  all,  from  a  long  consideration  of  the  conduct  awl  Uatory 
of  chief  justices  in  generaL 

More  diligent  searchers  into  the  &Gt8  of  that  obscure  time  have 
seen  reason  to  disbelieve  the  stories  of  any  serious  dissipations  of 
Henry.  Engaged  as  he  waa  from  his  earliest  youth  in  affairs  of  great 
importance,  and  with  a  mind  trained  to  the  prospect  of  powerfully 
acting  in  the  most  serious  questions  that  could  agitate  his  time, — a 
disputed  succession,  a  rising  hostility  to  the  church,  divided  nobi- 
li^,  turbulent  commons,  an  internecine  war  with  France  impossible 
of  avoidance,  a  web  of  European  diplomacy  just  then  beginning  to 
derelope  itself,  in  consequence  of  the  spreading  use  of  the  pen  and 
inkbom  so  pathetically  deplored  by  Jack  Cade,  and  forerunning  the 
felonious  iuTention,  "contrair  to  the  king's  crown  and  dignity,"  of 
the  printing-press,  denounced  with  no  regard  to  chronology  by  that 
iUustrious  agitator ; — in  these  circumstances,  the  heir  of  the  house 
of  Lancaster,  the  antagonist  of  the  Lollards,— a  matter  of  accident 
in  his  case,  thou^  contrary  to  the  general  principles  of  his  family, 
— and  at  the  same  time  suspected  by  the  churchmen  of  dangerous 
designs  against  their  property, — the  pretender  on  dubious  title,  but 
not  at  the  period  appearing  so  decidedly  defective  as  it  seems  in- 
oura,  to  the  throne  of  France, — the  aspirant  to  be  arbiter  or  master 
of  all  that  he  knew  of  Europe,— could  not  have  wasted  all  his  youth  in 
riotous  living.  In  fact,  bis  historical  character  is  stern  and  severe  ; 
but  with  that  we  have  here  nothing  to  do.  It  is  not  the  Henry  of 
battles,  and  treaties,  and  charters,  and  commissions,  and  parliaments, 
we  are  now  dealing  with  ;— we  look  to  the  Henry  of  Shakspeare. 

That  Henry,  I  repeat,  is  subject  and  vassal  of  Falstaff.  He  is 
bound  by  the  necromancy  of  genius  to  the  "  white-bearded  Satan,"  who 
he  feels  is  leading  him  to  perdition.  It  is  in  vain  that  he  thinks  it  ut- 
terly unfitting  that  he  should  engage  in  such  an  enterprise  as  the  rob- 
bery  at  Gadshill ;  for,  in  spite  of  alt  protestations  to  the  contrarv,  he 
joins  the  expedition  merely  to  see  how  his  master  will  get  through  his 
difficulty.  He  struggles  hard,  but  to  no  purpose.  Go  he  must,  and 
he  goes  accordingly.  A  sense  of  decorum  keeps  him  from  parti- 
cipating in  the  actual  robbery ;  but  he  stands  close  by,  that  his  resist- 
less sword  may  aid  the  dubious  valour  of  his  master's  associates. 
Joining  with  Poins  in  the  jest  of  scattering  them  and  seizing  their 
booty,  not  only  is  no  harm  done  to  FalataB*,  but  a  sense  of  remorse 
seizes  on  the  prince  for  the  almost  treasonable  deed — 
"  Falstsff  sweats  to  dMlh, 

And  lords  the  lean  earth  u  be  walks  alonf[ ; 

Wer't  not  for  laughing,  Itkouldpity  him." 
At  their  next  meeting,  after  detecting  and  exposing  the  stories 
related  by  the  knight,  how  different  is  the  result  from  what  had  been 
predicted  by  Poins  when  laying  the  plot !  "  The  virtue  of  this  jest 
will  be,  the  incomprehensible  lies  that  this  same  fat  rc^ue  will  tell  us 
when  we  meet  at  supper :  how  thirty,  at  least,  he  fought  with ;  what 
wards,  what  Wows,  what  extremities  he  endured  ;  and  in  the  reproof 
of  this  lies  the  jesL"  Reproof  indeed  I  All  is  detected  and  confessed. 
Does  Poins  reprove  him,  interpret  the  word  as  we  will  ?     Poins  in- 
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deed  I  That  were  lizf  maje$ti.  Does  the  prince  ?  Why,  he  tries 
a  jeet,  but  it  breaks  down  ;  and  Falataff  victoriously  orders  sack  and 
merriment  with  an  accent  of  command  not  to  be  disputed.  In  a  mo- 
ment aAer  he  is  selected.to  meet  Sir  John  Brac^,  sent  special  with 
the  villainous  news  of  the  insurrection  of  the  Percies;  end  in  another 
moment  he  is  seated  on  his  joint-ttool,  the  mimic  King  of  England, 
lecturing  with  a  mixture  of  jest  and  earnest  the  real  Prince  of  Walea. 
Equally  inevitable  is  the  necessity  of  screening  the  master  from  the 
consequence  of  his  delinquencies,  even  at  the  expense  of  a  ve^  dose 
approximation  to  saying  the  thing  that  is  not ;  and  impossible  does 
Hal  find  it  not  to  stand  rebuked  when  the  conclusion  of  his  joke  of 
taking  the  tavern-bills  from  the  sleeper  behind  the  arras  is  the  en- 
forced confession  of  being  a  pickpocket.  Before  the  austere  king  his 
father,  John  his  sober-blooded  brother,  and  other  persons  of  gravity 
or  consideration,  if  FalstaEF  be  in  presence,  the  prince  is  constrained 
by  his  star  to  act  in  defence  and  protection  of  the  knight.  Conscious 
of  the  carelessness  and  corruption  which  mark  all  the  acts  of  his 
guide,  pliiloBopher,  and  friend,  it  is  yet  impossible  that  he  should  not 
recommend  him  to  a  command  in  a  civil  war  which  jeopardied  the 
very  existence  of  his  dynasty.  In  the  heat  of  the  batUe  and  the  ex- 
idtation  of  victory  he  is  obliged  to  yield  to  the  fraud  that  represents 
Falstaff  as  the  actual  slayer  of  Hotspur.  Prince  John  quietly  re- 
marks, that  the  tale  of  Falstaff  is  the  strangest  that  he  ever  heard  : 
his  brother,  who  has  won  the  victorv,  is  content  with  saying  that  he 
who  has  told  it  is  tlie  strangest  of  fellows.  Does  he  betray  the  cheat  ? 
Certainly  not,  —  it  would  have  been  an  act  of  disobraience ;  but 
in  privy  council  he  su^ests  to  hu  prince  in  a  whisper, 

"Come,  bring  your  luggage  [the  body  of  Hotspur]  ncMy — " 

nobly — as  becomes  your  rank  in  our  court,  so  as  to  do  the  whole  of 
your  followers,  myself  included,  honour  by  the  appearance  of  their 
master — 

"  Come,  bring  your  luggnge  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  loay  do  thee  grace, 
I  'II  gild  it  with  (lie  hsppieat  terms  I  have." 

Tribute,  this,  from  the  future  Henry  V.  !  Deeper  tribute,  how- 
ever, is  paid  in  the  scene  in  which  state  necessity  induces  the  re- 
nunciation of  the  fellow  with  the  great  belly  who  had  misled  him. 
Foins  had  prepared  us  fur  the  issue.  The  prince  had  been  grossly 
abused  in  the  reputable  hostelrie  of  the  Boar's  Head  while  he  was 
thought  to  be  out  of  hearing.  When  he  comes  forward  with  the 
intention  of  rebuking  the  impertinence,  Poins,  well  knowing  the  cen^ 
mand  to  which  he  was  desttoed  to  submit,  exclaims,  "  My  lord,  he 
will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge,  and  turn  all  to  merriment,  if  you 
take  not  the  heat."  Vain  caution  I  The  scene,  again,  ends  by  the 
total  forgetfulness  of  FalstafTs  offence,  and  his  being  sent  for  to 
court.  When,  therefore,  tlie  time  had  come  that  considerations  of 
the  highest  importance  required  that  Henry  should  assume  a  more 
dignified  character,  and  shake  off  his  dissolute  companions,  his  own 
experience  and  the  caution  of  Poins  instruct  him  that  if  the  thing 
be  not  done  on  the  heat, — if  the  old  master-spirit  be  allowed  one  mo- 
ment's ground  of  vantage, — the  game  is  up,  the  good  resolutions 
dissipated  into  thin  air,  the  grave  rebuke  turned  all  into  laughter. 


jM,Googlc 


SIR   JOHN    FAL8TAFF.  497 

and  thouglits  of  anger  or  prudence  put  to  flight  by  the  restored  su- 
premacy of  Falatafl.  Unabashed  and  unternfied  he  has  heard  the 
severe  rebuke  of  the  king — "I  know  thee  not,  old  man,"  Sec  until  an 
opportunity  offers  for  a  repartee  : 


Some  joke  on  the  oft-repeated  theme  of  hi«  unwieldy  figure  was 
twinkling  in  Falstaff 's  eye,  and  ready  to  leap  from  bis  tongue.  The 
king  saw  his  danger :  had  he  allowed  a  word,  he  was  undone.  Has- 
tity,  therefore,  does  he  check  that  word; 

"  Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jesi ;" 

forbidding,  by  an  act  of  eager  authority, — what  he  must  also  have  felt 
to  be  ao  act  of  self-control, — the  outpouring  of  those  magic  sounds 
which,  if  uttered,  would,  Instead  of  a  prison  becoming  the  lot  of  Fal- 
staff, have  conducted  him  to  the  coronation  dinner,  and  established 
him  as  chief  depositary  of  what  iu  afler  days  was  known  by  the  name 
of  backstairs  influence. 

Id  this  we  find  the  real  justification  of  what  has  generally  been 
stigmatized  as  the  harshness  of  Henry.  Dr.  Johnson,  with  some  in- 
dignatioa,  asks  why  should  Falstaff  be  sent  to  the  Fleet? — he  had 
done  nothing  suice  the  king's  accession  to  deserve  it.  I  answer,  he 
was  sent  to  the  Fleet  for  the  same  reason  that  he  was  banished  ten 
miles  from  court,  on  pain  of  death.  Henry  thought  it  necessary  that 
the  walls  of  a  prison  should  separate  him  from  the  seducing  influence 
of  one  than  whom  he  knew  many  a  better  man,  but  none  whom  it 
was  so  hard  to  miss.  He  felt  that  he  could  not,  in  his  speech  of 
predetermined  severity,  pursue  to  the  end  the  tone  of  harshness  to- 
wards his  old  companion.  He  had  the  nerve  to  begin  by  rebuking 
him  in  angry  terms  as  a  surfeit-swelled,  profane  old  man, — as  one 
who,  instead  of  employing  in  prayer  the  time  which  his  hoary  head 
indicated  was  not  to  be  of  long  duration  in  this  world,  disgraced  his 
declining  years  by  assuming  the  unseemly  occupations  of  fool  and 
jester, — as  one  whom  he  had  known  in  a  dream,  but  had  awakened  to 
despise, — as  one  who,  on  the  verge  of  the  gaping  grave,  occupied 
himself  in  the  pursuits  of  such  low  debauchery  as  excluded  him  from 
the  society  of  those  who  had  respect  for  themselves  or  their  charac- 
ter. But  he  cannot  so  continue ;  and  the  last  words  he  addresses  to 
him  whom  he  had  intended  to  have  cursed  altogether,  hold  forth 
a  promise  of  advancement,  with  an  affectionate  assurance  that  it  will 
be  such  as  is  suitable  to  his  "  strength  and  qualities."  If  in  public  he 
could  scarce  master  his  speech,  how  could  he  hope  in  private  to  mas- 
ter his  feelings?  No.  His  only  safety  was  in  utter  separation  :  it 
should  be  done,  and  he  did  it.  He  was  emancipated  by  violent  effort ; 
did  he  never  regret  the  ancient  thraldom  p  Shakspeare  is  silent :  but 
may  we  not  imagine  that  be  who  sate  crowned  with  the  golden  rigol 
of  England,  cast,  amid  all  his  splendours,  many  a  sorrowful  thought 
upon  that  old  famdiar  face  which  he  had  sent  to  gaze  upon  the  iron 
bars  of  the  Fleet? 

As  for  the  chief  justice,  he  never  appears  in  Falstaff's  presence, 
save  as  a  butt.  His  grave  lordship  has  many  solemn  admonitions, 
nay,  serious  threats  to  deliver;  but  he  departs  laughed  at  and  baffled. 
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Coming  to  demand  enptanation  of  the  affbir  at  Gadshill,  the  conrer- 
sation  endi  with  his  being  asked  for  the  loan  of  a  thousand  pounds. 
Interposing  to  procure  payment  of  the  debt  to  Dame  Quickly,  he  is 
told  that  she  go«s  about  the  town  saying  that  her  eldest  son  resembles 
him.  Fang  and  Snare,  bis  lordehip's  officers,  are  not  treated  with 
less  respect,  or  shaken  off*  with  less  ceremony.  As  for  the  other  fol- 
lowers  of  the  knight, — Pistol,  Nym,  Bardolph, — they  are,  by  office,  faia 
obsequious  dependents.  But  it  is  impossible  that  they  could  long 
hang  about  him  without  contracting,  unknown  even  to  themselTea, 
other  feeliugs  than  those  arising  from  the  mere  advantages  they  de- 
rived from  nia  service.  Death  is  the  test  of  all ;  and  when  that  of 
Falstaff  approaches,  the  dogged  Nym  reproaches  the  king  for  having 
run  bad  humours  on  the  knight ;  and  Pistol  in  swelling  tone,  breathing 
a  sigh  over  his  heart  "  fracted  and  corroborate,"  hastens  to  condole 
with  him.  Bardolph  wishes  that  he  was  with  him  wheresoever  he 
has  gone,  whether  to  heaven  or  hell :  he  has  followed  him  all  his 
life, — why  not  follow  him  in  death  ?  The  last  jest  has  been  at  his  own 
expense ;  but  what  matters  it  now  ?  In  other  times  Bardolph  could 
resent  the  everlasting  merriment  at  the  expense  of  his  nose — -ne  might 
wish  it  in  the  belly  of  the  jester  ;  but  that 's  past.  The  dying  knight 
compares  a  flea  upon  his  follower's  nose  to  a  blade  soul  burning  tn 
hell-fire  ;  and  no  remonstrance  is  now  made.  "  Let  him  joke  as  he 
likes,"  says  and  thinks  Bardolph  with  a  sigh,  "  the  fuel  is  gone  that 
maintained  that  Are.  He  never  will  supply  it  more;  nor  will  it,  in 
return,  supply  fuel  for  his  wit.  I  wish  that  It  could."  And  Quickly, 
whom  he  had  for  nine  and  twenty  years  robbed  and  cheated, — par- 
don me,  I  must  retract  the  words, — from  whom  he  had,  for  the 
space  of  a  generation,  levied  tax  and  tribute  as  matter  of  right  and 
due, — she  hovers  anxiously  over  his  dying  bed,  and,  with  a  pathos 
and  a  piety  well  befitting  her  calling,  soothes  his  departing  moments 
by  the  consolatory  aEsurance,  when  she  hears  him  uttering  the 
unaccustomed  appeal  to  God,  that  he  had  no  necessity  for  yet  trou- 
bling himself  with  thoughts  to  which  he  had  been  unused  during  the 
whole  length  of  their  acquaintance.  Blame  her  not  for  leaving  unper- 
formed the  duty  of  a  chaplain  :  it  was  not  her  vocation.  She  con- 
soled him  as  she  could, — and  the  kindest  of  us  can  do  no  more. 

Of  himself,  the  centre  of  the  circle,  I  have,  perhaps,  delayed  toe 
long  to  speak ;  but  the  effect  which  he  impresses  upon  all  the  vbirai- 
ary  characters  around,  marks  Shakspeare's  idea  that  he  was  to  make 
R  similar  impression  on  the  real  men  to  whom  he  was  transmitting 
him.  The  temptation  to  represent  the  gross  fat  man  upon  the  stage 
as  a  mere  buffoon,  and  to  turn  the  attention  of  the  spectators  to  the 
corporal  qualities  and  the  practical  jests  of  which  he  is  the  object, 
could  hardly  be  resisted  by  the  players  ;  and  the  popular  notion  of 
the  Falstan  of  tlie  stage  is,  that  he  is  no  better  than  an  uf^r-class 
Scapin.  A  proper  consideration,  not  merely  of  the  character  of  his 
mind  as  displayed  in  the  lavish  abundance  of  ever  ready  wit,  and  the 
sound  good  sense  of  his  searching  observation,  but  of  the  positim 
which  he  always  held  in  society,  should  have  freed  the  Falitaff  of 
the  cabinet  from  such  an  imputation.  It  has  not  generally  done  so. 
Nothing  can  be  more  false,  not, pact  fanti  viri,  more  unphilosophical, 
than  Dr.  Johnson's  critique  upon  his  character.  Accor£ng  to  him, 
"Falstaff  is  a  character  loaded  with  faults,  and  with  tliosc  faults  winch 
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naturalljr  produce  contempt.  He  is  a  tbief  and  a  gluttoa,  a  coward 
and  a  boaster,  always  ready  to  cheat  the  weak,  and  prey  upon  the 
poor ;  to  terrify  the  timorous,  and  insult  the  defenceless.  At  once 
obsequious  and  malignant,  he  satirises  In  tbeir  absence  thDse  whom 
he  lives  by  flattering.  He  is  familiar  with  the  prince  only  as  an 
agent  of  vice,  but  of  this  familiarity  he  is  so  proud,  as  not  only  to  be 
supercilious  and  haughty  with  common  men,  but  to  think  his  interest 
of  importance  to  the  Duke  ofLancaater.  Yet  the  man  thus  corrupt, 
thus  despicable,  makes  himself  necessary  to  the  prince  that  despises 
him,  by  the  most  pleasing  of  all  qualities,  perpetual  gaiety;  by  an 
unfailing  power  of  exciting  laughter,  which  is  the  more  freely  in- 
dulged, as  his  wit  is  not  of  tlie  splendid  or  ambitious  kind,  but  con- 
sists  in  easy  scapes  and  sallies  of  levity,  which  make  sport,  but  raise 
DO  envy.  It  must  be  observed,  that  he  is  stained  with  no  enormous 
or  sanguinary  crimes,  so  ibat  his  licentiousness  is  not  so  offensive  but 
that  it  may  be  borne  for  his  mirth. 

"  The  moral  to  be  drawn  from  this  representation  is,  that  no  man 
ia  more  dangerous  than  he  that,  with  a  will  to  corrupt,  hath  the  power 
to  please ;  and  that  neither  wit  nor  honesty  ought  to  think  themselves 
safe  with  such  a  companion,  when  they  see  Henry  seduced  by  Fal- 
staff." 

What  can  be  cheaper  than  the  venting  of  moral  apophth^ms 
such  as  that  which  concludes  the  critique?  Shakspeare,  who  had 
no  notion  of  copybook  ethics,  well  knew  that  Falstaffs  are  not  as 
plenty  as  blackberries,  and  that  the  moral  to  be  drawn  from  the  re- 
presentation is  no  more  than  that  great  powers  of  wit  will  fascinate, 
whether  they  be  joined  or  not  to  qualities  commanding  grave  esteem. 
In  the  commentary  I  have  just  quoted,  the  Doctor  was  thinking  of 
such  companions  as  Savage  ;  but  the  interval  is  wide  and  deep. 

How  idle  is  the  question  as  to  the  cowardice  of  Falstaff.  Mau- 
rice Morgann  wrote  an  essay  to  free  his  character  from  the  allega- 
tion; and  it  became  the  subject  of  keen  controversy.  Deeply  would 
the  knight  have  derided  the  discussion.  His  retreat  from  before 
Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  and  his  imitating  death  when  attacked 
br  Douglas,  are  the  points  mainly  dwelt  upon  by  those  who  moke 
him  a  coward,  I  shall  not  minutely  go  over  what  I  conceive  to  be 
a  silly  dispute  on  both  sides:  but  in  the  former  case  Shakspeare 
saves  his  honour  by  making  him  offer  at  least  some  resistance  to 
two  bold  and  vigorous  men  when  abandoned  by  his  companions; 
and,  in  the  latter,  what  fitting  antagonist  was  the  fat  and  blown  soldier 
of  three-score  for 

"  That  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglaa,  whose  well- labouring  sword 
Had  three  times  slain  the  appearance  ofthe  Icing  V 

He  did  no  more  than  what  Douglaa  himself  did  in  the  conclusion  of 
the  fight  i  overmatched,  the  renowned  warrior 

"  'Can  Tail  his  sloniacb,  and  did  grace  the  thsme 
Of  those  that  turned  their  backs ;  and,  in  hit  flight, 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took." 

Why  press  cowardice  on  Falstaff  more  than  upon  Douglas?  In  an 
age  when  men  of  all  ranks  engaged  in  personal  conflict,  we  find  him 
chosen  to  a  command  in  a  slaughterous  battle ;  he  leads  his  men  to 
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posts  of  imminent  peril ;  it  is  his  sword  which  Henry  viahes  to  bor- 
row when  about  to  engage  Percy,  and  he  refuses  to  lend  it  from  ita 
necessity  to  himself i  he  can  jest  coolly  in  the  midst  of  danger;  he 
is  deemed  worthy  of  employing  the  arm  of  Douglas  at  the  time  that 
Hotspur  engages  tlie  prince ;  Sir  John  Coleviile  yields  himself  bis 
prisoner ;  and,  except  in  the  jocular  conversations  among  his  own  cir- 
cle, no  word  is  breathed  that  he  has  not  performed,  and  is  not  read/ 
to  perform,  the  duties  of  a  soldier.  Even  the  attendant  of  the  chief 
justice,  with  the  assent  of  his  hostile  lordship,  admits  that  he  has 
done  good  service  at  Shrewsbury.  All  this,  and  much  more,  is  urged 
in  his  behalf  by  Maurice  Morgaan;  but  it  is  far  indeed  from  the  root 
of  the  matter. 

Of  his  being  a  tliicf  and  a  glutton  I  shall  say  a  few  words  anon  ;  but 
where  does  he  cheat  the  weak  or  prey  upon  the  poor, — where  terrify 
the  timorous  or  insult  the  defenceless, — where  is  he  obsequious,- 
where  malignant, — where  is  he  supercilious  and  haughty  with  com- 
mon men, — where  does  he  think  his  interest  of  importance  to  the 
Duke  of  Lancaster?  Of  this  last  charge  I  see  nothing  whatever  In 
the  play.  The  "  Duke"  of  Lancaster*  is  a  slip  of  the  Doctor's  pen. 
But  Falstaff  nowhere  extends  his  patronage  to  Prince  John  ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  asks  from  the  prince  the  favour  of  his  good  report 
to  the  King,  adding,  when  he  is  alone,  that  the  sober-blooded  boy 
did  not  love  him.  He  is  courteous  of  manner ;  but,  so  far  JTom  b^g 
obsequious,  he  assumes  the  command  wherever  he  goes.  He  is  jocu- 
larly satirical  of  speech ;  but  he  who  has  attached  to  him  so  many 
jesting  companions  for  such  a  series  of  years,  never  could  have  been 
open  to  the  reproach  of  malignity.  If  the  sayings  of  Johnson  himself 
about  Goldsmith  and  Garrick,  for  example,  were  gathered,  must  he  not 
have  allowed  them  to  be  far  more  calculated  to  hurt  their  feelings 
than  anything  Falstalf  ever  said  of  Poins  or  Hal  ?  and  yet  would 
lie  not  recoil  from  the  accusation  of  being  actuated  by  malignant 
feelings  towards  men  whom,  in  spite  of  wayward  conversations,  he 
honoured,  admired,  and  loved  ? 

Let  us  consider  for  a  moment  who  and  what  Falstaff  was.  Tfyon 
put  him  back  to  the  actual  era  in  which  his  date  is  fixed,  and  judge 
him  by  the  manners  of  that  time;  a  knight  of  the  days  perhaps  of 
Edward  III. — at  all  events  of  Henry  IV. — was  a  man  not  to  be  con- 
founded with  the  knights  spawned  in  our  times.  A  knight  then  was 
not  far  from  the  rank  of  peer ;  and  with  peers,  merely  by  the  virtue  i^ 
his  knighthood,  he  habitually  associated  as  their  eaual.  Even  if  we 
judge  of  him  by  the  repute  of  knights  in  the  days  wnen  his  character 
was  written, — and  in  dealing  with  Shakspeare  it  is  always  safe  to  cwii- 
sider  him  as  giving  himself  small  trouble  to  depart  from  the  manners 
which  be  saw  around  him, — the  knights  of  Elizabeth  were  men  of  the 
highest  class.  The  queen  conferred  the  honour  with  much  difficulty, 
and  insisted  that  it  should  not  be  disgraced.     Sir  John  Falstaff,  if  his 

•  He  is  once  called  ao  by  Westmoreland,  Second  Part  at  Henrv  IV.  Act  it. 
Sc.  I. 

"  Health  aud  fair  greeting  fiom  our  general. 
The  priuce  Lord  John  and  Duke  of  Dmcaster;" 
but  it  occurs  nowhere  elae,  and  we  must  not  place  much  reliance  on  Ibe  autbenli- 
cily  or  the  verba!  accuracy  of  such  veraes.     lie  was  Prince  John  of  Lancaster, 
and  afterwanls  Duke  of  Bedford.  Tlie  king  was  then,  as  (he  king  is  now,  Duke 
of  IdDcvter. 
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mirth  and  frit  inclined  him  to  lead  a  reclcless  life,  held  no  less  rank 
in  the  society  of  the  day  than  the  Earl  of  Rochester  in  the  time  of 
Charles  II.  Henry  IV.  disapproves  of  his  son's  mixing  with  the 
loose  revellers  of  the  town ;  but  admits  Falstaff  unreproved  to  his 
presence.  When  he  is  anxious  to  break  the  acquaintance,  he  makes 
no  objection  to  the  station  of  Sir  John,  but  sends  him  with  PrinceJohn 
of  Lancaster  against  the  archbishop  and  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land. His  objection  is  not  that  the  knight,  by  his  rank,  is  no  fitting 
companion  for  a  son  of  his  own,  but  that  he  can  better  trust  him  with 
the  steadier  than  the  more  mercurial  of  the  brothers. 

We  find  by  incidental  notices  that  he  was  reared,  when  a  boy,  page 
to  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  head  of  one  of  the  greatest 
4iouseB  that  ever  was  in  England,  and  the  personal  antagonist  of  him 
who  was  afterwards  Henry  IV  ;  that  he  was  in  his  youth  on  familiar 
terms  with  John  of  Gaunt,  the  first  men  of  the  land  afler  the  death  of 
his  father  and  brother ;  and  that,  through  all  his  life,  he  had  been  fa- 
miliar with  the  lofty  and  distinguished.  We  can,  therefore,  conjec- 
ture what  had  been  his  youth  and  his  manhood ;  we  see  what  he  ac- 
tually is  in  dcclinlDg  age.  In  this,  if  I  mistake  not,  will  be  found  the 
true  solution  of  the  character;  here  is  what  the  French  call  the  mot 
^iniffme.  Conscious  of  powers  and  talents  far  surpassing  those  of  the 
ordinary  run  of  men,  he  finds  himself  outstripped  in  the  race.  He 
must  have  seen  many  a  man  whom  he  utterly  despised  rising  over 
hia  head  to  honours  and  emoluments.  Tlie  very  persons  upon  whom, 
it  would  appear  to  Doctor  Johnson,  be  was  intruding,  were  many  of 
them  his  early  companions, — many  more  his  Juniors  at  courL  He 
might  have  attended  his  old  patron,  the  duke,  at  Coventry,  upon  St. 
Lambert's  day,  when  Bichard  II,  flung  down  the  warder  amidst  the 
greatest  men  of  England.  If  he  Jested  in  the  tilt-yard  with  John  of 
Gaunt,  could  he  feel  that  any  material  obstacle  prevented  him  from 
mixing  with  those  who  composed  the  court  of  John  of  Gaunt's  son  ? 

In  fact,  he  is  a  dissipated  man  of  rank,  with  a  thousand  times  more 
wit  than  ever  fell  to  the  lot  of  all  the  men  of  rank  in  the  world.  But 
he  has  ill  played  his  cards  in  life.  He  grumbles  not  at  the  advance- 
ment of  men  of  his  own  order;  but  the  bitter  drop  of  his  soul  over- 
flows when  he  remembers  how  he  and  that  cheeseparing  Shallow  began 
the  world,  and  reflects  that  the  starveling  justice  has  land  and  beeves, 
while  he,  the  wit  and  the  gentleman,  is  penniless,  and  living  from 
hand  to  mouth  by  the  casual  shifts  of  the  day.  He  looks  at  the  good- 
ly dwelling  and  the  riches  of  him  whom  he  had  once  so  tlioroughly 
contemned,  with  an  inward  pang  that  he  has  scarcely  a  roof  under 
which  he  can  lay  his  head.  The  tragic  Macbeth,  in  the  agony  of  his 
last  struggle,  acknowledges  with  a  deep  despair  that  the  things  that 
should  accompany  old  age, — as  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of 
friends, — he  must  not  look  to  have.  The  comic  Falstalf  says  nothing 
on  the  subject ;  but,  by  the  choice  of  such  associates  as  Gardolpb,  Pis- 
tol, and  the  rest  of  that  following,  he  tacitly  declares  that  he  too  has 
lost  the  advantages  which  should  be  attendant  on  years.  No  curses 
loud  or  deep  have  accompanied  his  festive  career, — its  conclusion  is 
not  the  less  sad  on  that  account :  neglect,  forgotten  friendships,  ser- 
vices overlooked,  shared  pleasures  unremembered,  and  fair  occasions 
gone  for  ever  by,  haunt  him,  no  doubt,  as  sharply  as  the  consciousness 
of  deserving  univeisul  hatred  galls  the  soul  of  Macbeth. 
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And  we  may  pursue  tbe  uaaSogy  farther  without  an;  undue  strain- 
ing. All  other  hope  lost,  the  confident  tyrant  shut*  himself  up  in 
>KhBt  he  deems  an  impregnaUe  fortress,  and  relies  for  yerj  aaietj 
upon  his  interpretatitHi  <^  tbe  dark  swings  of  riddling  witches.  Di- 
vested of  tlie  picturesque  and  siqieniaUirtu  horror  of  the  tragedy,  Mac- 
beth is  here  represented  as  driven  to  his  last  resource,  and  dependent 
for  life  otif  upon  chances,  the  dubiousness  of  which  he  can  hardly  con- 
ceal from  himself.  The  Boar's  Head  in  Eastcheap  is  not  the  castle  of 
Dunsinone,  any  more  than  the  conversation  of  Dame  Quickly  and 
Doll  Tearsheet  is  that  of  the  Weird  Sisters  ;  but  in  the  comedy,  too^ 
we  have  the  nian,, powerful  in  his  own  way,  driven  to  his  last  "frank," 
and  looking  to  the  chance  of  the  hour  for  the  living  of  the  hour,  Hope 
after  hope  has  broken  down,  as  prophecy  afler  prophecy  has  been  dis- 
covered to  be  juggling  and  fallacious.  He  has  trusted  that  Au  Bimatn 
Wood  would  not  come  to  Dugsinane,  and  yet  it  comes ; — that  no  man 
not  of  woman  born  is  to  cross  his  path,  and  lo !  the  man  is  here. 
What  then  remains  for  wit  or  warrior  when  all  is  lost— when  the  last 
stake  is  gone — when  no  chance  of  another  can  be  dreamt  of — when 
the  gleaming  visions  that  danced  before  th^  eyes  are  found  to  be 
nothing  but  mist  and  mirage  7  What  remains  :Ebr  them  but  to  die  F — 
And  so  they  do. 

With  such  feelings,  what  can  Falstaff,  after  having  gone  through 
a  life  of  adventure,  care  about  the  repute  of  courage  or  cowar- 
dice ?  To  divert  the  prince,  be  engages  in  a  wild  enterprise, — no- 
thing more  than  what  would  be  called  a  "  lark"  now.  When  deer- 
stealing  ranked  as  no  higher  offence  than  robbing  orchards, — not  in- 
deed  so  high  as  the  taking  a  slice  off  a  loaf  by  a  wandering  beggar, 
which  some  weeks  ago  has  sent  the  vagrant  who  committed  the 
"crime"  to  seven  years'  transportation, — such  robberies  as  those  at 
Gadshill,  especially  as  all  parties  well  knew  that  tbe  money  taken 
there  was  surely  to  be  repaid,  as  we  find  it  is  in  the  end,*  were  of  a 
comparatively  venial  nature.  Old  father  antic,  the  Law,  had  not  yet 
established  his  undoubted  supremacy  ;  and  taking  purses,  even  in  tbe 
days  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  was  not  absolutely  incompatible  with  genti- 
lity. The  breaking  up  of  the  great  households  and  families  by  the 
wars  of  the  Roses,  the  suppression  of  the  monasteries  and  the  confis* 

•  Henry  TV.  Part  1,  Aci  iii.  Sc,  3. 

"  Fal.  Now  Hal,  to  the  newi  at  court :  for  the  robbery,  Ud  i 
lloH  is  that  answered  ? 

P.  Hen.  My  sweet  beef,  I  most 

Still  be  good  aogel  to  thee. 
Tbe  money  is  paid  back. 

Fal.  I  do  not  like 

That  Mying  back ;  it  is  a  double  labour. 
P.  Am.  1  am  good  frieods  widi  my  fiitber,  and  may  do  anydiiiig. 
Fal.  Rob  me  tne  e^ichequer,  the  fiist  tiling  thou  dost ; 
And  do't  with  unwashed  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord," 

The  quiet  and  business-like  manner  in  which  Bsrdolph  enforces  on  the  heir- 
apparent  his  master's  reasonable  proposition  of  robbing  the  exchequer,  is  wor- 
thy of  that  pLsiu  and  slrsightforward  character.  I  have  always  considered  it  a 
i^aier  hardship  that  Bardolph  should  be  han^  "  for  pii  of  tittle  price"  by  as 
oil]  companion  at  Gadsbill,  than  that  Falstaff  should  have  beeu  baniriied.  Bat 
Shnkspeare  nanled  to  get  rid  of  the  party ;  and  aa,  in  fact,  a  soldier  was  hang- 
ed in  the  army  of  Henry  V.  for  such  a  theft,  tbe  oppottuoity  was  aKbrded.  1m 
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cation  of  church  property  by  Henrv  VIII,  added  to  the  adren- 
turoiiB  spirit  generated  throughout  all  Europe  by  the  dijcovery  of 
America,  had  thrown  upon  the  world  "  men  of  action,"  as  they  called 
thetDeelves,  without  any  resources  but  what  lay  in  their  right  hands. 
Younger  members  of  broken  houses,  or  aspirants  for  the  newly  lost 
honours  or  the  ease  of  the  cloister,  did  not  well  know  wimt  to  do 
with  themselres.  They  were  too  idle  to  dig ;  they  were  ashamed  to 
b^ ; — and  why  not  apply  at  home  the  admirable  maxim, 
"Hist  they  should  take  who  have  the  power. 
And  they  should  keep  who  can," 
which  was  acted  upon  with  so  much  success  beyond  the  sea.  The 
same  causes  which  broke  down  the  nobility,  and  crippled  the  re* 
sources  of  the  church,  deprived  the  retainers  of  the  great  baron,  and 
the  sharers  of  the  dole  of  the  monastery,  of  their  accustomed  mode  of 
living  ;  and  robbery  in  these  classes  was  considered  the  most  venial  of 
offences.  To  the  system  of  poor  laws,- — a  system  worthy  of  being  pro- 
jected ■<  in  great  Eliza's  golden  time"  by  the  greatest  philosopher  of 
that  day,  or,  with  one  exception,  of  any  other  day, — are  we  indebted 
for  that  general  respect  for  property  which  renders  the  profession  of 
a  thief  infamous,  and  consigns  him  to  the  hulks,  or  the  tread-mill, 
without  compassion.  But  I  must  not  wander  into  historical  disquisi- 
tions ;  though  no  subject  would,  in  its  proper  place,  be  more  interest- 
ing than  a  minute  speculation  upon  the  gradual  working  of  the  poor- 
law  system  on  English  society.  It  would  form  one  of  the  most  re- 
marl^le  chapters  in  that  great  work  yet  to  be  written,  '■  The  His- 
tory of  the  Lowett  Order  from  the  earliest  times," —  a  work  of  far 
more  importance,  of  deeper  philosophy,  and  more  picturesque  ro- 
mance, tlian  all  the  chronicles  of  what  are  called  the  great  events  of 
the  earth.  Elsewhere  let  me  talk  of  this.  I  must  now  get  back 
again  to  Falstaff. 

His  Gadshill  adventure  was  a  jest, — a  jest,  perhaps,  repeated  after 
too  many  precedents;  but  still,  according  to  the  fashion  and  the  hu- 
mour of  the  time,  nothing  more  than  a  jest.  His  own  view  of  such 
transactions  is  recorded  ;  he  considers  Shallow  as  a  fund  of  jesting  to 
amuse  the  prince,  remarking  that  it  is  easy  to  amuse  "  with  a  sad 
brow"  (with  a  solemnity  of  appearance)  "  a  fellow  that  never  had 
the  ache  in  his  shoulders."  What  was  to  be  accomplished  by  turning 
the  foolish  justice  into  ridicule,  was  also  to  be  done  by  inducing  the 
true  prince  to  become  for  a  moment  a  false  thief.  The  serious  face 
of  robbery  was  assumed  "  to  keep  Prince  Harry  in  perpetual  laugh- 
ter." That,  in  Falstaff's  circumstances,  the  money  obtained  by  the 
night's  exploit  would  be  highly  acceptable,  cannot  be  doubted ;  but 
the  real  object  was  to  amuse  the  prince.  He  had  no  idea  of  making 
an  exhibition  of  bravery  on  surJi  an  occasion ;  Poins  well  knew  hia 
man  when  he  said  beforehand,  "  As  for  the  third,  if  he  fight  longer 
than  he  see  reason,  I'll  forswear  arms:"  his  end  was  as  much  ob- 

king  is  not  concerned  in  the  otder  (or  )ib  execution  however,  which  is  XtSl  wiUi 
the  Duke  of  Exeter. 

I  have  omitted  a  word  or  two  from  the  ordinary  editions  in  the  above  quota- 
lion,  which  are  useless  to  the  sense  aiid  spoil  the  metre.  A  careful  coDsidecatioD 
of  Falstaft  'a  speeches  will  show  that,  though  they  are  sometimes  printed  as 
prose,  they  are  in  almost  alt  cases  metiical.  Indeed,  I  do  not  think  that  there  is 
much  prose  in  any  of  Shakspeare's  plays. 
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tuned  by  the  prince's  jokes  upon  his  cowardice.  It  was  no  matter 
whether  he  invented  what  tended  to  laughter,  or  whether  it  was  io- 
vented  upon  bim.  The  object  was  won  so  the  laughter  was  in  any 
manner  excited.  The  exaggerated  tale  of  the'miBbegotten  knaves  in 
Kendal-green,  and  his  other  lies,  gross  and  mountainous,  are  told  with 
no  other  purpose;  aod  one  is  almost  tempted  to  believe  him  when  he 
says  that  he  knew  who  were  his  assailants,  and  ran  for  their  greater 
amusement.  At  all  events,  it  is  evident  that  he  cares  nothing  od 
the  subject.  He  offers  a  jocular  defence;  but  immediately  passes 
to  matter  of  more  importance  than  the  question  of  his  standing  or 
running ; 

"  Bui,  tads,  I  'm  glad  you  have  the  money.    Hostess  1 

Clap  to  the  doors ;  watch  to-night,  pray  to-morrow. 

GallBnU,  lads,  boya,  liearts-o'-gold  I     All  the  titles  of 

Good  fellowship  come  to  you  !"• 

The  money  is  had ;  the  means  of  enjoying  it  are  at  hand.  Why 
waste  our  time  in  inquiring  how  it  has  been  brought  here,  or  per* 
mit  nonsensical  discussions  on  my  valour  or  cowardice  to  delay  for  a 
moment  the  jovial  appearance  of  the  bottle  7 

I  see  no  traces  of  his  being  a  glutton.     His  roundness  of  paunch  is 
no  proof  of  gormandising  propensities ;  in  fact,  the  greatest  eaters 
are  generally  thin  and  spare.    When  Henry  is  running  over  the  bead- 
roll  of  his  vices,  we  meet  no  charge  of  gluttony  urged  against  him. 
"  There  is  a  devil 
Haunts  thee  i'  the  likeness  of  a  fat  old  man ; 
A  ton  of  man  is  thy  companion. 
Why  dost  thou  cunverse  with  that  trunk  of  humours. 
That  bolting-hutch  of  beastliness,  that  swoln  parcel  of 
Dropsies,  that  huge  bombard  of  sack,  that  stuffed 
Cloakhag  of  cuts,  (hat  roasted  Manningtree  ox 
With  the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice. 
That  giey  iniquity,  that  father  ruffian. 
That  vanity  in  years  ?     Wherein  is  he  good 
But  to  taaie  sack,  and  drink  it  1     Wherein  neat 
And  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon,  and  eat  it?''* 
The  sack  and  sugar  Falstaff  admits  readily;  of  addiction  to  the  gross- 
er pleasures  of  the  table  neither  he  nor  his  accuser  says  a  word.    Ca- 
pon is  light  eating  ;  and  his  neatness  in  carving  gives  an  impression 
of  delicacy  in  the  observances  of  the  board.      He  appears  to  have 
been  fond  of  capon  ;  for  it  figures  in  the  tavern-bill  found  in  his 
pockets  as  the  only  eatable  beside  the  stimulant  anchovy  for  supper, 
and  the  halfpenny- worth  of  bread.     Nor  does  his  conversation  ever 
turn  upon  gastrunomical  topics.     The  bottle  supplies  an  endless  suc- 
cession of  jests  ;  the  dish  scarcely  contributes  one. 

We  must  observe  that  Falstaff  is  never  represented  as  drunk,  or 
even  affected  by  wine.  The  copious  potations  of  sack  do  not  cloud 
his  intellect,  or  embarrass  his  tongue.  He  is  always  self-possessed,  and 
ready  to  pour  forth  his  floods  of  acute  wit.  In  this  he  forms  a  con- 
trast to  Sir  Toby  Belch.     The  discrimination  between  these  tvo  cha- 

*  These  passages  also  are  printed  as  prose  :  I  have  not  altsred  a  single 
letter,  and  the  reader  nill  see  not  only  thai  they  are  dramatical  blank-veise, 
but  dramatical  blank'Verae  of  a  very  excellent  kind.  After  all  the  editions  of 
Shakspeare,  another  is  sadly  wanted.  The  text  Ibroughoul  requires  a  search- 
ing critical  revision. 
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racters  is  very  niiuterly.  Both  are  knights,  both  convivial,  both  fond 
of  loose  or  jocular  society,  both  somewhat  in  advance  of  their  youth — 
there  are  many  outward  points  of  similitude,  and  yet  the}'  are  as  dis- 
tinct as  ProBpero  and  Poloniua.  The  Illyrian  knight  is  of  a  lower  class 
of  mind.  His  jests  are  mischievous;  Fal  staff  never  commits  a  practi- 
cal joke.  Sir  Toby  delights  in  brawling  and  tumult ;  Sir  Jcrfin  pre- 
fers the  ease  of  his  own  inn.  Sir  Toby  sings  songs,  joins  iu  catches, 
and  rejoices  in  making  a  noise ;  Sir  John  knows  too  well  his  powers 
of  wit  and  conversation  to  think  it  necessary  to  make  any  display,  and 
he  hates  disturbance.  Sir  Toby  is  easily  affected  by  liquor  and  roy- 
stering ;  Sir  John  rises  from  the  board  as  cool  as  when  he  sate  down. 
The  blight  of  Illyria  had  nothing  to  cloud  his  mind;  he  never  as- 

Eired  to  higher  things  than  he  has  attained ;  he  lives  a  jolly  life  in  the 
Dusehold  of  his  niece,  feasting,  drinking,  singing,  rioting,  playing 
tricks  from  one  end  of  the  year  to  the  other  :  his  wishes  are  gratified, 
his  hopes  unblighted.  I  have  endeavoured  to  show  that  Falstaff  was 
the  contrary  of  all  this.  And  we  must  remark  that  the  tumultuous 
Toby  has  some  dash  of  romance  in  him,  of  which  no  trace  can  be 
found  in  the  English  knight.  The  wit  and  grace,  the  good-humour  and 
good  looks  of  Maria,  conquer  Toby's  heart,  and  he  is  in  love  with  ber 
■^love  expressed  in  rough  fashion,  but  love  sincere.  Could  we  gee  him 
some  dozen  years  af^r  his  marriage,  we  should  find  him  sobered 
down  into  a  respectable,  hospitable,  and  domestic  country  gentleman, 
surrouuded  by  a  happy  family  of  curly-headed  Illyrians,  and  much 
fonder  of  bis  wife  than  of  his  bottle.  We  can  never  so  consider  of  Fal- 
staff;  he  must  always  be  a  dweller  in  clubs  and  taverns,  a  perpetual 
diner-out  at  gentlemen's  parties,  or  a  frequenter  of  haunts  where  he 
will  not  be  disturbed  by  the  presence  of  ladies  of  condition  or  charac- 
ter. In  the  "  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor," — I  may  remark,  in  passing, 
that  the  Falstaff  of  that  play  is  a  different  conception  from  the  Fal- 
■taff  of  Henry  IV,  and  an  inferior  one, — his  love  is  of  a  very  practical 
and  unromantic  nature.  The  ladies  whom  he  addresses  are  beyond  a 
certain  age;  and  his  passion  is  inspired  by  his  hopes  of  making  them 
his  East  and  West  Indies, — by  their  tables  and  their  purses.  No ; 
Falstaff  never  could  have  married, — he  was  better  "  accommodated 
than  with  a  wife."  He  might  have  paid  his  court  to  old  Mistress  Ur- 
sula, and  sworn  to  marry  her  weekly  from  the  time  when  he  perceiv- 
ed the  first  white  hair  on  his  chin  ;  but  the  oath  was  never  kept,  and 
we  see  what  was  the  motive  of  his  love,  when  we  find  him  sending 
her  a  letter  by  his  page  after  he  has  been  refused  credit  by  Master 
Dombledon,  unless  he  can  offer  something  better  than  the  rather  un- 
marketable security  of  himself  and  Bardolph. 

We  must  also  observe  that  he  never  laughs.  Others  laugh  with 
him,  or  at  him  -,  but  no  laughter  from  him  who  occasions  or  per- 
mits it.  He  jests  with  a  sad  brow.  The  wit  which  he  profusely 
scatters  about  is  from  the  head,  not  the  heart.  Its  satire  is  slight, 
and  never  malignant  or  affronting  ;  but  still  it  is  satirical,  and  seldom 
joyous.  It  is  anything  but^un.  Original  genius  and  long  practice 
have  rendered  it  easy  and  familiar  to  him,  and  he  uses  it  as  a  matter  of 
business.  He  has  too  much  philosophy  to  show  that  he  feels  himself 
misplaced;  we  discover  his  feelings  by  slight  indications,  which  are, 
however,  quite  sufficient.  I  fear  tliat  this  conception  of  the  charac- 
ter could  never  be  rendered  popular  on  the  stage ;  but  I  have  heard 
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in  private  the  pert  of  Falstaff  r«ad  with  a  perfectly  grave,  Boleran, 
■low,  deep,  and  sonoroiu  voice,  touched  occasioaally  somewhat  with 
the  l»t>keD  tone  of  age,  from  lieginoiog  to  eod,  with  admirable  e&ct. 
But  I  cftn  imagine  him  painted  according  to  my  idea.  He  is  always 
caricatured.  Not  to  refer  to  ordinary  drawings,  I  remember  one 
executed  by  the  reverend  and  very  clever  author  of  the  "Mise- 
ries of  Human  Life,"  (an  engraving  of  which,  if  I  do  not  mistake, 
used  to  hang  in  Ambrose's  parlour  in  Edinburgh,  in  the  actual  room 
which  was  the  primary  seat  of  the  "  Noctes  Ambroaianc,")  and  the 
painter  had  exerted  aH  his  art  in  making  the  face  seamed  with  the 
deep-drawn  wrinkles  and  lines  of  a  hanl  drinker  and  a  constant 
laugher.    Now,  had  jolly  Bacchus 

"  Set  the  trace  io  his  ftce  that  a  toper  will  tell," 
should  we  not  have  it  carefully  noted  by  those  who  everlastingly 
joked  upon  his  appearance?  should  we  not  have  found  his  Malm- 
sey nose,  his  whelks  and  buhukles,  his  exhalations  and  meteors, 
at  duly  described  as  those  of  Bardolph  ?  A  laughing  countenance  he 
certainly  had  not.  Jests  such  as  his  are  not,  like  Italph'i,  "  lost,  un- 
less you  print  the  fece."  The  leering  wink  in  the  eye  introduced  into 
this  portraiture  is  also  wrong,  if  intended  to  represent  the  h^tual 
look  of  the  man.  The  chief  justice  assures  us  that  hia  eyes  were 
moist  like  those  of  other  men ''of  his  time  of  life  ;  and,  without  his  lord- 
ship's assurance,  we  may  be  certain  that  Pelstaff  seldom  played  tricks 
widi  them.  He  rises  before  me  as  an  elderly  and  very  corpulent 
gentleman,  dressed  like  other  military  men  of  the  time,  [of  Elizabeth, 
observe,  not  Henry,]  yellow-cheekeu,  white-hearded,  double-chinned, 
with  a  gond-humoured  but  grave  expression  of  countenance,  sen- 
suality in  the  lower  features  of  his  face,  higb  intellect  in  the  upper. 

Such  is  the  idea  I  have  formed  of  Falsti^,  and  perhaps  some  may 
think  I  am  right  It  required  no  ordinary  genius  to  carry  such  a 
character  through  so  great  a  variety  of  incidents  with  so  perfect 
a  consistency.  It  is  not  a  difficult  thing  to  depict  a  man  txirroded 
by  care  within,  yet  appearing  gay  and  at  ease  without,  if  you  every 
moment  pull  the  macliinery  to  pieces,  as  children  do  their  toys,  to 
show  what  is  inside.  But  the  true  art  is  to  let  the  attendant  cir- 
cumstances bespeak  the  character,  without  being  obliged  to  label 
him :  "  Here  you  may  see  the  tyrant ;"  or,  "  Hen  is  tAe  man  heavy  <f 
heart,  light  of  manner."  Your  ever-melancholy  and  ostentatiously 
broken-hearted  heroes  are  felt  to  be  bores,  endurable  only  on  account 
of  the  occasional  beauty  of  the  poetry  in  which  they  figure.  We 
grow  tired  of  "  the  gloom  the  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  wore,"  &c.  and 
sympathise  as  little  with  perpetual  lamentations  over  mental  suffer- 
ings endured,  or  said  to  be  endured,  by  active  youth  and  manhood, 
as  we  should  be  with  its  ceaseless  complaints  of  the  physical  pain 
of  corns  or  toothache.  The  death-bed  of  FalstaS^,  told  in  the^iatoM  of 
Dame  Quickly  to  her  debauched  and  profligate  auditory,  is  a  thou- 
sand times  more  pathetic  to  those  who  have  looked  upon  the  world 
with  reflective  eye,  than  all  the  morbid  mournings  of  Childe  Harold 
and  his  poetical  progeny. 

At  the  table  of  Shallow,  laid  in  his  arbour,  Falstaff  is  cotnpened 
by  the  eager  hospitality  of  his  host  to  sit,  much  against  his  will, 
^e  wit  of  the  court  endures  the  tipsy  garrulity  of  the  prattling 
justice,  the  drunken  harmonies  of  Silence,  whose  tongue  is  loosed 
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by  the  nek  to  chaunt  but-endi  of  old-fuhioned  ballads,  the  biu- 
tiing  awkwardness  of  Davy,  and  the  loDg-known  ale-house  style  of 
cooversation  of  Bardolph,  without  uttering  a  word  except  some  few 
phrases  of  common-place  courtesy.  He  feels  that  he  is  in  mind 
and  thought  far  above  his  company.  Was  that  the  only  company  in 
which  the  same  accident  had  befallen  him?  Certainly  not;  it  had 
be&Hen  him  in  many  a  mansion  more  honoured  than  that  of  Shal- 
low, and  amid  society  loftier  In  name  and  prouder  in  place.  Mis 
talent,  and  the  use  to  which  he  had  turned  it,  had  as  completely 
disjoined  him  in  heart  from  those  among  whom  he  mixed,  or  might 
have  mixed,  as  it  did  from  the  pippin-and-caraway-eating  party  in 
Gloucestershire.  The  members  c^  his  court  are  about  him,  but 
not  of  him ;  they  are  all  intended  for  use.  Frnn  Shallow  he  bor- 
rows a  thousand  pounds ;  and,  as  the  justice  cannot  appreciate  his  wit, 
ha  wastes  it  not  upon  him,  but  uses  other  methods  of  ingratiating 
bimtdC  Henry  delights  in  his  conversation  and  manoer,  and  there- 
fore aU  his  fkscinatiooB  are  exerted  to  win  the  favour  of  one  from 
whom  so  many  advantages  might  be  expected.  He  lives  in  the  world 
alone  and  apart,  so  far  as  true  community  of  thought  with  others  is 
concerned ;  and  his  main  business  in  Ufe  is  to  get  through  the  day. 
That — the  day — is  his  real  enemy ;  he  rises  to  fight  it  in  the  morn- 
ing;  be  gets  through  its  various  dangers  as  well  as  he  can ;  some 
difficulties  he  meets,  some  he  avoids ;  he  shuns  those  who  ask  him  for 
money,  seeks  those  from  whom  he  may  obtain  it;  lounges  here,  hus- 
tles there ;  talks,  drinks,  jokes,  schemes ;  and  at  last  his  foe  is 
slain,  when  light  and  its  troubles  depart.  "  The  day  is  gone — the 
night 's  our  own."  Courageously  has  he  put  an  end  to  one  of  the 
three  hundred  and  sixty-five  tormentors  which  he  has  yearly  to  en- 
dure ;  and  to-morrow — why — as  was  to-day,  so  to-morrow  shall  be. 
At  dl  events  I  shall  not  leave  the  sweet  of  the  night  unpicked,  to 
think  anything  more  about  it.  Bring  me  a  cup  of  sack  !  Let  us  be 
merry  I  Does  he  ever  think  of  what  were  his  hopes  and  prospects 
at  the  time,  when  was 

"Jack  FalataS,DOw  Sir  John,  a  boy. 
And  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk  V 

Perhaps  I but  he  chases  away  the  intrusive  reflection  by  another 

cup  of  sack  and  a  fresh  gaily  of  humour. 

Dryden  maintained  that  Shakspeare  killed  Mercutio,  because,  if 
he  bad  not,  Mercutio  would  have  killed  him.  In  spite  of  the  autho- 
rity of 

"  All  those  pTcfacei  of  Dryden, 
For  these  our  critics  much  confide  io," 

Glorious  John  is  here  mistaken.  Mercutio  is  killed  precisely  in  the  part 
of  the  drama  where  his  death  is  requisite.  Not  an  incident,  scarcely 
a  sentence,  in  this  most  skilfully  managed  play  of  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
can  be  omitted  or  misplaced.  But  I  do  tnink  that  Shakspeare  was 
unwilling  to  hazard  the  reputation  of  FalstafTby  producing  him  again 
in  connexion  with  his  old  companion,  Hal,  on  the  stage.  The  dancer 
in  the  epilogue  of  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  promises  the  audi- 
ence,  that  "  if  you  be  not  too  much  cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble 
author  will  continue  the  story,  with  bir  John  in  it,  and  make  you 
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merry  wttli  fair  Katharine  of  France  ;  where,  for  anv  thing  I  know, 
Falstaff  shall  die  of  a  Bweat,  unless  already  he  be  killed  with  your 
bard  opinions.""  The  audience  was  not  cloyed  with  fat  meat.  Sir 
John  was  not  killed  with  their  bard  opinions ;  he  was  popular  from  tlie 
first  hour  of  his  appearance:  but  Shakspearc  never  kept  his  word. 
It  was  the  dramatist,  not  the  public,  who  killed  his  hero  in  the  open- 
ing scenes  of  Henry  V ;  for  he  knew  not  how  to  interlace  him  with 
the  story  of  Agincourt.  There  Henry  was  to  be  lord  of  all ;  and  it 
was  matter  of  necessity  that  his  old  master  should  disappear  from 
the  scene.  He  parted  therefore  even  jusl  between  twelve  and  one, 
e'en  at  turning  of  the  tide,  and  we  shall  never  see  him  again  until 
the  waters  of  some  Avon,  here  or  elsewhere, — it  is  a  good  Celtic 
name  for  rivers  in  general, — shall  once  more  bathe  the  limbs  of  the 
like  of  him  who  was  laid  for  his  last  earthly  sleep  under  a  grave- 
stone bearing  a  disregarded  inscription,  on  the  north  side  of  the 
chancel  in  the  great  church  at  Stratford. 

W.M. 
*  I  consider  (liis  epilogue  lo  be  in  blaiik'Terse, — 

"  First  my  fear,  [hen  my  courtesy,  then  my  speech,"  Sec. 
but  some  slight  alteratiani  should  be  made :  the  transposition  of  a  coople  of 
words  will  make  the  passage  here  quoted  meliical. 

"One  word  more  I  beseech  you.     If  you  be  not 

Too  much  cloved  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author 

The  tiory  will  continue  with  Sir  John  in  't. 

And  make  you  merry  with  fkir  Kate  of  France.    Where 

(For  any  thing  1  know)  Falstaff  shall  die  of 

A  sweat,  unless  already  he  be  killed  with 

Your  hard  opinions ;  Oldcastle  died  a  martyr. 

And  this  is  not  the  man. 

My  tongue  is  weary,  when  my  legs  are  too, 

I  'it  bid  you  good-ni^ht;  and  kneel  down  before  you, 

Bnt  indeed  to  pra;  for  the  queen." 


EPIGRAM. 

TwAS  thought  that  all  who  dined  on  hare. 
For  seveo  days  after,  grew  most  feir : 
Fanny,  it  seems,  this  tale  believed. 
When  I  from  her  a  hare  received :  • 

But  if  the  tale  be  true,  odsfish .' 
Fanny  has  never  tried  the  dish. 
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The  world  \a  about  equally  divided  into  two  parts;  viz.  the  first 
and  mott  unfortunate  part,  who  have  made  trips  by  steam ;  and  the 
other,  whose  ill-luck'is  to  come,  and  who  have  not  yet  been  subject  to 
the  "  vapours."  Both  of  these  divisions  of  society  frill  be  equally  in- 
terested in  my  narratiip ;  one  will  see  a  faithful  delineation  of  what 
they  have  already  suffered,  and  the  other  will  be  enabled  clearly  to 
apprehend  what,  when  their  time  comes,  they  will  have  to  undergo. 
Not  that  I  wish  to  deter  anybody  from  such  undertakings,  inasmuch 
as  there  will  be  a  degree  of  naval  heroism  in  anybody  who  ventures 
his  person  afler  he  has  become  fully  aware  of  his  necessary  calami- 
ties. I  need  not  say  that  this  will  give  him  a  bi^fa  station  in  society, 
and  that,  if  he  announces  in  a  tolerably  loud  voice  at  a  dinner-table 
that  he  has  made  a  long  trip  by  steam,  more  than  one  eye-glass  will 
be  devoted  to  a  survey  of  him.  This  is  no  mean  advantage,  and  not 
to  be  lightly  lost. 

Before  I  state  what  happened  to  me  in  particular,  I  just  wish  to  say 
half-a-dozen  words  about  the  sea  in  general.  The  sea  has  been  de- 
scribed by  a  great  natural  historian  as 
"The  seal  the  sea  I 
The  bright  and  open  sea !" 
Now,  I  differ  from  this  description  altogether.  The  sea  is  undoubted- 
ly "  the  sea," — there 's  no  denying  that ;  but  that  it  at  all  comes  up 
to  the  jaunty  dibomutire  character  indicated  by  the  rest  of  tlie  de- 
scription, I  absolutely  traverse.  In  my  mind  it  is  a  boisterous,  ''difr* 
■olute  companion,"  whose  bad  example  corrupts  the  most  respectable 
cliaraclers.  Only  see  how  our  gentlemanlilce,  quiet  old  friend.  Father 
Thames,  forgets  himself  when  he  falls  into  Iwd  company.  Qentle- 
■nen  from  Shad  Thames  and  the  Barbican,  who  have  been  to  Mai^te, 
know  very  well  what  his  conduct  is.  Instead  of  moving  quietly  alon^ 
as  he  has  done  all  the  way  from  Lechlade  in  Gloucestershire,  no 
sooner  does  he  get  within  hearing  of  the  noise  his  bad  acquaintance 
is  making,  than  it  seems  as  if  Old  Nick  possessed  him.  He  begins 
splashing,  and  dashing,  and  foaming  about,  just  as  if  he  had  never 
wen  a  weeping  willow  or  the  Monument  in  his  life ;  and  exchanges 
his  white-bait  for  porpoises,  and  his  stately  swans  for  cantankerous 
Bea.^ls,  whose  pleasure  seems  to  increase  in  proportion  to  the  tu- 
mult. And,  not  contented  with  his  own  misconduct,  be  involves  all 
the  gentle  company  he  has  brought  with  him  in  the  common  disorder : 
there  is  the  Loddon  tossing  about  as  if  it  had  been  a  cataract  all  its 
life ;  the  Mole  seems  to  forget  all  about  Micklehun  Valteyi  and  how 
quietly  it  has  been  accustomed  to  behave  there  ;  and  the  Kennet  and 
Atod,  which  have  come  all  the  way  from  the  Wiltshire  Downs, 
where  they  were  born  in  stillness  among  the  Druids,  take  just  as 
much  upon  them,  and  are  as  noisy,  as  if  they  had  derived  their  parent- 
age from  a  well-lrequented  metropolitan  pump.  No  more  need  be 
•ud  to  prove  the  audacious  character  of  this  "agitator,"  whose  in- 
flammatory conduct  makes  everybody  that  comes  in  contact  with 
farm,  as  bad  as  himself.  I  should  not  have  said  so  much  about  it,  but 
I  want  to  put  down  the  sea,  which,  owing  to  gross  misstatements  and 
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vile  flattery,  has  acquired  a  credit  and  notoriety  which  it  does  not  de-. 
KFre ;  and  this  ought  to  be  stopped,  as  it  misleads  pec^le. 

Having  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to  Hamburg,  I  bade  adieu  to  my 
fond  friends ;  and,  having  settled  my  London  affairs,  I  prepared  to  go^ 
and  went. 

At  twelve  p.m.  on  the  night  of  Tuesday,  August  13,  1836,  it  wai 
my  unhappy  lot  to  emerge  A'om  hackney-coach  No.  369,  the  number 
of  which  I  had  taken,  knowing  the  atate  of  my  mind,  for  the  better 
preeervatioD  of  my  valuables  i  fearing  that,  in  my  dread  of  approaching 
evils,  1  might  forget  either  my  valued  trunk  or  my  respected  bat-box. 
Having  emerged,  my  next  act  was,  to  ejaculate  in  as  sonorous  a  voice 
as  my  flabby  energies  permitted,  "  Boat  a-hoy  I" 

This  cry  brought  to  me  a  waterman  of  aa  "  ancient  and  fish-like" 
appearance,  who,  for  the  6lthy  lucre  of  gain,  agreed  to  transport  my 
person  and  packages  on  board  the  Steam  Navigation  Company's  steam 
ship,  Britannia,  carrying  his  majesty's  mails,  "warranted  to  perform 
the  journey  in  fifty  hours  ;"  with  a  steward  on  board,  and  numeroua 
other  enticing  particulars  duly  set  forth  in  the  bill  of  her  perform- 
ances. For  all  these  advantages,  the  Steam  Navigation  Company 
expected  no  greater  return  than  five  pounds  lawful  money  of  Great 
Britain, — an  expectation  which  I  satined  to  the  proper  extent,  and 
considered  myself  very  fortunate. 

Probably  feeling  much  embarrassed  by  my  gratitude  on  this  occa- 
sion, I  must  have  betrayed  some  little  passing  emotion  on  ascending 
the  side  of  the  vessel ;  as  the  naval  person  who  offered  me  his  hand  as 
an  assistance,  took  occasion  to  observe, "  Never  mind,  sir ;  you  '11  soon 
b«  all  right."  Scarcely  feeling  entire  confidence  in  this  gentleman's 
statement,  I  entered  the  "  splendid  saloon,"  on  the  t^es  of  which 
were  the  remains  of  certain  spirituous  liquors ;  faint  and  distant  traces 
of  which,  ascending  from  below,  enabled  me  to  attribute  their  con- 
sumption to  the  various  gentlemen  there  deposited,  who  were  to 
be  my  fellow -passengers.  "  Below  "  is  a  very  nasty,  unpleasant,  un- 
derground word  of  itself;  but  when  it  is  coupled  with  the  vile  con- 
comitants which  a  sea  "  below"  embraces,  it  is  still  more  distaBtefuL 

Diving  down  the  stairs  with  the  sad  impression  that  1  bad  taken 
iny  last  farewell  of  the  upper  world,  I  found  my  way  to  No.  14, 
which  was  the  number  of  the  "berth"  in  which  1  was  to  bestow,  and 
did  bestow  accordingly,  myself  and  luggage. 

Before  getting  into  bed,  I  thought  1  would  see  who  and  what  the 
victims  were,  who  were  to  be  offered  up  on  a  common  altar  wiUi 
myself, 

I  could,  however,  see  nobody,  as  the  curtains  were  all  closed;  and, 
therefore,  trusting  to  the  chance  of  finding  somebody  awake,  I  hazard- 
ed the  general  inquiry  of  "I  beg  your  pardon,  sir;  did  you  speak?" 
Tliere  was,  however,  no  reply ;  but  certain  of  them  snored  lustilyi 
and  one,  more  portly  than  his  fellows,  puffed  withal  as  though  he  were 
a  grampus.  Feeling  I  had  made  a  vain  attempt  at  opening  a  commn- 
nication  with  my  neighbours,  I  was  obliged  to  undress  myself  and 
get  into  bed  with  the  unsatisfactory  feeling  that  I  might  be  drowned 
in  company  with  twelve  or  fourteen  individuals  without  even  kimrtii^ 
their  names. 

And  here  allow  me  to  observe  that  different  people  appear  to  have 
taken  various  views  of  the  yeaning  of  the  term  "  bed,'  ^ken  as  ■ 
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nmple  term.  One  geuUetiian  apprehendi  it  to  mean  a  faur.posted, 
ample  canTenience,  provided  with  downy  cuihions  and  suitable  appur- 
tenances, wherein  he  may  roll  himself  about,  at  pleasure,  and  enjoj'  all 
recumbent  attitudes  with  freedom.  Aoother,  with  less  luxurious 
views,  erects  a  dormitory  with  a  circular  roof,  of  smaller  size,  and  less 
accommodations  and  comforts  ;  and  this,  under  the  Christian  name 
of  "tent,"  is  his  "  bed."  There  are  also  other  sorts  of  beds,  each  dif- 
fering from  the  others  in  comfort  and  appearance,  in  various  degrees. 
Most  of  these  are  extremely  consistent  with  the  personal  comfort 
ot  the  individual  adopting  them ;  hut  the  '■  bed-maker  "  of  the  crib 
which  I  now  occupied,  had  departed  widely  from  all  these  well-ap- 
proved and  convenient  plans,  and  conceived  the  comforts  of  a  bed 
to  consist  in  the  following  items : — one  narrow,  short  trough  of  deal 
or  oak  plank,  as  may  be ;  one  mattress  of  half  the  same  size,  stuffed 
tightly  with  an  uoelastici  unyielding  substance  called  "  £ock ;"  one  ob- 
long pillow  of  the  same  material  and  consistency  ;  two  blankets  rather 
shorter  than  the  mattress ;  two  sheets  rather  shorter  than  the  blan- 
kets ;  one  counterpane  rather  shorter  than  the  sheets;  each  declining 
in  a  sort  of  gradual  precession,  so  that,  if  there  had  been  fiily  of  tliem 
the  last  w<wld  have  ended  in  a  piece  of  tape,  or  a  penoy  riband. 

Making  myself  into  as  small,  and  the  clothes  into  as  large  a  heap 
as  I  could,  just  as  one  does  with  one's  foot  in  a  tight  boot,  I  tran- 
quilly awaited  our  departure,  which  was  announced  as  punctually 
at  two  A.  M. 

I  must  do  them  the  justice  to  say  that  there  never  was  an  execu- 
tion conducted  more  punctually  to  the  moment  for  which  it  had  been 
promised.  As  the  clock  struck  two,  a  clanking  of  chains,  which 
sounded  just  as  if  they  were  knocking  off  my  fetters  in  another  prison 
for  the  last  time,  and  a  continued  Shouting  and  tramping  overhead, 
announced  that  diey  were  weighing  "  the  anchor."  If  it  were  half  as 
heavy  as  my  heart,  how  it  must  have  fatigued  them  !  We  could  hear 
^-or  rather  I  could  hear  (for  it  did  not  seem  to  wake  the  snorers  or 
bim  who  puffed) — all  the  din  and  hallooing  above,  just  as  well  as  if  we 
had  been  on  deck.  Somebody  kept  swearing  at  somebody  else,  which 
■omebody  else  seemed  to  take  in  very  bad  part,  as  I  heard  him  say, 
**  I  am't  a  going  to  put  up  with  no  gammon  from  a  feller  like  you,  as 
doesn't  know  an  umbreller  from  a  spring  ini'n."  *■- 

I  didn't  exactly  believe  that  there  could  be  anybody  in  these 
march-of- intellect  days,  incapable  of  distinguishing  an  umbrella  from 
■  spring  onion,  and  therefore  I  felt  this  to  be  most  unjustifiable 
abuse,  whomsoever  it  was  addressed  to;  but  it  was  no  business  of  mine, 
and  I  didn't  care  how  much  they  abused  each  other,  if  they  had  only 
done  it  in  a  lower  tone  of  voice,  so  as  not  to  disturb  me. 

When  the  "  tumult  dwindled  to  a  calm,"  a  splash  and  a  hiss,  accom- 
panied by  the  moving  of  the  vessel,  gave  me  intdligence  that  we  were 
"  off."  As  we  dropped  down  the  river,  memory  recalled  the  peaceful 
recreation  of  dining  at  Blackwall  on  white-bait ;  while  certain  matter* 
which  occurred  at  a  Greenwich  fair,  stared  me  accusingly  in  tb^ 

Amid  these  reflections  I  fell  into  an  uneasy  slumber,  which  lasted 
till  six,  broken  at  intervals  by  various  thumps  on  the  deck,  which 
seemed  directed  immediately  at  my  head  below.  In  the  morning 
"  the  pie  was  opened,  and  the  birds  began  to  sing ;"  that  is  to  say* 

iu2 
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my  companioDa  began  to  draw  their  diag;  liule  curtuiu  back,  and 
gradually  to  unfold  thenuelves.  I  found  we  consisted  of  fourteen 
•ouIb  and  bodies, — ten  Germans,  and  four  of  the  same  free  and  en- 
Ughteoed  nation  of  vhich  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  component  parL 
We  chatted  till  about  seven  ;  and  then  one  got  up,  and  another  got 
up,  and,  lastly,  I  myself  got  up  and  dressed ;  not,  however,  without  a 
feeling  that  I  had  better  have  left  well  alone.  When  I  got  up  on 
deck,  I  asked  a  sailor,  "  How  'a  the  wind  P" — "  Dead  agin  yer,"  was 
tfae  satisfactory  reply.     I  waui't  surprised. 

While  I  dressed,  I  paid  due  attention  to  a  request  posted  up  over 
the  washing-standS)  "  That  gentlemen  should  refrain  from  throwing 
their  shaving-paper  into  their  basing,  as  it  stopped  up  the  pipes,  and 
incrtated  the  smell  of  the  cabins."  lliis  of  itself  seemed  a  tacit  ac- 
knowledgement of  the  existence  of  a  very  agreeable  concomitant  to 
our  comlorts, — as  you  can  hardly  meretue  a  thing  which  did  not  pre- 
viously exist ;  indeed  there  was  no  doubt  about  that*  without  any 
notice. 

When  we  had  all  got  up  stairs  by  different  instalments,  after  pacing 
the  decks  a  tittle,  we  received  a  summons  to  breakfasL  I  endeavour- 
ed to  sham  an  appetite,  hut  it  was  no  go ;  so  I  ate  q)aringly,  beii^ 
most  distrustful  of  the  future. 

"  Waiter  I"  cried  one  of  the  English, — a  sliort,  stout  gentlenun,  in 
a  dressing-gown, — "  bring  up  the  parcel  in  front  of  my  berth," 
"  Sut'nly,  SIT  1"  replied  the  smart  handman. 
Up  came  the  parcel ;  and,  as  I  had  heard  the  demand,  I  bad  the 
curiosity  to  see  what  came  of  it-  The  parcel  turned  out  to  be  a  nice 
brown-bread  loaf,  off  which  the  owner  cut  a  smalt  slice,  and  carefully 
put  it  on  a  plate  by  his  side.  His  neighbour  on  the  other  side  then 
began  talking  to  him,  which  diverted  his  attention  from  the  loa£ 
His  other  neighbour,  who  had  not  seen  where  it  came  from,  wanting 
some  bread,  and  finding  it  at  his  elbow,  helped  himself;  and  a  man, 
a  little  lower  down,  said, 

"  May  I  trouble  you  for  the  bread  ?" 

"  With  pleasure,  sir;"  and  another  slice  went,  and  so  on,  till  the 
last  remnant  came  round  to  the  man  who  sat  opposite  the  ri^tfiil 
owner,  who  was  talking  away  still,  with  his  friend,  as  if  they  had  been 
settling  the  tithe  question.  He  took  the  bit  lef^  and  began  devour- 
ing it ;  and  a  pause  having  taken  place  in  the  converaation  opposite, 
he  said  to  the  loaf-proprietor, 

"  For  myself,  I  like  brown  bread  just  as  well  as  white ;  what  do  you 
say?" 

"  Why,  /  prefer  it ;  and,  not  knowing  that  we  should  get  it  oa 
board,  I  took  the  precaution  of  bringing  a  loaf  with  me,  big  enough  to 

last  me  all  the " 

As  he  spoke,  he  turned  to  illustrate  his  remark  by  showing  the 
size  of  his  loaf,  when,  to  his  dismay,  he  foimd  nothing  but  the  empty 
plate.  I  never  shall  forget  his  mce.  He  first  of  ^  turned  to  the 
man  who  had  addressed  him,  and  into  whose  capacious  mouth  the  hst 
morsel  was  vanishing : 

"  Confound  it,  sir  !  that 's  my  bread  you  're  eating  1" 
Then  to  his  next  neighbour  on  his  right: 
"  Was  it  you  who  took  my  loaf,  sir? 
**  Your  loaf,  sir  ?    Who  are  you  ?" 
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■   **  Yes,  sir !  I  repeat,  my  loaf;  my  brown  loaf." 

"  I  certainly  took  a  loaf,  sir,  and  a  brown  loaf,  which  stood  next  to 
me ;  but  whether  it  was  joun  or  not  I  can't  lay ;  and  1  believe  every- 
body else  took  it  too !" 

"  Why,  then  it  'a  gone  !"     It  was. 

Breakfast  being  over,  we  had  but  little  to  do,  and  nothing  to  divert 
our  thoughts  from  our  mournful  position.  I  went  fidgeting  about, 
asking  how  the  weather  was.  The  answers  were  delightful.  The 
wind  was  so  violent  and  adverse  that  the  captain  thought  it  useless 
to  go  out  to  sea,  and  therefore  intended  to  "  bring  up  " — ominous 
term  I — in  Owesly  Bay,  near  Harwich.  The  rain  drove  me  into  the 
"  splendid  saloon,"  which  I  would  have  bartered  for  a  cellar  in  Fetter- 
lane;  and,  after  half  an  hour's  doubt  and  wonder  whether  I  was  going 
round  the  world,  or  the  world  round  me,  I  felt  it  not  only  prudent, 
.  but  necessary,  to  seek  greater  privacy ;  and,  after  much  sorrow  and 
tempest  of  spirit,  I  got  into  my  comfortable  bed. 

Ine  captain  was  as  good,  or  rather  as  bad,  as  his  word.  Me 
"brought  up"  in  Owesly  Bay,  and  I  will  say  no  more  than  that  the 
force  of  example  was  astonishing.  How  long  we  waited  about  in  that 
sad  buy,  I  cannot  exactly  say,  as  I  had  become  insensible  to  the  nice 
distinctitm  between  tossing  up  and  down,  and  pitdiing  and  rolling  at 
aadior,  or  going  on.  It  was  enough,  and  too  much  for  me,  that  we 
did  toss  up  and  down,  and  pitch  and  roll. 

So  ended  Wednesday  the  14tfa.  We  were  intended  to  arrive  at 
Hambui^  at  two  o'clock  on  Friday  morning ;  but  the  adverse  wind, 
and  bringing  up,  seemed  to  throw  a  doubt  over  this. 

Stiil  it  was  not  impossible,  if  the  wind  abated.  Thursday  mommg 
was  ushered  in  by  numerous  inquiries  as  to  where  we  were.  We 
were  more  than  gratified  by  being  told  "  Much  where  we  were  last 
night."  This  was  told  to  me,  who  felt  that  I  had  signed  a  lease  for 
my  life,  extending  only  to  Friday,  at  two  a.  m.,  as  the  longest  possible 
time  I  could  hold  out;  and  that  after  that  time  the  lease  would  be  up, 
and  I  should  be  ejected  from  my  mortal  tenement. 

The  Germans  who  were  on  board  ate  and  drank  heartily,  and  want- 
ed me  to  get  up  and  shave.  I  thought  that  the  chance  of  being 
drowned  was  enough,  without  the  certainty  of  cutting  my  throatft-om 
ear  to  ear,  which  I  should  ineritably  have  dooe  if  I  bad  attempted  to 
use  a  razor  in  the  state  of  the  vessel's  movements.  They  endeavour- 
ed to  get  me  up,  by  touching  my  national  pride. 
"  What !  an  Englishman  aftaid  ?"  said  they. 
*'  No,"  answered  I ;  "but  very  sick." 

Thursday  heard  many  groans,  and,  if  it  had  eyes,  might  have  seen 
many  strange  sights. 

Friday  morning,  two  a.  h. — the  promised  period  of  our  arrival  at  the 
haven  of  our  hopes — fiiund  us  still  wide  at  sea ;  and  it  was  not  till  Fri- 
day evening  that  we  heard  the  news  that  we  were  off  tlie  mouth  of 
the  Texel,  one  hundred  miles  from  the  Elbe,  which  was  our  des- 
tination. We  were  then  in  that  sort  of  reckless  state  that  we  re* 
garded  distance  as  nothing, — one  hundred  miles  seemed  to  me,  mnch 
the  same  as  one  thousand  ;  and  I  opened  and  shut  my  mouth  In  the 
agonies  of  despair,  and  something  worse. 

All  this  time  I  had  continued  in  bed,  eating  wha  they  brou^t  me, 
not  from  any  relish  or  appetite,  but  <m  the  pr&ciple  that  if  you  are  ia 
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a  den  with  a  roaring  lion,  and  have  a  leg  of  muttOD  to  give  him,  I't  ii 
prudent  to  do  bo  ;  and  there  was  in  my  den  with  me  an  intole- 
rant and  savage  spirit,  which  treated  me  exceedingly  ill  when  I  gave 
it  nothing  to  wreak  its  fury  upon,  and  showed  but  little  gratitude 
when  I  did,  either  declining  the  proffered  gifts,  or  only  receiving 
them  to  render  me  more  dejected  by  a  speedy  and  contemptuous 
return. 

Saturday  morning  early,  we  heard,  with  as  much  joy,  and  with  as 
much  interest  as  we  could  feel  in  anything,  that  we  should  soon  be  in 
the  Elbe,  and  in  tolerably  smooth  water.  What  ideas  these  sailors  have 
of  smooth  wBterl     I  wonder  if  they  ever  look  in  a  washing-basin? 

As  I  lay  waiting  for  the  smooth  water,  1  could  not  help  anathema- 
tising those  deceitful  vagabonds,  the  poets,  who  write  very  pretty  and 
pleasing  lines  about  a  tender  affair  they  call  a  zephyr,  and  describe  it 
as  "softly sighing  on  a  summer's  eve,"  "lightly  dancing  on  the  moon- 
lit lake,"  "  mildly  breaking  o'er  the  bending  corn,"  and  a  variety  of 
agreeable  and  amiable  habits.  But  these  worthy  gentlemen,  who 
write  in  a  comfortable  arm-chsir,  little  know  the  cbaoge  which  takes 
place  in  their  sighing  friend  when  a  dozen  or  two  of  them  club  toge- 
ther to  make  a  gale  of  wind  for  an  afternoon's  amusement.  I  wish  I 
had  had  a  score  of  these  same  poets  on  board, —  the  world  would  never 
have  heard  anything  from  them  again  about  "  bending  corn  I"  A 
zephyr  bears  about  the  same  proportion  to  a  gale  of  wind  as  a  Vaux- 
hall  slice  of  ham  does  to  the  "whole  hog."  However,  all  evils  have 
an  end,  and  ours  began  to  conclude  a  little  ;  for  certainly  I  seemed  to 
get  a  little  better,  and  wag  well  enough  when  we  passed  Heligoland— 
which  is  an  island  in  the  possession  of  his  most  gracious  majesty, 
whom  Heaven  long  preserve  t— to  ung  lustily,  and  like  a  true  Briton 
as  I  am, 

"Smd  him  victorious, 

Happy  and  glorious, 

hoog  to  reisu  over  us, 

God  save  the  king  !" 

I  then  dressed  myself,  the  water  being  still  too  rough  to  allow  me  to 

do  anything  but  cut  my  throat  with  my  razor;  and  went  on  dedc, 

where   I   soon  afterwards   enjoyed  the   sight  of  green  fields,  and 

the  villas  which  ornament  the  banks  of  the  Elbe,  with  a  most  satis- 

fttctory  view  of  Hamburg  at  no  great  distance. 

And,  now  that  I  have  brought  myself  to  dry  land,  do  I  make  a 
vow  never  again  to  make  a  long  sea-voyage, —  always  exciting 
"  leaving  my  country  for  my  country's  good,"  which  may  happra ; 
but  the  Britannia,  if  she  chooses  "  to  rule  the  waves,"  never  shall 
have  me  as  an  accomplice  again,  though 

"  lie  bark  be  stoully  timber'd,  and  the  pilot 
Of  very  perfect  sod  approv'd  aUowaDM." 
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CHAFTBR   II. 


Wk  have  a  ^^at  reapect  for  liona  in  the  abstract.  In  com- 
mon with  most  other  people,  we  have  heard  aod  read  of  many 
instances  of  their  bravery  and  generosity.  We  have  duly  ad- 
mired that  heroic  self-denial  and  charming  philanthropy ■  which 
prompts  them  never  to  eat  people  except  when  they  are  hungry, 
md  we  have  been  deeply  impressed  with  a  becoming  sense  of 
the  politeness  they  are  said  to  display  towards  unmarried  ladies 
of  a  certain  state.  All  natural  nistories  teem  with  anecdotes 
illustrative  of  their  excellent  qualities;  and  one  old  spelling- 
bootc  in  particular  recounts  a  touching  instance  of  an  old  lion  of 
high  moral  dignity  and  stem  principle,  who  felt  it  his  impera- 
tive duty  to  devour  a  young  man  who  had  contracted  a  habit  of 
swearine,  as  a  striking  example  to  the  rising  generation. 

All  this  is  extremely  pleasant  to  reflect  upon,  and  indeed  says 
a  very  great  deal  in  favour  of  lions  as  a  mass.  We  are  bound 
to  state,  however,  that  such  individual  lions  as  we  have  hap- 
pened to  fall  in  with,  have  not  put  forth  any  very  striking  cha- 
racteristics, and  have  not  acted  up  to  the  chivalrous  character 
asstgned  them  by  their  chroniclers.  We  never  saw  a  lion  in 
-what  is  called  bis  natural  state,  certainly ;  that  is  to  say.  wc 
have  never  met  a  lion  out  walking  in  a  forest,  or  crouching  in 
his  lair  under  a  tropical  sun  waiting  till  his  dinner  should  hap- 
pen to  come  by,  hot  from  the  baker's.  But  we  have  seen  some 
under  the  ioflueDce  of  captivity  and  the  pressure  of  misfortune; 
and  we  must  say  that  they  appeared  to  us  very  apathetic,  heavy- 
headed  fellows. 

The  lion  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  for  instance.  Be  is  all 
very  well ;  he  has  an  undeniable  mane,  and  looks  very  fierce ; 
but.  Lord  bless  us  .'  what  of  that  P  The  lions  of  the  fasnionable 
world  look  just  as  ferocious,  and  are  the  most  harmless  crea- 
tures breathing.  A  box-lobby  lion  or  a  Regent-street  animal 
will  put  on  a  most  terrible  aspect,  and  roar  fearfully,  if  you 
affront  him  i  but  he  will  never  bite,  and,  if  you  offer  to  attack 
him  manfully,  will  fairly  turn  tail  and  sneak  off".  Doubtless 
these  creatures  roam  about  sometimes  in  herds,  and,  if  they 
meet  any  especially  meek-looking  and  peaceably -disposed  fellow, 
will  endeavour  to  frighten  him ;  but  the  faintest  show  of  a 
vigorous  resistance  is  sufficient  to  scare  them  even  then.  These 
are  pleasant  characteristics,  whereas  we  make  it  matter  of  dis- 
tinct charge  against  the  Zoological  lion  and  his  brethren  at  the 
fairs,  that  they  are  sleepy,  dreamy,  sluggish  quadrupeds. 

We  do  not  remember  to  have  ever  seen  one  of  them  perfectly 
awake,  except  at  feeding-time.     In  every  respect  we  uphold  the 
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biped  lions  a^Dst  their  four-footed  namesalies,  and  we  boldly 
challenge  controversy  upon  the  subject. 

With  these  opinions  it  may  be  easily  imanned  that  our  cu- 
riosity and  interest  were  very  much  excited  the  other  day,  when 
a  lady  of  our  acquaintance  called  on  ua  and  resolutely  declined 
to  accept  our  refusal  of  her  invitation  to  an  evening  party ;. 
*'  for,"  said  she,  "  I  have  got  a  lion  cominff."  We  at  oncw  re- 
tracted our  plea  of  a  prior  engagement,  ana  became  as  anxious 
to  ffo,  as  we  nad  previously  been  to  stay  away. 

We  went  earlvj  and  posted  ourself  in  an  eUgible  part  of  tbe 
drawing-room,  m>m  whence  we  could  hope  to  obtain  a  full  view 
of  the  interesting  animal.  Two  or  three  hours  passed,  the  qua- 
drilles began,  the  room  filled ;  but  no  lion  appeared.  The  lady 
of  the  house  became  inconsolable, — for  it  is  one  of  the  peculiar 
privileges  of  these  lions  to  make  solemn  appointments  and  never 
Keep  them, — when  all  of  a  sudden  there  came  a  tremendous 
double  rap  at  the  street-door,  and  the  master  of  the  house,  after 
gliding  out  (unobserved  as  he  flattered  himself)  to  peep  over 
the  banisters,  came  into  the  room,  rubbing  his  hands  together 
with  great  glee,  and  cried  out  in  a  very  important  voice,  "  My 
dear,  Mr. (naming  the  lion)  has  this  moinent  arrived.* 

Upon  this,  all  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  door,  and  we 
observed  several  young  ladies,  who  had  been  laughmg  and  con- 
versing previously  with  great  gaiety  and  good-humour,  grow 
extremely  quiet  and  sentimentaT;  wnile  some  young  gentkimeo, 
who  had  been  cutting  great  figures  in  the  facetious  and  small- 
talk  way,  suddenly  sank  very  obviously  in  the  estimation  of  tbe 
company,  and  were  looked  upon  with  great  coldness  and  indif- 
ference. Even  the  young  man  who  had  been  ordered  trota  tbe 
music-shop  to  play  the  pianoforte,  was  visibly  affected,  and 
struck  several  false  notes  in  the  excess  of  his  excitement. 

All  this  time  there  was  a  great  talking  outside,  more  than 
once  accompanied  by  a  loud  laugh,  and  a  cry  of  "  Oh,  capital ! 
excellent!"  from  which  we  inferred  that  the  lion  was  jocose,  and 
that  these  exclamations  were  occasioned  by  the  transports  of  his 
keeper  and  our  host.  Nor  were  we  deceived ;  for  when  the  lioa 
at  last  appeared,  we  overheard  his  keeper,  who  was  a  little  prim 
man,  whisper  to  several  gentlemen  of  his  acquaintance,  with 
uplifted  bands  and  every  expression  of  half-suppreased  admira- 
tion, thai  (naming  the  lion  again)  was  in  tuck  cue  to- 
night ! 

The  lion  was  a  literary  one :  of  -course  there  were  a  vast 
number  of  people  present,  who  had  admired  his  roarings,  and 


were  anxious  to  be  introduced  to  him  i  and  very  pleasant  it  v 
to  see  them  brought  up  for  the  purpose,  and  to  observe  the 
patient  dignity  with  which  be  received  aH  th«r  patting  and 
caressing.  This  brought  forcibly  to  our  mind  what  we  had  so 
often  witnessed  at  country  fairs,  where  the  otha-  limis  are  owi- 
pelled  to  go  through  as  many  forms  of  courtesy  as  they  chuice 

n,g,t,7l.dM,QOOglC 


SOME   PARTICULABS  CONCEBMINO  A   LION.  517. 

to  be  Bcqiuiated  with,  just  as  often  as  admiriog  parties  happen 
to  drop  m  upoD  them. 

While  the  lion  was  exhibiting  in  this  way,  his  keeper  was  not 
idle,  for  he  minj^led  amoDf^  the  crowd,  and  spread  his  praises 
most  iodustriously.  To  one  gentleinan  he  whispered  some  very 
choice  thing  that  the  noble  animal  had  said  in  the  very  act  of 
coining  up  stairs,  which,  of  course,  rendered  the  mental  effort 
still  more  astuDishing ;  to  another  he  murmured  a  hasty  account 
of  a  grand  dinner  that  had  taken  place  the  day  before,  where 
twenty-seven  gentlemen  had  got  up  all  at  once  to  demand  an 
extra  cheer  for  the  lion ;  and  to  the  ladies  he  made  sundry  pro- 
mises of  interceding  to  procure  the  majestic  brute^s  sign-manual 
for  their  albums.  Then,  there  were  little  private  consultations 
in  different  comers,  relative  to  the  personal  appearance  and  sta- 
ture of  the  lion  ;  whether  he  was  shorter  than  they  had  expected 
to  see  him,  or  taller,  or  thinner,  or  fatter,  or  younger,  or  older ; 
whether  be  was  like  his  portrait  or  unlike  it ;  and  whether  the 
particular  shade  of  his  eyes  was  black,  or  blue,  or  hazel,  or 
green,  or  yellow,  or  mixture.  At  all  these  consultations  the 
keeper  assisted ;  and,  in  short,  the  lion  was  the  sole  and  single 
subject  of  discussion  till  they  sat  him  down  to  whist,  and  then 
the  people  relapsed  into  tbeir  old  topics  of  conversation — them- 
selves and  each  other. 

We  must  confess  tltat  we  looked  forward  with  no  slight  impa- 
tience to  the  announcement  of  supper ;  for  if  you  wish  to  see  a 
tame  lion  under  particularly  favourable  circumstances,  feeding- 
time  is  the  period  of  all  others  to  pitch  upon.  We  were  there- 
fore very  much  delighted  to  observe  a  sensation  among  the 
guests,  which  we  well  knew  how  to  interpret,  and  immediately 
'  sftervrards  to  behold  the  lion  escortbg  tiie  lady  of  the  house 
down  stairs.  We  offered  our  arm  to  an  elderly  female  of  our 
acquaintance,  who— dear  old  soul ! — is  the  very  oest  person  that 
ever  lived,  to  lead  down  to  any  meal ;  for,  be  the  room  ever  so 
small  or  the  party  ever  so  large,  she  is  sure,  bv  some  intuitive 
perception  of  the  eligible,  to  push  and  puU  nerself  and  con- 
ductor close  to  the  best  dishes  on  the  table; — we  say  we  offered 
our  arm  to  this  elderly  female,  and,  descending  the  stairs  shortly 
after  the  lion,  were  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  seat  nearly  oi>. 
posite  him. 

Of  course  the  keeper  was  there  already.  He  had  planted 
himself  at  precisely  that  distance  from  his  charge  which  afforded 
him  a  decent  pretext  for  raising  his  voice,  when  he  addressed 
him,  to  so  loud  a  key  as  could  not  fail  to  attract  the  attention  of 
the  whole  company,  and  immediately  began  to  apply  himself 
seriously  to  the  task  of  bringiDg  the  lion  out,  and  putting  him 
through  the  whole  of  his  manceuvres.  Such  flashes  of  wit  as  he 
elicited  from  the  lion  I  First  of  all  they  began  to  make  puns 
upon  a  salt-cellar,  and  then  upon  the  breast  of  a  fowl,  and  then 
upon  the  triBe ;  but  the  best  jokes  of  all  were  decidedly  on  the 
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lobster-salad,  upon  which  latter  subject  the  lion  came  out  most 
vigorously,  and,  ia  the  opinion  of  the  most  competent  autho- 
rities, quite  outKhoue  himself.  This  is  a  very  excellent  mode 
of  shining  in  society,  and  is  founded,  we  humbly  conceive, 
upon  the  classic  model  of  the  dialogues  between  Mr.  Punch  and 
his  friend  the  proprietor,  wherein  tTie  latter  takes  all  the  up-hill 
work,  and  is  content  to  pioneer  to  the  jokes  and  repartees  of 
Mr.  P.  himself,  who  never  fails  to  gain  great  credit  and  excite 
much  laughter  thereby.  Whatever  it  be  founded  on,  however, 
we  recommend  it  to  all  lions,  present  and  to  coma ;  for  in  this 
instance  it  succeeded  to  admiration,  and  perfectly  dazzled  tbe 
whole  body  of  hearers. 

When  tbe  salt>ceUar,  and  the  fowPs  breast,  and  tbe  trifley  and 
the  lobster-fealad  were  all  exhausted,  and  could  not  afford  stand- 
ing-room for  another  solitary  witticism,  the  keeper  performed 
that  very  dangerous  feat  which  is  still  done  with  some  of  the 
caravan  lions,  although  in  one  instance  it  terminated  fatally,  of 
putting  big  head  in  the  animal's  mouth,  and  placing  himadf 
entirely  at  its  mercy.  Boswell  frequently  presents  a  melancholy 
instance  of  the  lamentable  results  of  this  achievement,  and  oth^ 
keepers  and  jackals  have  been  terribly  lacerated  for  (^eir 
daring.  It  is  due  to  our  lion  to  state,  thutt  he  condescended  to 
be  trifled  with,  in  the  most  gentle  manner,  and  finally  went  home 
with  the  showman  in  a  nack  cab:  perfectly  peaceable,  but 
slightly  fuddled. 

Being  in  a  contemplative  mood,  we  were  led  to  make  some 
reflections  upon  the  character  and  conduct  of  this  genus  of  li<Hi8 
ae  we  walked  homewards,  and  we  were  not  long  in  arriving  at  the 
eonclusion  that  our  former  impression  in  their  favour  was  very 
much  strengthened  and  cunlirmed  by  what  we  had  recently  seen. 
While  the  other  lions  receive  company  and  compliments  in  a 
BuUen,  moody,  not  to  say  snarling  manner,  these  appear  flat- 
tered by  the  attentions  that  are  paid  them ;  while  those  conceal 
themselves  to  the  utmost  of  their  power  from  the  vulgar  gaze, 
these  court  the  popular  eye,  and,  unlike  their  brethren,  whom 
nothing  short  of  compulsion  will  move  to  exertion,  are  ever 
ready  to  display  their  acquirements  to  the  wondering  throng. 
We  have  known  bears  of  undoubted  ability  who,  when  tbe 
expectations  of  a  large  audience  have  been  wound  up  to  the  ut- 
most pitch,  have  peremptorily  refused  to  dance;  well-laugbt 
monkeys,  who  have  unaccountably  objected  to  exhibit  on  tfae 
•lack-wire;  and  elephants  of  unquestioned  genius,  who  have 
suddenly  declined  to  turn  the  barrel-organ  :  but  we  never  once 
knew  or  heard  of  a  biped  lion,  literary  or  otherwise, — and  we 
state  it  as  a  fact  which  is  highly  creditable  to  the  whole  species. 


content  on  tbe  first  violin. 


—who,  occasion  offering,  did  not  seize  with  avidity  on  any  op- 
portunity which  was  amrded  him,  of  performing  to  his  hearths 
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Onb  of  the  moat  Muth-freiteni  points  of  Ireland  is  the  promontory 
of  Bohis,  whicli  fonnt  the  northern  shore  of  the  bay  of  Balinakeligs. 
A  singular  canformation  of  rack  ii  observable  upon  the  extremity  of 
the  wild  cape,  it  being  worn  by  the  incessant  beating  of  the  billowa 
into  a  grotesque  resemblance  of  the  human  profile.  The  waves,  how- 
ever, are  not  suffered  to  claim  undisputed  this  rude  sculpture  as  their 
own ;  a  far  different  origin  being  attributed  to  It  by  the  legends  of  the 
country  around.     The  following  is  the  legend,  ns  told  to  us. 

In  tirnes  long,  very  long  ago,— prior  even  to  that  early  age  when 
Milesiue  came  over  from  Spain,  to  plant  in  Ireland  the  prolific  tribes 
of  the  O's  and  the  Mac'i, — Bohis  Head,  instead  of  the  abrupt,  broben 
cliK  diat  DOW  terniiaate  it,  presented  a  lofly  and  uniform  wall  of 
rock  to  the  assaults  of  the  Atlantic.     Upon  the  topmost  summit 

Smuch  about  where  now  stand  the  unfinished  walls  of  one  of  those 
eursble  winter- residences,  the  coast  watch-towers,  built  at  the 
mtd  of  the  last  war,)  there  stood,  at  the  period  of  our  tale,  the 
caatle  of  a  very  celebrated  personage,  generally  known  in  those  parts 
as  the  Baon  Hi  Dhuv, — in  plain  English,  "  The  Black  Lady," — a  title 
partly  bestowed  on  her,  on  account  of  her  dark  hair  and  face,  and 
partly  on  account  of  the  cruelty  and  tyranny  which  she  exercised 
upon  all  those  who  were  subject  to  her  dominion.  She  must  have  been 
redoubtable  in  no  small  degree,  as,  besides  the  possession  of  a  lat^ 
army,  which  she  could  at  any  time  collect  from  iier  numerous  array 
of  vassals,  she  was  a  deep  proficient  in  the  art  of  magic,  and  was 
even  said  to  have  once,  by  the  potency  of  her  spells,  prevented  a 
drop  of  rain  from  falling  upon  her  territories  (which  included  the 
whole  of  Munster)  for  a  week  together.  But  as  the  south  of  Ireland 
at  least  has  never  since  been  known  to  be  so  long  without  showers, 
this  feat  is  not  so  implicitly  believed  as  other  of  the  traditions 
about  her.  However  that  may  be,  this  at  least  is  certain,  that  she 
wanted  for  nothing  that  force  or  fraud,  fair  means  or  means  the 
inoBt  unholy,  could  give  her;  and  she  was  deemed  the  happiest  as 
well  as  the  most  powerful  being  in  the  world. 

Those  who  said  this,  did  not  judge  truly.     In  the  midst  of  all  her 

Slendour  and  state,  caressed,  feared,  flattered,  obeyed  as  she  was  by 
,  she  was  not  happy ;  and  it  is  strange  that  her  tenants  and  ser- 
vants did  not  find  this  out,  as  her  usual  method  of  easing  her  feelings 
was  by  ill-treating  and  abusing  them.  But  they  were,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, too  mnch  afraid  of  her  to  call  even  their  thoughts  their  own,  for 
f^ar  of  being  metamorphosed  into  goats,  or  cows,  or  some  other  spe- 
cies of  beasts;  a  change  of  lif^  which,  from  the  scanty  grazing  of  the 
neighbouring  mountain  pastures,  they  did  not  deem  very  inviting. 
She  was  not  happy ;  ajn,d  simply  because,  among  her  myriad  of  vas- 
sals, flatterers,  and  slaves,  she  had  not  one  fi^Md.  There  was  the 
whole  secret.  In  her  inmost  aoul  she — that  proud,  tyrannical,  haughty, 
hard-hearted  woman — felt  diat,  all  feared  and  all  potent  as  she  was,' 
■he  still  was  no  more  than  mortal ;  and  that  within  her  own  breast 
there  was  that  which  tyrannized  over  herself, — the  innate  longings  of 
our  nature  for  sympathy,  for  companionship,  for  affection.  The  hum- 
blest hind  that  served  her,  had  a  comrade,~^a  friend;  while  she,  the 
queen  and  mistress  of  all,  was  the  object  of  detestation  as  universal 
as  the  slavish  obedience  that  met  her  at  every  step.    At  first  she 
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scoffed  and  ipurned  at  the  dull  intenul  achiDg ;  it  »m  a  wetknem, 
she  thought)  that  needed  but  to  be  foaght  against,  to  be  for  ever 
quelled.  She  sought  wan  and  conflicts ;  she  dived  deeper  than  evv 
before  into  the  unholy  mysteries  of  (he  "  Black  Art ;"  sbe  rerelled, 
she  feasted,  and  she  succeeded  in  quelling  the  rebel  feeling  for  a 
time, — but  only  for  a  time.  There  came  a  reaction  to  Iter  excite- 
ment ;  and,  while  her  spirits  and  all  else  feemed  exhausted  and  worn 
out,  this  dull  yearning  was  stronger  and  more  aching  than  ever.  At 
length,  one  day,  after  a  long  and  painful  reverie,  she  started  up,  atrft- 
ing  her  forehead  violently,  and  vowed  that  she  would  have  a  fnend, — 
a  companion, — nay,  even  (as  her  sentimentality  increased  with  in- 
dulgence)  a  hutbmui, — or  perish  in  the  attempt  I  As  the  oath  pamed 
her  lips,  a  tremeodons  peal  of  thunder  rolled  qv«'  the  castle  towcsa 
and  passed  o£F  to  seaward,  dying  away  in  the  distance  with  a  aomd 
not  unlike  a  wild  and  prolonged  shout  of  laughter. 

She  had  not  much  time  to  lose,  if  she  intended  to  marry.  The 
little  servant-boy,  who  had  been  allowed  to  get  drunk  on  the  nigfat 
of  rejoicings  for  her  birth,  was  now  a  grave  and  sedate  major-domo 
of  most  venerable  age.  She  herself,  but  some  fifteen  or  sixteen 
years  his  junior,  was  long  past  the  time  when  the  grossest  6attery 
could  make  her  believe  that  she  was  young ;  and  her  years  had  not 
paased  over  her  head  without  leaving  their  traces  behind.  She  bad 
been  in  her  best  days  what  is  called  by  friends  "  rather  plala,"  which 
generally  means  "  very  ugly."  Her  forehead  bowed  out  and  ow> 
bung  her  nose,  which  endeavoured  to  stretch  out  to  some  decent 
length,  but  was  unfortunately  foiled  by  the  want  of  a  bridge.  The 
mouth,  as  if  k  perceived  this  failure  on  the  part  of  the  feature  innse- 
diately  above  it,  modestly  declined  the  contest,  and  retreated  far  hi' 
ward.  The  chin,  however,  amply  made  up  for  all  intermediate  defi- 
ciencies,  and  even  surpassed  the  forehead  m  the  hugeness  of  its  pro- 
portions, or  (ftsproportionB.  Her  hair  was  black,  as  has  been  said, 
and  hung  in  long,  lanky  clusters  about  her  face.  Time  seldom  iao- 
pTOves  the  human  countenance,  and  certainly  made  no  exception  in 
nvour  of  the  Baon  Ri  Dhuv.  At  the  time  of  her  vow  many  wrinUei 
had  made  their  appearance,  and  unequivocal  grey  hurs  chequered  the 
once  uniform  sable  that  covered  her  head.  Magtc  had  not  then  ar- 
rived at  the  pitch  of  perfection  to  which  it  aftetwards  attained  in  the 
times  ofVii^lius  and  Apollonius  Rhodius;  and,  among  the  inven- 
tions yet  in  tlie  womb  of  time,  were  the  charms  for  restoring  joDth 
and  imparting  beauty. 

The  lady  of  the  castle  set  off,  one  fine  morning,  on  the  back  of  a 
cloud  which  she  had  hailed  as  it  was  drifting  over  her  chimney-topSr 
driven  inland  by  the  iresh  breeze  from  the  ocean.  As  sbe  was  bonte 
alung,  she  looked  anxiously  right  and  tefl  down  upon  the  earth,  to 
spy  out,  if  possible,  the  desired  companion.  But  she  found  she  had 
grown  very  fastidious,  now  that  the  means  of  ridding  herself  of  her 
troublesome  desires  appeared  open  to  her.  She  looked  at  no  women  ; 
she  felt  instinctively  that  none  of  her  own  sex  could  be  the  friend 
that  would  satisfy  her  heart :  but  all  the  young  men  that  she  passed 
over,  she  scnitiniEed,  as  if  her  life  depended  upon  it.  They  in  th^ 
turn  stared  a  good  deal  at  her,  as  well  they  might ;  for  it' was  no 
common  thing,  even  in  those  days,  to  see  a  woman  perdied  up  on  a 
cloud,  sailii^  over  your  head  beiFore  a  rattling  breeze  of  wind.  Pei^ 
haps  it  was  their  staring  at  her,  so  different  from  the  dowBOUt  eye* 
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and  humble  mi^n  of  her  slaves  at  homei — perhaps  it  was  their  rude 
remarks  that  diseased  ber  ;  whatever  it  waa,  on  she  went  without 
making  her  choice,  until  towards  the  close  of  the  dav  she  found  she 
had  nearly  crossed  Ireland  in  a  diagonal  line  from  loutQ-west  to  north- 
eaat,  the  wind  blowing  in  that  direction.  Ab  it  still  blew  merrily, 
and  it  was  full-moon  night,  she  deterniiQed  to  go  on  to  Scotland,  and 
try  whether  Sawnie  could  please  her,  better  than  Paddy.  With  this 
resolve  she  had  not  proceeded  more  than  half  a  league  from  the  ehore 
of  Ireland,  when  she  perceived  she  was  going  over  a  mountain-islet 
some  five  or  six  miles  in  girth,  and  apparently  very  fertile  in  its  soil, 
for  large  herds  of  cattle  were  grazing  upon  its  sides.  It  is  a  trite  and 
true  saying,  that  those  who  possess  much,  are  often  covetous  of  more; 
aod  in  her  case  it  was  especially  true.  With  a  word  she  stayed  the 
cloud  over  the  island ;  the  wind  falling  all  at  once,  in  obedience  to  her 
will.  If  there  were  any  of  the  old  Vikingir,  those  daring  privateers- 
men  of  ancient  times,  that  night  upon  the  waters,  how  they  and  their 
fierce  crews  must  have  heaped  maledictions  on  the  unse«)  power  that 
quelled  the  merry  breeze  before  which  they  were  late  careering  gaily 
with  bended  mast  and  bellying  sail,  and  summoned  them  to  ply  the 
labouring  oar  throughout  the  hours  they  had  vainly  hoped  to  give  to 
alumber  1  But  the  Black  Lady  was  not  a  person  to  care  much  ibr 
much  trifles  as  curses.  If  she  liad  been  so,  she  would  have  led  an 
extremely  uncomfortable  life,  for  she  had  merited  a  good  many  of 
them  in  her  time.  Over  the  island  she  hung,  gazing  down  upon  it, 
and  gloating  on  its  richness  and  fertility,  while  she  inwardly  re- 
solved to  strain  her  magical  powers  to  the  utmost,  to  transfer  it  from 
its  present  position  to  the  neighbourhood  of  her  own  coast.  Her  at- 
tention, however,  was  soon  withdrawn  from  all  other  objects,  and 
concentrated  on  one  that  had  juat  caught  her  eye:  it  was  a  young 
man,  the  only  one  she  had  as  vet  seen  who  did  not  stare  up  at  her, 
mdely  and  impertinently.  Indeed  he  did  not  look  up  at  all.  He 
seemed  to  have  no  eyes,  no  soul,  for  any  one  but  a  young  girl  wbo 
was  by  his  side.  The  lady  on  the  cloud  could  see  by  the  moonlight 
that  the  girl's  (ace  was  exceedingly  beautiful ;  that  b  to  say,  as  much 
as  could  be  perceived  of  it  when  she  occasionally,  and  but  For  a  mo- 
ment, raised  her  eyes  from  the  ground,  on  which  they  were  riveted. 

"  Speak  I  will  you  not  speak  to  me  i"  were  the  words  of  the  young 
man :  "  but  one  word,  Eva,— dearest  Eva^— to  tell  me  have  I  o^nded 
by  my  boldness  7" 

The  girl  blushed  ten  times  deeper  than  before,  and  her  lips  qni- 
vered  as  at  length  she  slowly  murmnred  out,  "  No,  Conia  I" 

"Thanks!  thanks  !"  was  nis  rapturous  exclamation;  "a  thousand 
times  thanks,  my  own,  my  . . .  Hallo  I  what  is  this  ?  Whence  come 
▼ou  ?"  These  latter  words  were  addressed  to  the  Black  Lady,  as,  to 
nis  utter  astonishment,  she  alighted  from  the  cloud  right  in  his  path. 
Eva  shrieked,  and  hid  her  &ce  in  bis  bosom. 

"  I  am  the  Baon  Ri  Dhuv,"  said  the  enchantress,  trying  to  look 
dignified,  and  to  smooth  away  the  scowl  that  had  darkened  her  visage 
Nnce  she  perceived  his  companion,-^"  the  Queen  of  the  South  I" 

"  And  what  can  the  Baon  Ri  Dhuv,  the  Queen  of  the  South,  want 
with  Conla,  a  shepherd  of  the  north  ?" 

"  Yomig  man,  mock  me  not,"  replied  she,  frowning  most  awfully : 
"yon  know  not,  but  you  may  be  made  to Jiiel,  my  power,  Listen  to 
me,"  continued  she  in  a  milder  tone,  and  putting  on  what  the  in- 
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tended  trt  be  a  most  amiable  and  engaging  look;  but  which  gave  her 
coane  lineaments  a  «till  more  grotesque  hideouBneaa,  that  almost 
made  the  youDg  ^epherd  laugh  in  her  ftce,  despite  the  secret 
dread  he  felt  creeping  on  his  heart  "  1  am  the  riiler  of  a  vast  tract 
of  country;  I  have  a  vast  aimy  to  do  my  will;  nay,  more,  I  have  do- 
minion  over  the  elements  in  their  fiercest  rage,  and  spirits  obey  my 
bidding.  I  am  rich  beyond  counting.  You  smile,  and  believe  not. 
Look  here  t" 

As  she  spoke,  she  struck  the  ground  three  times  with  her  foot, 
mutteriug  rapidly  to  herself,  when  up  sprang  close  to  her,  a  tall  tree 
of  the  purest  gold,  the  glittering  branches  laden  with  jewels  beyond 
all  price.  Seizing  one  of  these,  a  magnificent  emerald,  and  pulling 
it  off  the  branch,  again  she  stamped  her  foot,  and  the  tree  disap- 
peared, leaving  the  jewel  in  her  hands. 

"  Here,"  continued  she,  putting  it  into  Conla'a  passive  hand, 
"  here  is  earnest  of  my  wealth ;  leave  that  weak  girl,  and  come  with 
me  to  wealth  and  happiness !" 

Conla  had  hitherto  been  kept  dumb  by  the  strange  scene  before 
him ;  but  now,  rousing  himself,  he  looked  at  his  Eva,  and  meeting 
her  gaze  of  deep,  whole-hearted,  confiding  affection,  he  dashed  the 
glittering  jewel  on  the  ground,  and  cried, 

"  Away,  sorceress !  I  spurn  your  gifts,  your  accursed  power,  your- 
sein    With  Eva  will  I  live  or  die  I" 

The  face  of  the  Black  Lady  showed  horriMe  in  the  pale  rooonligbt, 
aa,  with  a  withering  scowl  of  hatred  and  vengeance,  she  again  Bp<%e: 

*'  You  shall  not  die,  insolent  wretch  !  You  shall  live  in  agonies  to 
which  deatfa  were  mercy ;  ay,  and  she,  too, — that  worthless  thing  yoii 
prefer  to  me, — she,  too,  shall  suffer !" 

As  she  spoke,  she  described  a  circle  in  the  air  with  her  hand  round 
the  island.  At  once  the  moon  became  obscured,  and  a  terrible  dark- 
ness fell  upon  all,  while  a  sudden  storm  swept  over  the  island.  Conla 
and  his  Eva  tried  to  fly  to  some  cave  for  refuge,  but  were  arrested  by 
the  sight  that  met  Uieir  eyes  when  the  transitory  darkness  deared 
away.  The  moon  again  shone  out  brilliantly,  and  by  its  light  the 
lovers  perceived,  to  their  great  horror,  that  6ie  island  itself  was  in 
motion  !  A  little  ahead  of  its  southernmost  point  their  persecutor 
was  scudding  over  the  waters  in  a  bark,  the  traditional  accounts  of 
which,  represent  it  as  a  good  deal  resembling  the  steam-boats  of 
modern  days,  for  there  was  smoke  issuing  out  of  it ;  and  two  or  three 
respectable  individuals,  with  black  faces,  fiery  eyes,  horns  on  their 
heads,  and  tails  twirled  in  graceful  folds,  niight  be  seen  through  an 
o[>en  hatchway,  employed  in  much  the  same  manner  as  the  hard-work- 
ing, bard-drinking  steam-packet  engineers  of  our  own  times,  while  a 
clacking  and  clanging  of  iron  was  continually  heard,  similar  to  the 
sounds  that  anno^  sea-sick  passengers  at  present.  From  the  taffiail  of 
'*■■"  ■ — -ling-lookingvessel,  three  or  four  strong  cables  stret«^ed  to  die 


island,  and  were  rove  through  an  immense  hole  in  a  huge  projecting 
rock,  that  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  bored  for  this  especial  porpoaei 
The  steamer  tu^^d  gallantly,  and  the  island  plasheu  and  splashed 


heavily  along,  at  the  rate  of  twenty  or  thirty  knots  an  hour :  the  cows 
and  sheep  upon  the  latter,  not  having  their  sea-legs  aboard,  tumbled 
and  rolled  about  in  fine  style.  Eva  got  exceedingly  sea-sick,  and  Conla 
exceedingly  indignant :  but  there  was  no  use  in  his  anger.  On  (he 
island  went. 
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On  and  mi, — put  Bel&Bt,  Drogheda,  Dublin, — rattling  and  aplash- 
ing  along,  greatly  to  the  Bitonishroent  of  the  fishes,  who,  beside* 
being  then  quite  unaccustomed  to  public  steaming,  had  never  before 
aeen  an  island  on  the  move.  Between  Dublin  and  Holyhead  there 
WW  a  little  difficulty  ;  for  the  island,  which  was  exceedingly  unma* 
nageable,  fetched  away  to  starboard,  and  took  the  ground  a  little 
outside  of  Howtb.  This  was  a  cause  of  great  delight  to  the  lovers, 
who  thought  Uieir  voyage  was  now  at  an  end  ;  but  they  were  much 
mistaken :  two  of  the  amiable  gentry  who  manned  the  tug-boat 
jumped  Ughtly  on  the  island,  and  cut  away  with  a  couple  of  strokes 
of  an  axe  the  part  that  was  aground,  it  breaking  into  two  pieces, 
which  remain  to  this  day,  proofs  of  the  truth  of  this  tale,  under  the 
names  of  Lambay  and  Ireland's  Eye.  On  went  the  steamer  again, 
and  on  went  the  island  merrily  and  clumsily  as  ever,  and  Ibe  Black 
Lady  looked  back  and  laughed  at  the  disappointed  lovers. 

Wicklow  went  by, — Wexford,— and  now  the  shores  of  the  county 
Waterford  hove  in  sight;  and  the  vessel  and  island,  rounding  Point 
Camsore  in  gallant  style,  issued  out  from  the  Irish  Channel  into  the 
waters  of  the  Atlantic. 

Morning  had  broken  by  this  time,  and  a  brieht  and  beautiful  morn- 
ing it  was.  Eva,  overpowered  by  fatigue,  had  sunk  to  sleep :  Conia 
sate  beside  her,  deep  anxiety  lowering  on  his  brow,  and  his  soul  rent 
with  the  most  agonizing  emotions.  Meantime  his  body  was  just  as 
much  disturbed,  for  the  island  was  now  heaving  and  pitching  worse 
than  before,  upon  the  longer  billows  of  the  ocean ;  and  he  occasionally 
had  to  hold  on  with  both  his  hands  to  the  stones  and  shrubs  near 
him,  to  prevent  himself  from  being  what  sailors  would  call  "  hove 
overboard  "  by  the  violent  motion  of  the  Strang  craft  in,  or  rathet 
on,  which  be  was  embarked.  Disliking  his  situation  exceedingly, 
and  greatly  fearing  that  he  would  have  still  more  reason  to  do  so,  he 
■aw  that  Ihere'waa  no  chance  of  his  delivery  from  it,  if  he  could  not 
succeed  in  mollifying  the  enraged  enchantress.  Espying  her  agun 
seated  upon  the  steamer's  tafirail,  he  therefore  hailed  her,  and  sought 
by  humUe  prayers  and  entreaties  to  induce  her  to  release  him  and 
huEva;  or,  if  one  should  suffer,  to  set  her  free,  and  vent  the  heaviest 
vengeance  upon  his  head.  But  the  Black  Lady  let  him  talk  on.  He 
had  a  very  sweet  voice,  and  she  liked  to  hear  that;  and,  when  he 
had  done,  she  contented  herself  with  simply  shaking  her  head  in 
token  of  refusal :  then,  as  he  again  stooped  his  proud  spirit  to  still 
more  vehement  entreaties  and  supplications,  and  raved  in  the  inten- 
sity of  his  anguish,  she  mocked  at  him,  and  laughed  loud  and  long  in 
Bcom,  till  at  length,  wearied  out  and  despairing,  he  sunk  his  head 
upon  his  bosom,  and  was  silent.  Slowly  the  day  wore  on,  but  quickly 
the  headlands  and  bays  of  the  southern  shore  of  Ireland  glided  by; 
and  great  was  the  wonder  and  amaze  of  those  who  looked  to  seaward 
from  that  shore.  Many  were  the  noble  fishes  left  that  day  in  the 
depths  of  the  ocean  with  the  barbed  book  ftst  in  their  jaws,  as  the 
wild  natives  of  the  coastt  in  terror  at  the  tight  of  the  demon  vessel 
and  her  charge,  hove  overboard  their  rude  fishing-gear  to  lighten 
their  frail  coracles,  and  plied  sail  and  oar  to  seek  refuge  on  the  land. 
It  has  been  even  surmised  that  it  was  some  such  sight  as  this,  that 
scared  that  first  great  geographer,  Ptolemy,  and  made  him  fly  the 
Irish  coast  ere  he  had  completed  his  survey.  However,  this  is  a 
point  that  has  never  been  fully  ascertained. 
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The  sun  wu  ginking  glorioiMly  iato  the  bosom  of  the  ilow-hesiiag 
main  u  the  steamer,  with  the  islaiMi  in  tow,  rounded  Dunev  Head, 
and  hove  in  eight  of  their  deatination,  the  promoDtoiy  of  Boliii, 
With  exultation  in  her  ejre*,  the  Baon  Ri  Dhuv  pointed  out  her  loftv 
caatlei  shining  in  the  diBtance  with  the  last  rayi  of  the  departing  on) 
of  day.  Eva  waa  now  awake,  and  her  and  Conla's  Bupplicadona 
were  poured  out  for  mercy  and  for  pity ;  but  they  might  as  wdl 
have  been  uttered  to  Bohia  Head  itaelf.  The  leagues  twtween  the 
latter  place  and  Dursey  Head  were  rapidly  traversed,  and  now  the 
island  had  been  towed  within  a  mile  of  iu  final  destination,  which 
was  the  promontory  on  which  the  castle  stood.  At  this  moment 
another  sudden  storm,  sudi  as  that  of  the  preceding  night,  passed 
athwart  the  scene;  and,  when  it  cleared  away,  the  steamer  had 
disappeared,  and  the  Black  Lady  was  to  be  seen,  upon  the  headland 
tugging  at  the  island  to  bring  it  closer. 

"  Is  there  no  help  in  Heaven  I"  cried  Conla,  as,  after  another  ap- 
peal in  vain  to  their  persecutor,  he  threw  his  eyes  up  with  a  re- 
proachful glance. 

"  Hush,  Conla !  reproach  not  the  powers  above ;  they  are  moat 
merciful,  and  will  protect  us.     Hark  I  they  answer !" 

At  this  moment  a  heavy  peal  of  thunder  crashed  over  head,  and, 
rtdling  towards  the  castle,  seemed  to  expend  itself  over  its  summit. 

"  Dread  lady,"  cried  Eva,  animated  to  unusual  courage  by  the 
omen,  "  hearken  to  that,  and  yield  to  the  powers  of  Heaven  I — they 
declare  against  thy  tyranny  !" 

"  Never  I"  roared  the  tyrant,  her  eyes  flashing  baleful  fire,  "  Soona 
will  I  become  part  of  this  mountain  on  which  I  stand  mistress,  than 
ye  shall  escape  me  I" 

As  she  spoke,  she  gave  a  pull  with  her  utmost  strength  to  the 
chains.  At  the  moment  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning  darted  from  the 
clouds,  and  the  chains  snapped  rieht  asunder.  With  the  force  of  the 
shock  the  Black  Lady  was  precipitated  into  the  sea,  the  island  at  the 
same  time  rebounding  back  and  becoming  fixed  for  ever  about  half- 
way between  Dursey  and  Bohis  Head. 

The  Baon  Ri  Dhuv's  tenants  and  servants  spent  the  night  in  vainlj 
searching  for  her.  The  morning  revealed  to  them  a  terrible  si^L 
Upon  the  extremity  of  the  cape  her  well-known  visage  appeared,  but 
trentformed  to  stone,  and  doomed  for  ages  to  remain  there,  lashed 
by  the  raging  billows  of  the  ocean.  Thus  was  her  fatal  wish  accem- 
plished  I 

The  island  so  strangely  brought  round,  remains  where  it  recoiled 
to,  and  is  now  known  by  the  name  of  Scariff.  It  is  still  rich  land, 
and  feeds  many  herds ;  a  strong  proof  of  the  authenticity  of  this  tale, 
and  which  is  brtlier  borne  out  by  the  fact,  that  the  hole  through 
which  the  towing-chains  were  rove  remains  to  this  hour,  Conla  and 
Eva  lived  happily  for  the  rest  of  their  days  where  they  were,  and  left 
a  numerous  progeny.  It  is  said  that  the  little  old  man  who,  with  his 
Strapping  offspring,  fourteen  in  number,  now  tenants  the  island,  is 
their  lineal  descendant.  The  emerald  that  Conla  threw  away  was 
afterwards  found,  and  preserved  as  a  memorial  of  the  events  nan«trd 
UDtil  tiie  times  of  Cromwell;  when  some  of  his  soldiers,  having  visited 
the  island  for  the  laudable  purpose  of  killing  a  friar  who  lived  there 
as  a  hermit,  indulged  another  of  their  virtuous  propensities  by  carry- 
ing  the  Jewel  away  with  them. 
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BOB  BURNS  AND  BERANGER. 
SAM   LOVER    AND   OVIDIUS    NASO, 


TO   THE   EDITOR    OP    BENTLET  S   MISCBLLANT. 

Sir, — Under  the  above  title  I  forward  you  two  more  scraps  from 
ffater-ffrass-hili. 

The  first  is  a  glee  in  praise  of  poverty,  a  subject  on  which  poets  of 
every  country  have  a  common  understanding.  Tha  Italian  Berni, 
indeed,  went  a  step  farther  when  he  sang  [he  "  comforts  of  being  in 
debt," — La  laude  del  debito  !  but  your  enihusiaBt  never  knows  where 
to  stop.  This  MS.  may  suit  in  the  present  state  of  the  money  mar- 
ket,— a  bill  drawn  by  Burns  and  endorsed  by  Beranger.  You  can 
rely  on  the  Scotchman's  signature,  experlo  crede  Roberto  i  while  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  the  French  songster's  financial  condition  fully 
entitles  him  to  join  Burns  in  an  attempt  of  this  kind.  Since,  how- 
ever, much  spurious  paper  appears  to  be  afloat,  you  will  use  your 
own  discretion  as  to  the  foreign  acceptance. 

Of  Scrap  No.  VI.  I  say  nothing.  Doctor  Prout  having  left  a  note 
on  the  subject  prefixed  to  the  siune.    Yours,  &c. 

Roav  O'Drvscui-l. 

Water-ffrats-hOl,  April  20. 


Scrap  No.  V. 


Is  ^re. 

For  honest  poverty. 

That  hangs  his  head 

And  8*  that? 
The  coward  slaye 
We  pass  him  by, 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that: 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Our  toils  obscure. 

And  a'  that ; 
The  rank  is  but 
llie  guinea's  stamp, 

ITie  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  I  though  ^ 

On  bAfnely  fare  we  dine. 


Give  fools  tbeir  silks. 
And  knaves  their  wine, 

A  man's  a  mam  for  a'  that : 

For  a'  that,  for  a'  that, 
Tbeir  tinsel  show. 

And  a'  that ; 
Tbe  honest  man, 
Though  e'er  so  poor. 

Is  lung  o'  men  for  a'  tliat. 


I. 


Quoi .'  Pauvre  honn^te 

Baisser  la  t£te  7 
Quoi  I  rougir  de  la  sorte  ? 

Que  I'fime  basse 

S'eloigne  et  passe 
NouB— soyons  gueux  I  nlmporte  ! 

Travail  obscur — 
N'importe  I 

Quand  i'or  est  pur 
N'importe ! 

Qu'tl  ne  soit  point 

Marque  au  coin 
D'un  noble  rang — qu'importe ! 

2. 
Quoiqu'on  dAt  faire 
Bien  maigre  chere 
Et  v^tir  pauvre  vitement  \ 
Aux  sots  leur  sole, 
Leur  vin,  leur  joie; 
Cafait-ilL'HOMME?  eh,nullen)entt 
Luxe  et  grandeur — 

Qu'importe  1 
Train  et  splendeur — 

Qu'importe .' 
Cieurs  vils  et  creux  I 
Un  noble  gueux 
Vaut  toute  la  cohorte ! 
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Ye  see 

Yon  birlcie,  ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  struts  and  stares, 

And  a'  that ; 
Though  hundreds  worship 
At  his  word. 

He 's  but  a  coof  for  a'  that : 

For  a'  that,  for  a'  that, 
His  riband,  star, 

Aud  a'  that ; 
The  man  of 
lodependent  mind 

Can  look  and  laugh  at  a'  that. 

IV. 

A  king 

Can  make  a  belted  knight, 
A  marquis,  duke. 
And  a'  that; 

But  BD  IIONEBT  MAN 

'b  aboon  his  might, 

Guid  faith  he  manoa  fa'  that. 

For  a'  that,  for  a'  that. 
Their  dignities, 

And  ^  that ; 
The  pith  &  sense 
And  pride  o'  warth 

Are  higher  ranks  than  a'  that. 

Then  let  us  praj 
That  come  it  may — 
As  come  it  will 

For  a'  that — 
That  sense  and  wartb. 
O'er  all  the  earth. 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that  I 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
It 's  coming  yet. 

For  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man, 
The  warld  a'  o'er, 
Shall  brothers  be,  for  a'  that. 


Voyez  ce  fat — 

Un  yaiti  4c\M 
L'entoure,  et  on  I'encense, 

Maia  aprds  tout 

Ce  n'est  qu'un  fou,-^ 
Un  BOt,  quoiqu'il  en  pense  ; 

Terre  et  maison, 
Qu'il  pense — 

Titre  et  blazon, 
Qu'il  penie — 

Or  et  ducats, 

Non  I  ne  font  pas 
La  Traie  iadependence  I 
4. 

Un  roi  peut  faire 

Due,  dignitaire, 
Comte  et  marquis,  joumellement; 

Mais  ce  qu'oo  ncnnme 

Un  HONNBTE  HOMME, 

Le  peut-il  faire  P  eh,  nullementi 
TristeB  foveurs  I 
R^elleroent ; 
Pauvres  honueurs ! 

R^ellement ; 
Le  iter  maintien 
DeB  gens  de  bien 
Leur  manque  easentiellement. 
5. 
Or  faisons  vceu 
Qu'k  touB,  sous  peu, 
Arrive  un  jour  dejugement; — 
Amis,  ce  jour 
Aura  son  tour, 
J'en  prends,  j'en  prends,  I'engagement. 
Espoir  et  en- 
couragement, 
Aux  pauvres  geus 

Soulagement ; 
'Lors  sur  la  terre 
Vivrons  en  freres, 
Et  librement,  et  sagement  I 


Scrap  No.  VI. 
Possevino,  in  his  Bigtoty  of  At  Gonxagai,  (fol.  Mantua,  1620,)  tells 
us,  at  page  781,  that  a  Polish  army,  having  penetrated  to  the  Euxine, 
found  the  ashea,  with  many  MSS.  of  Ovid  under  a  marble  monument, 
which  ^ey  transferred  in  pomp  to  Cracow,  a.d.  1581.  It  is  well 
known  that  the  exiled  Roman  had  written  sundry  poems  in  bartwric 
metre  to  gratiFc  the  Scythian  and  Getic  literati  with  whom  he  was 
surrounded.     We  have  his  own  words  for  it : 
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The  following  ii  a  &ir  q>ecimen,  procured  by  the  kindneBB  of  the  late 
erudite  Quaff-y-punchavitz,  Keeper  of  the  Archives  of  the  Cracovian 
Unireraity.  The  rhythmic  terra  ination,  called  by  the  Greeks  o>«>u>r<- 
XrvTDw  u  here  clearly  traceable  to  a  Northern  origin.  It  would  appear 
that  the  ScaDdinavitui  poets  took  great  pride  in  the  nicety  and  rich- 
ncBB  of  these  rhymes,  by  irhich  they  beguiled  the  tediousness  of  their 
winter  nights : 

"  Aec^uatt  inimkarK  ^emem  s.iHiague,/atuetmt." 
Ovid  first  tried  thus  an  experimeat  on  his  native  tongue,  which 
was  duly  followed  up  by  the  Chuscr,  not  unwilling  to  indulge  by  any 
reasonable  concession  her  barbarous  converts  in  the  sixth  century. 
Of  Mr.  XiOver's  translation  it  were  superfluous  to  point  out  the  mi< 
raculous  fidelity ;  delicate  gallantry  and.  well-sustained  humour  dig- 
Unguish  every  line  of  his  vernacular  version,  hardly  to  be  surpassed 
by  the  Art  ameutdi  of  his  Latin  competitor. 


>    Tax    EARD-BEIBTED 


OcH  hone  t 

Oh  I  what  will  I  do? 
Sure  my  love  is  all  crost. 
Like  a  bud  in  the  fi-ost . . . 

And  there  's  no  use  at  all 
In  my  going  to  bed ; 
For  'tis  dhrames,  and  not  sleep, 
That  comei  into  my  head  . . . 

And  'tis  oil  about  you, 
My  sweet  Motly  Carew, 
And  indeed  'tis  a  sin 
And  a  shame. — ■ 

You  're  complater  than  nature 
In  every  feature ; 
The  snow  can't  compare 
To  your  forehead  so  fair : 
And  I  rather  would  spy 
Just  one  blink  of  your  eye 
Than  the  purtiest  star 
That  shines  out  of  the  sky  ; 
Tho'— by  this  and  by  that  I 
For  the  matter  o'  that— 
You'  re  more  distant  by  far 
Than  that  same. 

Och  hone,  wierasthrew  I 
I  am  alone 
In  this  world  without  you  I 

2. 

Och  hone  t 

But  why  should  I  speak 
Of  your  forehead  and  eyes. 
When  your  nose  it  defies 


Heu !  heu  t 

Me  tsedeti  me  piget  o  I 
Cor  mihi  riget  o  ! 
Ut  flog  sub  frigido  . . , 

Et  nox  ipsa  m!,  tum 
Cum  vado  aormitflm, 
Infausta,  iasomnis, 
Transcurritur  omnis  . . , 

Hoc  culpi  fit  tujl 
Mi,  mollis  Cari^ 
Sic  mihi  illudens, 
Nee  pudens.— 

Prodigium  tu,  r« 
Es,  verfi,  naturae, 
Candidior  tacte ; — 
Plus  frt>nte  cum  bac  te. 
Cum  istis  ocellis, 
Plus  omnibus  stellis 
Mehercule  vellem. — 
Sed  heu,  me  imbellem  ! 
A  me,  qui  sum  fidus, 
Vel  ultimum  sidus 
Non  distat  te  magis  . . . 
Quid  agis  I 

Heu  1  heu  I  nisi  tu 
Me  ames, 
Pereo  1  [ullaleu ! 


Heu  I  heu  I 

Sed  cur  sequar  laude 
Ocellos  aut  frontem 
Si  NASI,  cum  fraude, 
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Paddy  Blake  the  schoolmaster 

To  put  it  in  rhyme  ? — 
Tliough  there's  one  Bubkb, 
He  says, 
Who  would  call  it  SnMime  .  . . 

And  then  for  your  cheek, 
Throth  'twould  take  him  a  week 
Its  beauties  to  tell 
As  he  'd  rather : — 

Then  your  lips,  O  machree  ! 
In  their  beautiful  glow 
Tbey  a  pattern  might  be 
For  the  cherries  to  grow. — 
'Twas  an  apple  that  tempted 
Our  mother,  we  know  ; 
For  apples  were  scarce 
I  suppose  long  ago; 
But  at  this  time  o'  day, 
'Pon  my  conscience  I  'II  say. 
Such  cherries  might  tempt 
A  man's  father  t 

Och  hone,  wierasthrew  I 
I  'm  alone 
In  this  world  without  you  I 


Pnetereo  pontem  ?  . . . 

Ast  hie  ego  minus 
Quim  ipse  Longikus 
In  verbis  exprimem 
Hunc  nasum  sublimem  ,  . 

De  fiorid&  gena 
Vulgaris  camcena 
Can  tare  t  in  vaonm 
Per  annum. — ■ 

Turn,  tlbi  puella  I 
Sic  tument  labella 
Ut  nil  plus  jucundum 
Sit,  aut  rubicundutn ; 
Si  primitAs  homo 
Collapsus  est  porno, 
Si  dolor  et  lucUu 
V^ierunt  per  fructus, 
Proh  I  stas  nunc  aerior 
Ne  cadat,  vereor, 
Icta  tam  hello 
Labello: 

Heu  I  heu  I  ni«  tu 
Me  ames, 
Pereo  I  pillaleu ! 


Och  hone ! 

By  the  man  in  the  moon  I 
You  teaze  me  ail  ways 
That  a  woman  can  plaze  ; 

For  you  dance  twice  as  high 
With  that  thief  Pat  Macghee 
As  when  you  take  share 
Of  a  jig,  dear,  with  me ; 

Though  the  piper  I  bate. 
For  fear  the  ould  chate 
Wouldn't  play  you  your 
Favourite  tune. 

And  when  you  're  at  Mass 
My  devotion  you  crass. 
For  'tis  thinking  of  you 
I  am,  Molly  Carew ; 
While  you  wear  on  purpose 
A  bonnet  so  deep, 
That  1  can't  at  your  sweet 
Pretty  face  get  a  peep. 
Oh  I  lave  off  that  bmmet, 
Or  else  I  '11  lave  on  it 
The  loss  of  my  wandering 
Sowll 

Och  hone  I  like  an  owl. 
Day  is  night, 
Dear,  to  me  without  you ! 


Heu  I  heu I 

Per  comua  luoK 
Perpetud  tu  ne 
Me  vexes  impund  P  . . . 

I  nunc  choro  salta 
(Mac-ghius  nam  tecilm) 
Plants  magis  alt& 
Quim  sueveris  mecilm  I  . . 

Tibicinem  quando 
Cogo  fustiganuo 
Ne  falsum  det  melus, 
Anhelus. — 

A  te  in  sacello 
Vix  mentem  reveller 
Heu  I   miser^  scissam 
Te  inter  et  Missam ; 
Tu  latitas  vero 
Tam  Btricto  galero 
Ut  cemere  vultum 
Desiderem  multdm. 
Et  dubites  jam,  ndm 
(Ob  animce  damnum) 
Sit  fas  hunc  d^eri 
Auferri  ? 

Heu  I  heu  T  nisi  tu 
Cor&m  sis, 
Ckcus  sim  :  eleleu  I 
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Och  hone  I 

Don't  provoke  me  to  do  it ; 
For  there  's  girls  hy  the  score 
That  loves  nie,  and  more. 

And  you  'd  look  very  queer, 
If  some  morning  you  'a  meet 
My  wedding  all  marching 
In  pride  down  the  street. 

Throth  you  'd  open  your  eyes, 
And  you  'd  die  of  surprise 
To  think  't wasn't  you 
Was  come  to  it. 

And  'faith  I   Katty  Naile 
Ami  her  cow,  I  go  Iwil, 
Would  jump  if  I  'd  say, 
"  Katty  Naile,  name  the  day." 
And  though  you  're  fair  and  fresi) 
As  the  bloBSDms  in  May, 
And  she 's  short  and  dark 
Like  a  cowld  winter's  day, 
Yet,  ifyott  don't  repent 
Before  Easter, — when  Lent 
la  over — I  '11  marry 
For  spite. 

Oct)  hone  I  and  when  I 
Die  for  you, 
'Tis  my  ghost  that  you  'II  see  every 


Heu  I  heu  I 

Non  me  provocato, 
Nam  virginum  sat,  o  I 
Stant  mihi  amato  . .  . 

Et  stuperes  plan^. 
Si  aliquo  man^ 
Me  spongum  videres ; 
Hue  quomodo  ferres  ? 

Quid  diceres,  si  cum 
Triumph 0  per  vicum, 
Maritus  it  Jbi, 
Non  tibi  I 

Et  pol  I  Catherinte 
Cui  vacca,  (tu,  sine) 
Si  proferem  hymen 
Grande  esset  diicriinen ; 
Tu  quamvis,  Mc  aio. 
Sis  blandior  Maio, 
Et  hiec  calet  rariAs 
Qu^m  JanuariuB ; 
Si  non  mutas  brevi, 
Hanc  mihi  decrevi 
(Ut  sic  ultus  forem) 
Uxorem ; 

Turn  posthdc  diA 
Me  spectrum 
Verebere  tu  . . .  eleleu  t 


FAMILY  STORIES.  No.  IV.— THE  SQUIRE'S  STORY. 


THE  JACKDAW  OF  RHEIMS. 

A    QOLSEN 


"  Tunc  miier  CoiTUa  adeo  conscieiitie  stimulis  compunctua  fuit,  et  exeoratio 
eum  UDtopere  exearncficavit,  ut  eninde  Inbescere  inciperet,  maciem  contiaberet, 
ODinen  cibumavenarctur,TiecampIiils  crocitaret ;  pennEe  preeterea  el  defluebant, 
et  alis  pendulis  omaes  Ivcetias  Lnleraiisit,  el  tam  macer  apparuit  ut  omoes  ejut 


"  Tunc  abbas  sicerdotibm  mandavit  ut  ninus  furem  alnolTetent ;  quo  lacto, 
Corrus,  omnibus  niiiaDtibiu,  propediem  conraluit,  et  ptistinam'sanitatem  recu- 
peravit."  De  lUiat.  Ord.  Cuterc. 

Thk  Jackdaw  sat  on  the  Cardinal's  chair  I 
Bishop,  and  abbot,  and  prior  were  there ; 
Many  a  monk,  and  many  a  friar. 
Many  a  knight,  and  many  a  squire, 
With  a  great  many  more  of  lesser  degree, — 
In  sooth,  a  goodly  company ; 

And  they  served  the  Lord  Primate  on  bended  knee. 
Never,  I  ween. 
Was  a  prouder  seen, 
Read  of  in  books,  or  dreamt  of  in  dreams, 
Than  the  Cardinal  Lord  Archbishop  of  Rhcims  ! 
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In  and  out, 

Through  the  motley  rout, 
That  Uttle  Jackdaw  kept  hopping  about; 

Here  and  there. 

Like  a  dog  in  a  fair, 

Over  comfits  and  cates, 

And  dishes  and  plates, 
Cowl  and  cop€,  and  rochet  and  pall. 
Mitre  and  crosier,  he  hopped  upon  all ! 

With  a  e&acy  air, 

He  perch'd  on  the  chair 
"Where  in  state  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  sat 
In  the  great  Lord  Cardinal's  great  red  hat ; 

And  be  peer'd  in  the  face 

Of  his  Lordship's  Grace 
With  a  satisfied  look,  as  if  he  would  say, 
"  We  two  are  the  greatest  folks  here  to-day  !" 

And  the  priests,  with  awe, 

As  such  freaks  they  saw. 
Said,  "  The  devil  must  be  in  that  little  Jackdaw  I" 

The  feut  wai  over,  the  board  was  clear'd. 
The  flawns  and  the  custards  had  all  disappear'd. 
And  NX  little  singing-boys, — dear  little  souls 
In  nice  clean  feces  and  nice  white  stoles, 

Came,  in  order  due, 

Two  by  two. 
Marching  that  grand  refectory  through  I 
A  nice  little  boy  held  a  golden  ewer. 
Embossed,  and  filled  wi&  water  as  pure 
As  any  that  flows  between  Rheims  and  Namur, 
Which  a  nice  little  hoy  stood  ready  to  catch 
In  a  fine  golden  hand-basin  made  to  match. 
Two  nice  little  boys,  rather  more  grown. 
Carried  lavender  water  and  eau  de  Cologne  i 
And  a  nice  tittle  boy  had  a  nice  cake  of  soap, 
Worthy  of  washing  the  hands  of  the  Pope. 

One  little  boy  more 

A  napkin  bore, 
Of  the  best  white  diaper,  frine'd  with  pink. 
And  a  Cardinal's  Hat  mark'd  in  permanent  ink. 

The  great  Lord  Cardinal  turns  at  the  sight 
Of  these  nice  little  boys  dress'd  all  in  white : 

From  his  finger  he  draws 

His  costly  turquoise ; 
And,  not  thinking  at  all  about  little  Jackdaws, 

Deposits  it  straight 

By  the  side  of  his  plate, 
While  the  nice  little  boys  on  his  Eminence  wait; 
Till,  when  nobody  's  dreaming  of  any  such  thing. 
That  little  Jackdaw  hops  off  with  the  ring. 
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There 's  a  cry  and  a  shout, 

And  a  deuce  of  a  rout, 
And  nobody  seems  to  know  what  they  're  about, 
But  the  monks  have  their  pockets  all  turn'd  inside  out ; 

The  friars  are  kneeling. 

And  hunting,  and  feeling 
The  carpet,  the  floor,  and  the  valb,  and  the  ceiling. 

The  Cardinal  drew 

Off  each  plum-coloured  shoe, 
And  left  his  red  stockings  expos'd  to  the  view ; 

He  peeps,  and  be  feeb 

In  the  toes  and  the  heels. 
They  turn  up  the  dishes,  they  turn  up  the  plates. 
They  take  up  the  poker  and  poke  out  the  grates, 

They  turn  up  the  rugs. 

They  examine  the  mugs : — 

But,  no  I  no  such  thing ; 

They  can't  find  the  ring ; 
And  the  abbot  declared  that,  "  when  nobody  twigg'd  it, 
Some  rascal  or  other  had  popped  in,  and  pngg'd  it !" 

The  Cardinal  rose  with  a  dignified  look. 

He  call'd  for  his  candle,  his  bell,  and  his  book .' 
In  holy  anger,  and  pious  grief. 
He  solemnly  cursed  that  rascally  thief! 
He  cura'd  him  at  board,  he  curs  d  him  in  bed ; 
From  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  the  crown  of  his  head ; 
He  curs'd  him  in  sleeping,  that  every  night 
He  should  dream  of  uie  devil,  and  wake  in  a  fright ; 
He  curs'd  him  in  eating,  he  curs'd  him  in  drinking. 
He  curs'd  him  in  coughing,  in  sneezing,  in  winking  ; 
He  curs'd  him  in  sitting,  m  standing,  m  lyiog, 
He  curs'd  him  in  walking,  in  riding,  in  flying, 
He  curs'd  him  living,  he  curs'd  liim  dying  ! 

Never  was  heard  such  a  terrible  curse  ; 
But,  what  gave  rise 
To  no  little  surprise, 

Nobody  seem'd  one  penny  the  worse  1 

The  day  was  gone, 

The  ni^t  came  on. 
The  monks  and  the  friars  they  search'd  till  dawn; 

Wlien  the  Sacristan  saw. 

On  crumpled  claw. 
Come  limping  a  poor  little  lame  Jackdaw  t 

No  longer  gay. 

As  on  yesterday ; 
His  feathers  all  seem'd  to  be  turn'd  the  wrong  way ; 
His  pinions  droop'd,  he  could  hardly  stand. 
His  head  was  as  bald  as  the  palm  of  your  hand ; 

His  eye  so  dim, 

So  vasted  each  limb. 
That,  heedless  of  grammar,  they  all  cried,  "That's  bimi— 
That 's  the  scamp  that  has  done  this  scandalous  thing  1 
That  'sthe  thief  that  has  got  my  Lord  Cardinal's  ring !" 
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The  poor  little  Jackdaw, 

When  the  monks  he  taw. 
Feebly  gave  vent  to  the  ghost  of  a  caw  ; 
And  turn'd  his  bald  head,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  Prayi  be  «o  good  as  to  walk  this  way  !" 

Slower  and  slower 

He  limp'd  on  before, 
nil  they  came  to  the  back  of  the  belfry-door. 

Where  the  first  thing  they  saw, 

'Midst  the  sticks  and  the  straw. 
Was  the  ring,  in  the  nest  of  that  little  Jackdaw  ! 

Then  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  call'd  for  his  book. 
And  off  that  terrible  curse  he  took; 

The  mute  expression 

Serv'd  in  lieu  of  confession. 
And,  being  thus  coupled  with  full  restitution, 
The  Jackdaw  got  plenary  absolution. 

When  those  words  were  heard, 

That  poor  little  bird 
Was  so  changed  in  a  moment,  'twas  really  absurd  : 

He  grew  sleek  and  fat ; 

In  addition  to  that, 
A  fresh  crop  of  fiesthers  came  thick  as  a  mat  I 

His  tail  waggled  more 

Even  than  before ; 
But  no  longer  it  wagged  with  an  impudent  air. 
No  longer  he  perch'd  on  the  Cardinal's  chair. 

He  hopped  now  shout 

With  a  gait  devout ; 
At  Matins,  at  Vespers,  he  never  was  out; 
And,  so  far  from  any  more  pilfering  deeds, 
He  always  seem'd  telling  the  Confessor's  beads. 
If  any  one  lied,  or  if  any  one  swore, 
Or  slumber'd  in  pray'r  time  and  happened  to  snore, 

That  good  Jackdaw 

Would  give  a  great "  caw," 
As  much  as  to  say,  "  Don't  do  so  any  more  I" 
While  many  remarked,  as  his  manners  they  saw, 
That  they  never  had  known  such  a  pious  Jackdaw ! 

He  long  lived  the  pride 

Of  that  country  side. 
And  at  last  in  the  odour  of  sanctity  died ; 

When,  as  words  were  too  faint 

His  merita  to  paint. 
The  conclave  determined  to  make  him  a  Saint ; 
And  on  newly-made  Saints  and  Popes,  as  you  know. 
It 's  ibe  custom  at  Rome  new  names  to  bestow. 
So  they  canoniz'd  him  by  the  name  of  Jem  Crow .' 
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MoTBU  of  rammer  lOMi  1 

Mother  of  rammer  rows, 

Winter's  Hok^m;  ckmn 
B«adeuUrfoT%e:— 

ThinJiiDg  tbmi  wen  niling. 

June  I  thy  month  discloses 

All  that  is  sweet  and  ftir : 

Birds  and  flowen  wrsathing 
Minstrel  gariands,  breathing 

Widi  thy  tmile. 

Soug  and  bloom 

To  some  false  isle, 

Reviving  £ebint'air' 

Upon  our  tribute  »e>  t 

Mother  of  rammer  TOMir 

Mother  of  summer  roKSl 

Nougtit  on  earth  oppoMS 

On  thy  breast  reposes 

Our  fond  claim  to  thee  ! 

The  HushM  cheek  of  the  year: 

Find'it  thou  wdcome  dearer? 

Br^  not  hia  soft  slumber* 

Beauty  or  minilrelg  uearerT 
In  At  arch 

With  rode  musi<Miumben: 

Mingled  gnsh 

Of  thy  round  march 

Of  stream  and  thrush 

Can  gentler  reat-piace  be  T 

Be  all  that  may  come  near  < , 
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PEniODICAL  LITERATURE  OF  THE  NORTH  AMERICAN 
INDIANS. 

It  is  an  astoimdini;  but  graUfying  proof  of  the  rapid  march  of  cnu 
lization,  that  periodical  literattire  springs  up  and  flourishei  among 
tribes  and  nBtions  which,  but  twenty  or  thirty  years  ago,  had  hardly 
advanced  a  few  itepa  beyond  barbariam.  A  Cherokee  newspsper 
has  fur  some  time  been  published,  and  in  the  Sandwich  Islands  a 
gazette  has  recently  been  established ;  and  a  file  of  a  paper  called 
"the  Indian  Phcentx,"  published  in  the  United  States,  under  the  su- 
perintendeDce  of  an  Indian  editor,  and  addressed  exclusively  to  his 
countrymen,  has  just  fallen  under  our  notice.  These  are  pleasing  f«cts 
tar  the  consideration  of  every  true  philanthropist,  and  stable  (kta  on 
which  the  philosopher  mav  argue  that  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when 
the  rays  of  knowledge  shall  illumine  every  nation  of  the  earth.  Wher- 
ever a  newspaper  is  established,  ignorance  must  diminish ;  for  the  news- 
paper is  not  only  the  effect,  but  the  cause  of  cizilization, — not  (miy 
the  work  itself,  but  the  means  by  which  the  work  is  performed.  The 
Indian  Phsnix  is  published  in  the  Englub  language  at  Washington, 
and  is  from  thence  distributed  among  these  roving  aborigines,  not 
only  in  every. part  of  the  United  States,  but  throughout  the  vast  ter- 
ritorien  of  Mexico  and  Texas.  The  paper  ia  not  only  edited,  but 
printed  by  Indians ;  and,  whatever  may  be  stud  of  the  intellectual 
portions  of  it,  the  mechanical  parts  will  certainly  bear  comparison 
with  the  provincial  journals  of  England,  and  are  much  before  the 
newspapers  of  several  of  the  nations  of  Europe,  those  of  Germany 
and  Portugal  foi  instance,  which  are  as  wretched  specimens  of  typo- 
graphy as  it  is  now  possible  to  meet  with. 

For  the  amusement  of  our  readers  we  shall  proceed  to  make  a  few 
extracta  firom  these  very  curious  journals.  The  principles  which  are 
advocated  therein  will,  no  doubt,  appear  startling  at  first  sight ;  but  a 
little  reflection  will  show,  that,  although  strange,  they  are  not  altt^e- 
ther  unfounded.  These  men  have,  by  the  strong  arms  of  European 
civilization,  been  driven  from  the  wild  forests  inherited  by  their  fore- 
fathers, the  woods  they  hunted  in  have  been  converted  into  corn-fields, 
and  the  clear  waters  of  the  lonely  rivers  beside  which  they  dwelt  have 
been  contaminated  by  the  refuse  of  smoky  manufactories,  and  ren- 
dered busy  with  the  sails  and  paddle-wheels  of  enterprising  con:>- 
merce.  The  civilization  which  thus  came  upon  the  lend  from  afiv 
has  now  reached  its  original  inhabitants;  and  the  Indians,  savages 
no  more,  have  begun  to  employ  the  arts  of  peace  and  the  powerful 
weapons  of  opinion  to  reconquer  a  portion  of  the  broad  lands  of  which 
they  have  been  despoiled.  The  struggles  in  Texas,  and  the  unset- 
tled state  of  Mexico,  have  caused  them  to  turn  their  eyes  in  that 
direction ;  and  they  have  been  inspired  by  the  hope  that  Mexico  is 
to  be  the  region  in  which  all  the  scattered  tribes  will  be  collected 
together  to  form  one  great  independent  nation.  It  it  not  intended  in 
this  brief  notice  to  speculate  upon  the  probability  or  improbability  of 
&uch  a  scheme,  or  to  say  whether  or  not  these  disperaed  and  di»- 
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membered  clana,  without  leader  or  bond  of  unioD,  will  ever  be  able  to 
accomplish  so  gigantic  a  project.  It  is  sufficient  to  state  that  such  u 
their  object,  in  order  that  the  reader  laay  underttaDd  the  aliusioaa  in 
the  extracts  which  we  shall  place  before  htm.  The  following  will  show 
the  prose  these  Indians  are  capable  of  writing  (we  shall  come  to  their 
poetry  by  and  by),  and  will  also  give  an  idea  of  their  political  creed. 
In  the  leading  article  of  the  fint  number,  the  editor  says, 

'*  Our  creed  may  be  met  with  in  these  words.  We  render  unto 
the  setf-esteemed  civilized  world  the  things  which  are  the  leJf-ea- 
teemed  civilized  world's,  and  unto  the  long-oppreued,  yet  noble,  ele- 
vated, and  dignified  Indian  the  things  which  once  beloi^ed  and  shall 
again  belong  to  him." 

These  sentiments,  and  their  open  avowal,  although  they  may  not 
cause  the  settler  to  tremble  for  the  safety  of  bis  homestead,  ought 
nevertheless  to  make  the  statnman  ponder  well  on  die  condition 
and  aspirations  of  this  lU-uied  race.    The  editor  continues : 

"In  the  deep  gloom  of  the  future  position  of  these  countries  we 
see  no  evidence  of  a  single  periodical  grasping  with  energetic  vision 
the  coming  time.  Alone,  therefore,  do  we  step  on  the  arena  of  public 
opinion.  With  nerved  heart  and  nerved  band  shall  we  advance :  the 
curiosity  of  the  many,  the  surprise  of  others,  the  encouragement  of 
the  few,  the  denunciations  of  the  National  Gazette,  or  New  Yoric 
American,  or  all  who  may  follow  in  their  fetid  and  nauseous  trail, 
shall  not  turn  aside  one  of  the  barbed  arrows  which  shall  now  and 
henceforth  be  launched  unsparingly  at  all  who  cross  oiu-  path." — "  We 
are  not  mad,  most  noble  Festus,  but  speak  the  words  of  truth  and 
soberness." 

The  following  little  bit  of  Scriptural  exposition  will,  no  doubt,  cause 
a  smite  even  on  the  grave  faces  of  the  learned  doctors  who  are  versed 
in  Biblical  knowledge.  The  Indians,  stigmatized  by  the  civilized 
nations  of  the  earth  for  the  cruel  practice  of  scalping  their  fallen 
enemies,  bring  forward  the  authority  of  our  sacred  book  in  their  jus- 
ti6cation.  Even  Dsrid,  the  man  ailer  God's  own  heart,  and  one  of 
the  finest  poets  the  world  ever  produced,  went  out  on  the  war-path 
like  a  Mohican  or  a  Chnokee,  and  bore  away  the  scalps  of  his  ene- 
mies t  The  editor  hints  that  this  alone  would  warrant  the  assertitMi 
which  has  been  so  often  put  forth,  that  America  was  peopled  by  the 
lost  ten  tribes  of  Israel     He  says, 

"  We  invite  the  attention  —we  throw  down  the  gauntlet  of  defiance 
to  all  and  every  civilized  Christian  in  Europe  or  America  to  gaiasay 
or  dispute  the  correctness  or  validity  of  the  inferences  and  facts 
stated  below.     The  Scriptures  say, 

"  '  And  Michal,  Saul'to  daughter,  loved  David;  and  tbey  told  Saul, 
and  the  thing  pleased  him. 

" '  And  Saul  said,  I  will  give  him  her  that  she  may  be  a  snare  to 
him,  and  that  the  hand  of  the  Philistines  may  be  against  him, 

"  ■  And  Saul  said.  Thus  shall  ye  say  to  David  :  the  king  desireth 
not  any  dowry,  but  a  hundred  foreskins  of  the  Philistines,  to  be 
avenged  on  the  king's  enmoies.  But  Saul  thought  to  make  David 
fait  by  the  band  of  the  Philisdnes. 

" '  Wherefore  David  arose,  he  and  hia  men,  and  slew  of  the  Philia. 
tines  two  hundred  men,  and  David  brought  their  foreskins,  and  they 


jM,Googlc 


SS6  PERIODICAL   LITERATURE   OF 

gave  them  in  full  toU  to  the  kio^  that  he  might  be  the  Idng's  son- 
in-law.' 

"  We  fee  from  thU,"  (contiaues  the  editor  of  the  Pbcenix,)  "  tint 
DHTid,  who  was  a  great  Jewish  warrior,  went  out  on  the  war-path  not 
frcnn  any  motive  of  war,  or  to  revenge  the  death  of  his  fallen  com- 
radea;  but  for  what?  Why,  to  get  a  marriage  portion  to  lay  before 
the  king  of  the  Jewish  nation.  And  what  was  tliia  maniage  poc- 
tton  ?  Lo !  it  was  one  hundred  acaipi  of  the  Philistines.  *  *  •  •  • 
At  the  conclusion  we  are  told  that  Michal,  Saul's  daughter,  loved  him. 
Why  ?  Beeatue  he  vxu  a  gnat  warrior,  who  had  taken  maau/  acalpt, 
<md,  monover,  David  behaved  hiouelfmtefy,  that  it,  cwtaiinff,  in  toAtis^ 
tftca^Jrom  the  PhilittiHes,  to  that  his  name  teas  much  set  bg.  As 
die  Jews  were  in  the  time  of  Saul  and  David,  so  are  the  Indiao 
tribes  of  the  West  and  of  North  America.  They  go  out  on  the  war- 
path, they  return  with  scalps;  and  the  daughters  of  the  tribe  sing, 
as  in  the  days  of  David,  ■  The  warrior  Dutch  hath  slain  his  tens,  but 
the  warrior  Smith  hath  slain  his  fifties  in  the  villages  of  the  Tar- 


Tbe  following  is  a  specimen  of  the  poetry, — one  of  the  war-songs 
of  dieie  reseiierated  Indians.  We  cannot  say  it  is  quite  equal  to  the 
prose,  bat  it  is  certainly  more  curious. 

"  Indiao  chieb,  arise  I 

The  glorious  hour  'a  gone  fortii, 
AthI  in  the  world's  eyes 

Display  who  gave  yon  birth ! 
Indisn  chiefs,  let  us  go 
la  aims  to  Mexico ; 


Then,  manfully  despising 

The  pale  faces'  yoke. 
Let  ^our  tribes  see^ou  rising 

Till  your  chains  is  broke  I" 

^tidious  readers  may  object  both  to  the  vigour  and  the  grammar 
of  the  above;  but  we  have  still  richer  specimens  in  store  for  them. 
lite  »ng  continues : 

"  Aa  rose  the  tribes  of  Jvdah 

Id  days  long  past  and  gone, 
1 11  lead  you  to  as  good  a 
Land  to  be  your  ono. 

Cherokee !  in  slumbers 

Why  lethargic  wilt  thou  lie  t 
Arise,  and  brinj;  thy  numbers 

Us  to  ally. 

Arouse  1  Oh,  then,  awake  thee ! 

And  hasten  to  ray  standard ; 
For  I  wUI  ne'er  forsake  thee. 

But  ever  lead  the  vanguard  I 

Come  on,  the  brave  Oneida, 

Seneca,  Delaware, 
The  promised  land  divide  a- 

-Blong  you  when  yoo  're  diere." 
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The  rhjmea  of  "  Judah"  and  "  good  a,"  and  "  standard  "  and  "  van- 
guard," are  tolerably  original ;  but  they  are  beaten  hollo*  by  that  of 
the  last  verae,  "  Oneida  "  and  "  divide  a-"! — "-Mong  you  when  you  're 
there,"  ii  a  sequel  which  has  much  more  truth  than  elegance  in  iL 
"  -Mong  you  (when  yon  're  then  f)"  we  irould  suggest  as  a  new  and 
improved  readmg  of  the  passage.  The  following  is  in  a  much  more 
elevated  style  ;  there  is  a  rough  vigour  about  it  which  many  of  our 
own  namby-pamb^  poetasters  would  do  well  to  imitate.  The  rhymes 
are  also  more  felicitouB,  and  the  measure  and  grammar  less  objec- 
tionable. 

"  He  mouDtain  sheep  are  sweeter. 
But  the  Talle;  sheep  are  huer ; 
We  Iberefore  deemed  it  laeeter 

To  carry  off  the  latter. 
We  planned  an  eipeditioa  ; 

We  met  a  boat,  and  quelled  it ; 
We  took  a  sUong  position. 
And  killed  the  men  nho  held  it !" 

The  above  stanza  is  unique.  Every  line  tells;  and  there  is  a  raci- 
ness,  a  tartness  about  it,  if  we  may  bo  express  it,  which  is  qiute  de- 
lightful. 

"  7^  vaUey  iheq>  an  fatter  ; 
We  Ihertfiire  acemedit  meker 
To  carry  off  tlu  latter." 

tAoDj  ballads  have  been  written  about  Rob  Roy,  who  also  had  a 
aneaking  inclination  for  the  "fat  sheep "  of  other  people;  but  the 
daring  sunplicity  of  these  lines  has  never  been  surpasseo.  The  song 
continues : 

"  On  Norte's  richest  valle;. 

There  herds  ofkine  were  browsing; 
We  made  a  nightly  eall; 

To  furnish  our  carousing. 
Fierce  soldiers  rushed  to  meet  ns. 

We  met  Ihem,  and  o'erlhrew  them ; 
They  struggled  hard  to  beat  us, 
But  we  conquered  them,  and  slew  them  \ 

As  we  drove  our  priie  at  leisure, 

Santa  Anna  marched  to  catch  us ; 
His  rage  surpassed  all  measure, 

Because  he  could  not  match  uj. 
He  tied  to  his  hall  pillars  ; 

But,  ere  our  force  «e  led  off. 
Some  sacked  his  honse  and  cellars, 

While  others  cut  bis  head  off." 

Poetry  has  always  been  allowed  some  licence,  and  we  suppose  we 
must  pass  over  the  assertion  in  the  last  line,  by  merely  observing  by 
the  way  that  Santa  Anna  is,  in  vulgar  phrase,  still  "  ^ive  and  kick- 
ing."   The  song  ends  thus : 

*'  We  then,  in  strife  bewildering. 
Spilt  blood  enough  to  swim  ia  ; 
We  orphaned  many  children,  (childeriiig) 
And  widowed  many  women. 
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Tb*  Mglei  aad  the  TaTcn* 

We  glutted  frith  the  foemm; 
Their  heroes  and  theii  ciavena. 

Their  lancen  and  their  bowmen. 

A>  for  Santa  Anna,  their  blood-red  chief. 

His  bead  was  borne  before  na ; 
Hii  wine  and  beait*  supplied  our  feasts,  • 

And  his  arerthrow  out  chorus." 

Hie  foregoing  extritcts  are  all  in  a  vartike  straiD.  We  will  now 
ffive  a  few  specimens  of  the  softer  lyrics  in  which  these  tetdperi  in- 
dulge. The  Irish  tnelodiea  of  Hoore  are,  it  appears,  not  unknown 
eren  amongst  them;  and  that  they  are  admired,  the  following  imita- 
tion, or  rather  parodj,  of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  them  will 
sufficiently  show. 


Yet  it  was  not  that  naluM  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal,  and  brightest  of  grcKi ; 
Twu  not  (he  lofl  magic  of  ntifamlet  or  bill : 
Oh,  no,  it  was  something  more  heartrtouching  still ! 

Twas  remembrance  of  all, — Montetuma — his  throDe — 
The  power  and  the  glory  of  Aztek  all  gone ! 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  in  autiunu  are  itrewn. 
Were  the  splendour  and  hope  of  that  race  oreithrown. 

But  the  day-star  is  rising  unclouded  and  bright. 
That  shall  clear  and  illumine  long  ages  of  night. 
And  restore  to  that  valley  the  Indian  race, 
And  leave  of  their  white  lords  no  longer  a  trace. 

Sweet "  Mexican  valley,"  how  calm  shall  we  rest 
In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  when  thy  sons  are  all  blest  I 
When  'neath  the  fig-tree  and  the  vine  of  each  man 
They  shall  sing  to  the  praise  of  the  Almiriity  one  t 
When  the  storm  of  the  war,  and  its  bloodshed,  aball  ceoie, 
And  OUT  hearts,  lite  her  lakes,  be  mingled  in  peace  I" 

Interspersed  through  the  papers  are  various  imitations  of  our  poets, 
especial]^  of  Scott,  Byron,  and  Mrs.  Hemans.  As  an  apoli^  fm 
the  plagiarisms,  the  editor  places  over  the  poet's  corner  Uie  follow- 
ing motto : 

"  To  the  living  poeta  we  beg  to  say,  that  it  not  being  &ir  fbr  than 
to  monopolize  the  best  words  in  the  language  we  write  in,  to  say  no- 
thing of  the  ideas,  we  take  free  liberty  with  them  when  need  is. 
We  will  make  them  amends  two  years  hence  when  they  come  to  see 
UB  in  the  valleys  of  Mexico.  To  the  illustrious  dead  we  shall  fully 
explain  our  reasons  when  we  may  chance  to  meet  them  in  the  'great 
elsewh»-e.' " 

The  next  specimen  is  an  imitation  of  Ossian,  a  bard  whose  poetry 
roust  necessarily  possess  many  charms  for  them. 
--     "  Come,  all  ye  warriors  !  come  with  your  chief— come  !    The  song 
rises  like  the  sun  in  my  soul  I     I  feel  the  joys  of  other  times.    The 
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Cherokee  was  on  the  land  ofAiiuingas.  The  sUronge  trarriors  of  (he 
wairie  were  rich  in  horaet.  We  said  in  our  huIb,  why  not  give  the 
Tarwargans  of  their  abundance?  Six  of  our  warriorH  were  tound  on 
the  great  prairie,  advancing  like  the  moon  among  clouds,  concealed 
from  the  view.  Days  bad  passed  when  they  approached  the 
w^wamg  of  the  Tarwat^na.  A  narrow  plain  spreads  beneath,  co- 
*vered  with  grass  and  ^ed  trees.  The  blue  course  of  a  stream  is 
there.  The  horses  were  secured.  Their  feet  were  slowlv  advancing 
towards  the  wigwams.  Not  without  eyes  were  the  Tarwargans. 
The  warriorg  had  not  been  invisible.  High  hopes  of  prairie  horses 
and  the  scalps  of  the  enemy  fill  their  souls.  A  blast  came  upon 
them.  The  sound  of  rifles  was  heard  in  the  air.  Three  of  the  war- 
riors fell !  The  tomahawk  descended,  and  they  were  \e(t  in  their 
shame  without  scalps.  Two  warriors  fled  together.  Smoke  (awar- 
rior)  fled  not :  he  rushed  for  safety,  and  laid  himself  low  with  his 
rifle  among  the  briers.  Shouts  of  triumph  are  heard.  The  Tar- 
wargans return.  The  slain  are  dragged  to  the  dancing- ground— 
oh,  grief  I  oh,  revenge!  Did  you  not  know  the  heart  of  Smaief 
Placed  in  the  ground  are  three  stakes;  tied  are  the  scalpless  dead  ! 
Upright  they  sit.  Oh,  grief .'  the  derision  of  the  Tarwargans  I  'Cun- 
ning warriors  are  ye,  oh,  Cherokeei  I  but  your  scalps  are  at  our 
feet."" 

t  The  following,  which  the  editor  assurea  us  is  a  literal  translation 
from  an  old  song  highly  popular  among  the  aboriginal  tribes  of 
Mexico,  is  interesting.  The  poetry  of  the  original  is  so  sublime  that 
the  translator,  in  despair  of  equalling  it  in  rhyme,  has  given  it  us  in 
plain  prose. 

'<  Mexitii  Tetzauhteotl  (the  Terrible  God)  o-ah  !  o-ah  !  o-ah  ! 
The  son  of  the  woman  of  Tula.  The  green  plume  is  on  his  head, 
the  wing  of  the  eagle  is  on  his  leg;  his  forehead  is  blue,  like  the  fir- 
mament. He  carries  a  spear  and  buckler,  and  with  the  fir-tree  of 
ColbuBcan  he  crushes  the  mountains  1  O-ah  !  o-ah  I  o-ah  I  Mexitii 
Tetzauhteotl  I" 

"  Mexitii  Tetzauhteotl  I  o-ah  \  o-ah  1  o-ah !  my  father  ate  the 
heart  of  Xochimilco !  Where  was  Painalton,  the  god  of  the  swift 
foot,  when  the  Miztecas  ran  to  the  mountains?  'Fast,  warrior, 
&at  i'  said  Painalton,  the  brother  of  Mexitii.  His  foot-print  is  on 
the  snows  of  Istaccihuatl,  and  on  the  tops  of  the  mountaiui  of  Ori- 
zaba. Toktepec,  and  Chinantla,  and  Matlalsinco  were  strong  war- 
riors, but  they  shook  under  his  feet  as  the  hills  shake  when  the  king 
of  hell  groans  in  the  caverns.  So  my  father  killed  the  men  of  the 
south,  the  men  of  the  east,  and  the  men  of  the  west,  and  MexitU 
■hook  the  fir-tree  with  joy,  and  Painalton  danced  by  night  among  the 
•tars  I     O-ah !  o-ah !  Mexitii  Tetzauhteotl !" 

"  Mexitii  Tetzauhteotl  I  o-ah  I  o-ah  I  Where  is  the  end  of  Mexico  ? 
It  begins  in  Huehuetapallan  in  the  north,  and  who  knows  the  end  of 
Huehuetapallan  P  In  the  south  it  sees  the  land  of  crocodiles  and 
vultures, — the  hog  and  the  rock  where  man  cannot  live.  The  sea 
washes  it  on  the  east,  the  sea  washes  it  on  the  west,  and  that  is  the 
end  :  who  has  looked  to  the  end  of  the  waters  ?  Mexico  is  the  lantt- 
of  blossoms, — the  land  of  the  tiger-flower,  and  the  cactus-bud  that 
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Opens  at  night  like  a  itar, — the  land  of  the  dahlia,  that  gboats'  came 
to  inuff  ac  It  IB  a  land  dear  to  Mexitli  i  OHiL  !  o^ !  Mexitli 
Tetzauhleotl  I 

"Mexitli  Tetzauhteotlt  o-ahlo^I  o-ahl  Who  were  the  ese- 
mies  of  Mexico  ?  Their  heada  are  in  the  wall  of  the  house  of  skulls, 
and  t^e  little  child  strikes  them  as  he  goes  by  with  a  twig.  Once 
Mexico  was  a  bog  of  reeds,  and  Mexidi  slept  on  a  coadt  of  but- 
nishes.  Our  god  now  sits  on  a  world  of  gold,  and  the  woiid  is 
Mexico.  'Will  anjr  one  fight  me?  I  am  a  Mexican.  Mexitli  is  the 
god  of  the  brave.  Our  city  is  fair  on  the  island,  and  Mexitli  sleeps 
with  us.  When  he  calls  me  io  the  morning,  I  gnsp  the  quiver, — the 
quiver  and  the  axe, — and  I  am  not  afraid.  When  he  nindt  bu  bom 
from  the  woods,  I  know  that  he  is  my  father,  aad  that  he  will  look  u 
me  while  I  fight.  Sound  the  horn  of  battle ;  I  see  the  spear  of  a 
foe.  Mexitli  Tetzauhteotl,  we  are  the  men  of  Mexico  I  O-ah! 
o-ah  I  MexitU  Tetuuhteotl  I 

With  this  extract  we  shall  conclude  our  notice  of  this  very  curious 
subject,  promising,  however,  to  return  to  it  at  a  future  period. 


.   When  London,  of  a  rogue  bereft. 

Saw  Tomkins,  the  dUliUer,  die ; 
It  seems  some  twenty  pounds  he  left, 

To  pay  a  poet  Tor  ■  lie. 
Thus  wrote  the  baid,  who,  licking  gold. 

Was  yet  to  tell  a  fib  unwilling : 
"  This  stone  need  not  kit  worth  disdose. 

Who  half  hit  life  was  good  ttt-ttiiiiag. 


A  GEOGRAPHICAL  EPIGRAM. 

"  Off,  dear  I  such  t  dimftte  'tis  death  to  be  in — 
I  surely  shall  die  in  the  '  Bights  of  Benin' 1" 
"  All  look  for  your  death,  and  the  mote  shall  we  me  i^ 
Since  th«  n^M ,  not  the  '  Bights,'  will,  ahu  1  bring  you  to  it." 
R.J. 
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THE  LONGEST  WAY  ROUND  IS  THE  SHORTEST  WAY  HOME. 
"  H«  irho  runs  may  read." 


*'  A  CBVTURY  or  two  ago,  there  was  a  clau  of  depeDdents  or  hanger»- 
oa  to  the  great  families  in  Ireland,  denominated  '  nmning-footnien,' 
who  may  truly  be  looked  upon  as  originals  in  their  singular,  laborious, 
and  sometimes  even  dangerous  calling.  Though  ostensibly  mere  let- 
ter-carriers,  or  light-parcel  bearers,  across  the  difficult  parts  of  the 
country,  ai  yet  inaccessible  to  carriages,  or  even  quadrupeds,  (or  ren- 
dered passable  by  that  style  of  road-making  which  the  Colosmt  rf 
Road*,  Macadam,  pretended  was  ki*  discovery,)  the  running-footmen 
had  occasionally  charges  of  more  serious  import.  They  were  often 
suspected  of  being  the  agents  by  whom  political  measures  of  local 
warfare  were  transmitted  from  tHtronial  sovereigOB  to  their  distant 
clanships  or  allies, — of  being  walking,  or  rather  running,  telegraphs 
(for  their  speed  was  prodigious)  of  some  plot  of  treason  against  the 
rights  of  the  inrader,  and  often  cruelly  and  unjustly  sacrificed  to  his 
fury,  when  intercepted  on  their  secret  but  seldom  hostile  missions. 
They  carried  their  notions  of  honour  on  the  point  of  their  trust,  what- 
ever it  might  be,  to  a  romantic  scrupulosity.  No  matter  whether  it 
was  a  love-letter  or  a  challenge,  a  purse  or  a  process,  a  curse  or  a 
blessing,  the  faithful  runner  never  revealed  it  to  any  one  but  the  per- 
son for  whom  it  was  intended.  Though  journeying  by  the  most  diffi- 
cult passes,  and  undergoing  the  most  severe  privations,  those  extra- 
ordinary fellows  seldom  fiuled  in  their  undertakings.  This  may  be 
partially  accounted  for  by  the  reverence  they  were  held  in  by  their 
own  people ;  for  as  the  lower  Irish  still  continue  to  believe  in  the 
strange  notion  of  their  Oriental  ancestors,  that  the  souls  of  'inno- 
cents' (in  plainer  English,  'fools,')  are  in  heaven,  and  that  their 
■muddy  vesture  of  Asc»y'  on  earth  is  entitled  to  superstitious 
respect,  these  motleys,  in  either  their  real  or  assumed  gai^  of  folly, 
were  treated  with  a  kind  of  familiar  or  affectionate  reverence  wher- 
ever they  went  amongst  their  own  countrjvien.  On  the  other  hand, 
die  paths  of  their  treading,  when  they  went  out  upon  distant  journeys, 
were  eo  little  known  to  the  hostile  strangers,  that  they  ran  but  little 
chance  of  receiving  injury  at  their  hands,  or  even  meeting  with  them. 
Such  were  the  running-footmen  of  other  days ;  but  they  are  gone, — 
their  rate  is  ended, — and  those  who  pride  tliemselves  upon  their 
descent  from  the  stock  seem  to  have  reteined  but  few  of  the  qualifi- 
cations of  their  ancestors.  Everything  romantic  and  happy  in  Ireland 
seems  to  be  dwindling  away.  No  longer  do  we  hear  uie  pleasant 
announcements  of  ■  Blind  Connal  the  harper,  ms,'  maA  '  Miss  Biddy 
Maquillian  the  fiddler,  my  lady,'  and  'Dermot  O'Dowd  the  piperi 
boys,'  and         " 

I  bad  just  read  so  far  in  some  work  or  other  which  1  had  carelessly 
taken  up  for  a  peep  after  dinner  one  day,  wheit  a  loud  knock  at  the 
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door  of  mj  apBrtment  made  me  close  the  book,  aod  laj  "  Come  in  I" 
The  door  slowly  opraed;  but,  aa  nobody  entered,  I  demanded  "Who  '■ 
there?" 

"  It  '■  me,  muther ;  Darby,  yir  honor." — "  What  do  you  want  ?" 
inquired  i.^<  Nothing,  sir,"  said  he,  "  but  I  've  got  a  letther  for  ye, 
air." — "From  whom 7"  aaid  L — "  Faix,  I  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  he 
archly;  "for  I  haven't  re^  it  3^1;  but  here  it  is." — "  Why  don't  yon 
come  inland  give  it  to  me  P"  demanded  I. — "  I  'm  afraid,  gir,"  said  het 
*■  that  my  brogues  would  dirty  the  carpet,  and  set  all  the  girls  in  tbe 
kitchen  a-laughing  at  me  for  comin'  into  the  drawin'-room  ;  and  sore 
a  purtier  room  a  man  need  never  wish  to  come  into." — "  Uh!  rery 
well,"  said  I,  rising;  ■*  you  shall  have  your  way,  Darby." — "  Am  1  to 
wait  for  an  answer,  sir?"  swd  he,  giving  me  the  letter. — "  No,"  re- 

K"  id  1 ;  "I  '11  ring  if  it  be  necesaary." — " Thank  yir  honor,"  said 
rby,  and  turned  to  descend  the  stairs  with  the  furtive  caution  of  a 
cat  when  stealing  upon  its  prey,  lest  he  should  make  his  brogues 
audible.  A  loud  craah,  succeeded  by  a  louder  laugh,  through  which 
I  distinctly  heard  "Merry  bad  look  to  yit  ail.'"  convinced  me  that 
Daisy's  coming  up  stairs  with  the  letter  was  a  <»intrivance  of  the 
oUier  servants  to  play  some  trick  upon  him,  which  tbeir  merriment 
seemed  to  show  had  succeeded;  but  mto  which  aa  I  did  not  care  to 
inquire,  I  sate  down,  opened  my  letter,  and  began  to  read.  I  had  not 
proceeded  far  before  I  found  it  related  to  buaineas  of  the  moat  serious 
Conaequeoce,  and  required  that  I  should  write  mttatUer  to  a  friend, 

who  was  on  a  visit  at  Bally ,  (nearly  forty  miles  distant. across  the 

country,)  and  have  an  answer  by  immediate  return  of  post.  There 
was  no  time  to  be  lost ;  so  I  wrote  my  letter  aa  speedily  as  possibte, 
folded,  sealed,  and  directed  it,  then  rang  the  bell  with  unuaual  impa- 
tience- It  was  promptly  answered;  but  this  time  there  was  no  knock 
at  the  door  before  it  opened,  for  it  was  Kileen,  my  usual  attendant, 
that  presented  herself,  with  a  face  whose  natural  b^th,  cbeerfulneaa, 
and  rustic  beauty  were  considerably  heightened  by  the  dush  of  recent 


"  What  have  you  been  doing  with  Darby,  Eileen  ?"  said  L-^"  OA, 
widdy-eeluM"  (her  constant  ejaculation)  said  she  laughing,  "  nothing 
at  all,  sir ;  only  he  wd  tie  wanted  to  see  the  drawin'-room,  so  we  sent 
him  up  with  the  letter,  and  be  slipped  his  foot  as  he  came  down,  air; 
that 's  alL" — "  You  know  I  don't  like  those  tricks,  Eileen,"  aaid  I, 
with  all  the  severity  I  couU  muster  against  her  smothered  laughter. 
— "  No,  sir ;  I  know,  sir ;  Jm)  when  an  omadhmm  like  that — " — "  Si- 
lence I"  said  1.  **  I  want  to  seitd  a  letter  by  the  post :  what  o'dock 
is  itP" — "  Half  an  hour  too  latOt  sir,"  said  Eileen,  resuming  her  gra- 
vity; "  and  there  'II  be  no  post  to-mwrow." — "  No  post  to-morrow  I" 
echoed  I. — "  No,  sir ;  to-morrow 's  Saturday,  you  know." — "  Coofu- 
aion!"  said  I,  "it  will  be  so  indeed.  What's  to  be  done?"— "I  dont 
know,  sir,"  replied  Eileen  despondingly ;  "how  far  is  it?"— "Oh! 
nearly  forty  miles  across  the  country,"  cried  I ;  '<  and  1  want  an  aaswer 
imroediately." — "Can't  Darby  run  across  with  it?"  ewd  Eileen.— 
"  Run  across  witJi  it  1"  cried  1 ;  "is  the  girl  out  of  her  senses?  Run 
across  forty  miles,  as  if  it  were  nothing  more  than  a  hop-step-and- 
jump  I" — "  He  11  do  it  in  that  same,  sir,"  said  Eileen  seriously,  "  if 
ye  'It  only  tell  him  what  it  is." — "  Ff%i  'II  do  it  ?"  cried  1  impatiently. 
— "  Why,  Darby,  sir,"  said  she ;  "  Darby  in  the  kitchen,  that 's  known 
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all  the  country  round  for  Darby  the  Swift." — "  Wb»t !"  cried  1,  "  that 
fellow  that  brought  me  the  letter  juat  now  ?  Impoacible !" — "There  'h 
nothing  impoaaible  to  God,  lir,  you  know, — glory  be  to  hia  name!"  aaid 
Eileen,  "  and  «o  the  ertOhitr  has  the  gift  of  it :  he  'U  do  it,  I  warrant 
ye."  I  looked  up  in  Eileen's  face,  and  saw  there  was  something  be- 
yond coniinoB  opinion  pleading  for  Darby ;  so,  waiving  all  brtber 
parley,  I  desiired  her  to  go  down  ataira  and  (end  him  to  me  initantly. 
Eileen  curtaied,  and,  retiring,  shut  the  door ;  but  immediately  opened 
it  again,  saying  "  You  don't  want  him  the  night,  sir,  do  ye  ?  for," 
added  she  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  I  think  he  has  broken  his  shin-bone." 
•-"  Send  him  to  me  immediately,"  said  I  peremptorily;  upon  which 
Eileen,  exclaiming  "  Ok,  widdy-eeliih.'"  made  her  exit. 

Now  it  was  evident  from  her  last  worda  that  Eileen,  in  conjunction 
with  others,  had  done  some  injury  to  poor  Darby  in  their  gambols  ; 
bat  aa  he  is  just  coming  up  stairs,  and  will  make  a  long  pause  before 
he  presumes  to  knock  at  the  door  a  second  time,  allow  rae,  gentle 
reader,  ad  itUerim,  to  present  you  with  a  portrait  of  my  servant,  or 
follower,  "  Darbt  Kyan,"  nick-named  "  TAe  Sioifi." 

Darby  Ryan  was  about  thirty  years  of  age,  middle-siaed,  not  over 
stout,  and  tolerably  well  made.  His  hair,  both  in  texture  and  tint, 
resembled  the  raddled  back  of  a  fawn-coloured  goat,  and  waved  ia 
ahaggy  luxuriance  everywhere  save  on  hia  forehead,  in  the  middle 
of  which  it  timidly  descended  in  a  close>cropped  peak,  till  it  nearly 
united  itself  with  two  eoormotu  dark-coloured  eyebrows.  His  eyes 
were  small,  and  the  blackest  I  have  ever  seen ;  with  a  gleam  of  fire 
occasionally,  that  lent  them  more  archness  than  ferocity.  Some 
thought  he  squinted,  and  said  that,  though  under  oiu  master's  direc- 
tion, his  two  pi^riU  went  contrary  ways  ;  but  I  believe  this  was  all 
slander,  and  only  set  forth  by  jealous  people,  who  themselves,  it  is 
said,  are  rather  queer  in  their  optics.  A.fraeaa  in  a  hurling-match 
had  left  his  nose  little  more  than  a  one-arched  bridge,  by  which,  if 
you  please,  we  will  pass  along  to  hia  mouth,  where,  if  I  had  the  time. 
I  could  find  ample  room  for  rumination,  &c  But  Darby  has  knocked 
at  my  door,  and  I  am  forced  to  say  "Come  in !" — "  Did  yir  honor 
want  me,  sir?  or  is  it  only  the  caileen's  fun,  and  the  rest  of  them,  in 
the  kitchen?"  said  Darby,  opening  the  door,  but  remaining  outside  as 
before.  "  Come  in,"  said  I  encouragingly,  "  and  take  a  seat  for  a 
moment;  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  want  with  you."  The  girl's  fears  for 
the  carpet  were  quite  right ;  for  Darby,  inaking  a  bow  to  me  on  hia 
entrance,  scraped  about  a  pound  of  mud  off  his  brogues,  which  would 
have  discomfited  him  quite  if  1  had  not  proceeded  with  "  Do  you  know 
the  road  to  Dally 7    Can  you  find  your  way  to  it  safely,  Oarby?" 

"  Can  a  duck  swim,  yir  honor  ?"  said  Darby,  emboldened  by  degrees. 

"  Oh  !  very  well,  I  understand  you,"  said  I.  "  Now,  mark  me :  I 
want  you  to  take  this  letter  to  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is  on  a  visit  with 
the  clergyman  there,  and  bring  me  an  answer  as  speedily  as  possible. 
Are  you  so  qutck<footed  as  they  say  ?' 

"  Qmck-Juttedr  said  Darby,  seating  himself  on  the  very  corner  of 
the  nearest  chair;  "where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way,  as  the  sayin' 
ia:  but  1  was  never  counted  slow  anyhows  but  oncet,  and  that  was 
when  I  made  the  clock  stop  of  its  own  accord  on  a  Patrick's  Day, 
and  sure,  when  we  broke  up  our  party,  we  found  it  was  two  days  after- 
wards," 
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"  Well,  take  care  and  be  more  sparing  of  your  time  for  the  pre* 
wnt,"  laid  I,  anxious  to  despatch  him. 

"  You  may  rel^  on  it,  bit,"  said  be ;  "I  '11  spare  noAer  time  nor 
trouble  in  the  dom'  of  it,  althoogh  it  is  letter- carryin'." 

"  LetteT'Cairying  1"  uid  I ;  "  and  pray  what  is  tliere  di^raceful  in 
the  calling  7" 

"  Oh  I  nothing  at  all  di^racefiil  in  the  eaUiitg,  lir,"  said  Darby, 
"  as  yir  boDor  says,  but  quite  the  reverse,  if  the  letters  are  not  paid 
aforehand." 

"  You  would  not  surely  appropriate  the  postage  to  yourself?"  said 
I,  looking  severely,  though  I  did  not  exactly  comprehend  him. 

"  Is  it  me,  air? — Poperiate  the  king's  pocket  money  in  that  way^ 
poor  ould  gentleman  !  1  'm  not  in  parliament  yet,  nor  ever  had  a  fine 
situation  under  goTemmeot,  like  yir  honor." 

"  Be  not  impertinent,  sir,"  said  I  sharply ;  "  I  'd  have  you  know 
and  keep  your  distance."  Darby  rose  immediately  from  the  chair,  of 
which  ^>out  this  time  he  had  occupied  nearly  one  half,  saying, 

"Any  distance  you  like  for  a  short  time,  sir;  for  it's  myself  would 
grieve  to  part  you  for  ever.  What 's  the  word  of  conunand,  sir,  and 
I'm  off? — Right  or  left,  north  or  south.  Darby  Ryan's  yir  man 'gainst 
wind  or  tide,  as  was  said  of  one  of  my  postenors " 

"  Your  ancestors  you  mean,"  said  I  smiling. 

"  My  awtU'i  titter*,  yir  honor !  Faith  and  he  wasn't  one  of  ber  ta- 
tert,  nor  one  of  my  four  &thers  either, — for  he  was  neither  my  god- 
&ther,  nor  my  own  father,  nor  my  grandfather,  nor  my  great-^rand- 
fiither ;  but,  as  I  said  afore,  one  of  my  pos — pos — poa — lerify,  (I  have 
the  word  now,  divil  take  it !)  that  was  christened  Rtak  thx  Rackb, 
for  bein'  runnin' futtman  ages  ago  to  the  first  quaUty  in  the  country." 

By  this  time  I  began  to  perceive  that,  however  quick  Darby's  beds 
might  be,  they  had  a  formidable  rival  in  his  tongue ;  so  I  endeavoured 
to  check  it  at  once  by  saying,  "  J  have  no  time  now  to  attend  to  any 
stories  about  your  BAcestry  or  relations;  I  merely  vrish  to  know  can 
you  take  this  letter  to  its  direction,  and  speedily  bring  me  an  answer 
to  it :  in  a  word,  can  you  set  out  immediately,  and  travel  all  nig^t  7" 
— "All  ni^ht,  yir  honor  I  is  it  all  night  that's  in  yir  mind  f"  said 
Darby,  evidently  hurt  at  my  inquiry :  "  Gog's  blud  I"  he  continued 
half  apart,  "  I  was  never  taken  for  a  turkey  afore." — "  A  turkey  1" 
said  I,  quite  at  a  loss  to  understand  him. — "  Yes,  yir  honor,"  said 
Darby,  "  a  turkey — the  very  wont  batU  on  the  road  for  a  long  stretd 
(barrin'  his  neck)  that  ever  was  christened  I  Did  yir  honor  ever 
hear  of  the  wager  'tween  the  goose  and  him  ?"— "  Never,"  said  I  sul- 
lenly.— "  Then  I'm  glad  of  it,  masther,"  stud  Darby  rejoicingly,  "  fin- 
it  gives  me  the  pleasure  of  tellin'  it  to  yir  honor.     You  see,  ur,  that 

oncet  upon  a  time  there  was  an  ould  cock-turkey " — "  Cock  and 

a  bull !"  said  I,  losing  all  patience  :  "  go  down  stairs  I  I  don't  want 
you  at  alL" — "  No,  sir;  I  know  you  don't,  sir,"  jaid  Darby  with  most 
provoking  perseverance ;  "  but  I  thought  ye  'd  like  to  bear  bow  an 
ould  gander  earved  the  bull-turkey,  big  as  he  was." — "  Well,  then," 
said  1  in  despair,  "  go  on." — "  Thank  ye,  sir,"  said  Darby,  and  then 
continued,  while  I  from  time  to  time  anxiously  looked  at  my  watd), 
stirred  the  fire,  or  fidgeted  myself  io  twenty  different  ways,  in  the 
hope  of  interrupting  him  ;  but  all  to  no  purpose.  "  Then  you  see, 
liir,  ODcet  upon  a  time  on  ould  cock-turkey  lived  in  the  barony  of 
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Brawny,  or,  let  me  lee,  was  it  in  Inchefaofin,  or  Tubbercleer? — &ixl 
an'  it  B  myself  forgets  that  same  at  the  preseot  writin', — but  Jim 
Gurn — you  know  Jim  Gurn,  yir  honor,  Jim  Gum  the  nailor  that  lives 
hard  by, — him  that  fought  his  black  and  tan  t'  other  day  'gaiuBt  Tim 
Fagan's  Bilver-hackle, — oh  I  Jim  is  the  boy  that  11  tell  ye  the  inf  and 
out!  of  it  any  day  yir  honor  wud  pay  him  a  visit,  'caze  Jim 's  in  the 
way  of  it.  Well,  as  I  was  relatin',  the  turkey  was  a  parson's  bird, 
•nd  as  proud  as  Lucifer,  bein'  used  to  the  best  of  livin';  while  the 
gander  was  only  a  poor  eommoner,  for  he  was  a  Roman,  and  obUt^ed 
to  live  upon  what  he  could  get  by  the  road-atde>  These  two  fowls, 
'ir  honor,  never  could  agree  any  how, — never  could  put  up  their 
lorsea  together  on  any  blessed  pint, — till  one  day  a  big  row  happened 
betwune  them,  when  the  gander  challenged  the  turkey  to  a  steeple- 
chase across  the  country,  day  and  dark,  for  twenty-four  hours,  Wellj 
to  my  surprise, — tho'  I  wasn't  there  at  the  time,  but  Jim  Gum  was, 
who  gave  me  the  whole  history, — to  my  surprise,  the  turkey  didn't 
say  no  to  it,  but  was.  quite  agreeable  all  of  a  suddent ;  so  away  they 
Started  from  Jim  Gum's  dunghill  one  Sundayafter  mass,  for  the  gander 
wouldn't  stir  a  step  afore  prayers.  Well,  to  be  sure,  to  give  the 
divil  his  due,  the  tivkey  took  the  lead  in  fine  style,  and  was  toon 
clane  out  of  sight;  but  the  gander  kept  movin'  on,  no  ways  down- 
hearted, aft«r  him.  About  night-fall  it  was  his  business  to  pass 
through  an  ould  archway  acrass  the  road ;  and  as  he  was  stoopin'  his 
head  to  get  under  it, — for  yir  honor  knows  a  gander  will  stoop  his 
head  under  a  doorway  if  it  was  only  as  high  as  the  moon, — who 
should  he  see  comfortably  sated  in  an  ivy  bash  but  the  turkey  him- 
self, tucked  in  for  the  night.  The  gander,  winkin'  to  himself,  says^ 
'Is  it  there  ye  are,  honey?' — but  he  kept  never  mindin'  him  for  all 
that,  but  only  walked  bouldly  on  to  his  journey's  end,  where  he  ar- 
rived safe  and  sound  next  day,  afore  the  turkey  was  out  of  his  first 
sleep :  'caze  why,  ye  see,  sir,  a  goose  or  a  gander  will  travel  all  night ; 
but  in  respect  of  a  turkey,  once  the  day  &lls  in,  divil  another  inch  of 
groimd  he  '11  put  his  futt  to,  barrin'  it 's  to  roost  in  a  tree  or  the  raft- 
ers of  a  cow-house  I  Oh  !  maybe  the  parson's  bird  wasn't  ashamed 
of  himself!  Jim  Gurn  says  he  never  held  his  head  up  afterward, 
tho'  to  be  sure  he  hadn't  long  to  fret,  for  Christmas  was  nigh  at  hand, 
and  he  had  to  stand  sentry  by  the  kitchen  fire  one  day  without  his 
body-clothes  'ijll  he  could  bear  it  no  longer ;  so  they  dished  him  ia- 
Hrtkf.  TAetn  that  ett  him  said  he  was  as  tough  as  leather,  no  doubt 
from  th^  grief:  but,  divil's  cure  to  him  1  what  bisness  had  he  to  be 
so  proud  of  himself,  the  spalpeen  I" 

Darby  €U  kiiffth  came  to  a  pause.  I  paused  also  for  a  minute  to 
understand  the  application  of  his  anecdote ;  but  it  was  evident :  he 
wished  to  impress  me  by  his  parable  that  he  was  fitted  for  the  task  I 
had  allotted  him  ;  so  I  inquired  what  money  he  would  want  on  the 
road. 

"  Maybe  yir  honor  wouldn't  think  half-a-crown  too  much  ?"  said  he 
diffidenUy. 

"  Hal/^&.crown  I"  exdaimed  I,  amazed  at  the  modesty  of  his  de- 
mand ;  "  here  are  ten  shillings ;  and,  if  you  be  quick  in  your  errand, 
I  will  give  you  something  extra  on  your  return." 

"  Musha,  an'  long  tifie  to  yir  honor  1"  said  Darbyi  scraping  the  car- 
pet again ;  "  may  the  grass  never  grow  on  the  pathway  to  yir  dwell- 
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in',  uof  abMteorClirittual  ever  die  betoagin'  t'je,barriD'  it'a  fix-Uw 
uae  of  the  kitch«i  I" 

"Well,  DDir  prepare  for  the  tottd,"  said  I  impatieoUj',  "and  be 
off  at  once." 

"  An'  that  I  will,  itr,  in  the  twiDlcIin'  of  a  bedstead ;  only,  you  see, 
I  've  just  got  to  ruD  up  to  Tim  F^oa  the  barber's  (o  take  the  stnbble 
off  of  my  chin.  Tim— (you  Ituoir  Tim  F^on,  yir  honor,) — Tim  won't 
keep  me  long,  anyhow,  for  it  '■  late  in  the  day,  and  bia  tongue  must 
be  dry  by  tliis;  but  if  ye  wud  hear  him  of  a  tDomin',  oh  I  it's  a 
trtUe,  for  Tim  was  once  a  play-acthur  afore  he  grew  a  bvtier,  an' 
by  that  same  a  Kood  barber  he  is.  Did  be  ever  lather  yir  honor?' 
— I  made  no  reply.  "  After  that,"  continued  Darby,  "  I  II  joaC  atap 
home  and  put  on  my  Sunday  clothes,  and  then  won't  I  be  as  froali  at 
a  two-year  ould  to  do  yir  honor's  biddin' !" 

"  Well,  well,  lose  no  time,"  said  I  impatiently. 

"  Sorrow  a  minute,"  said  Darby :  "  I  'II  be  there  and  back  af[in  in 
the  shoot  of  a  wishin'  star.  Maybe  yir  honor  knows  what  a  wisbin' 
■tar  is  P" — I  shook  my  head.  "  Well,  then,"  continued  Darby,  "  yir 
honor,  no  doubt,  has  been  out  o'  doors  of  a  fine  starlight  night  ?" — 1 
nodded  assent.  "  Well  then,  agin,  I  'It  tell  ye  what  a  wishin'  star  is. 
Did  ye  ever  sit  yir  heart  upon  havin"  of  anything,  sir?"  «  Yes,"  s«d 
I  morosely.  — "  Mizht  I  be  no  bould  a^  to  ax  in  regard  to  what,  sir  ?" 
inquired  Darby. — "  Why,  in  regard,  as  you  call  it,  to  the  letter  I 
have  given  you  just  now,"  replied  I ;  "  I  wish  to  have  it  delivered 
as  quickly  as  possible." 

"  Oh  I  that  bein'  the  case,  sir,"  said  Darby  somewhat  disconcerted, 
"  I  'm  off  at  once." — "  At  once  be  it,  then,"  said  I,  opening  the  door 
for  him, — "I've  only,  tlien,  to  give  the  letther,  sir,"  said  he  lin- 
geringly,  "to  the  gentleman  at  tlie  clarg/a?  But  ye  didn't  tell 
me  whether  it  was  the  priest  or  the  parson  he  'g  stoppin'  with." — 
"  The  parson,"  said  I,  with  all  the  patience  I  could  command. — "  Oh, 
very  well,  sir.  God  take  care  of  ye  till  I  come  back  1"  So  saying, 
he  shut  the  door  after. him;  but,  before  I  could  seat  myself  in  my 
chair,  he  opened  it  again,  inquiring  "  If  he  left  his  hat  in  the  drawin  - 
room  ?"  'The  only  answer  I  made  was  by  taking  up  the  eatibeem, 
which  lay  on  the  carpet,  and  flinging  it  in  his  face,  out  of  all  patience. 
"  Thank  yir  honor,"  said  Darby,  and  retired  again,  at  I  hoped,  to 

Croceed  on  his  journey.  But,  alas  !  I  was  mistaken.  Five  minutes 
ad  scarcely  elapsed  when  he  presented  himself  once  more,  with  a 
request  that  I  might  allow  him  to  take  Sqttib,  my  pwnter  dog,  with 
him  as  a  companion.  "  The  road  'a  so  drary,"  said  be,  "  by  one's  self, 
you  know,  yir  honour." — "  Well,  take  him,  in  God's  oame,"  said  I, 
hastily  shutting  the  door  after  him,  and  glad  to  be  rid  of  him  at  any 
concession. 

I  again  resumed  my  seat,  and  opened  the  volume  I  had  been  retul- 
ing  ;  but  I  had  not  got  through  more  than  twenty  or  thirty  pages  of 
marvellous  matter,  when  I  thought  I  heard  Darby's  voice  in  the 
yard.  On  going  to  the  window,  I  found  that  it  was  indeed  he,  and 
"  or  tprvee  at  a  Scoteh^r"  to  use  one  of  his  own  expressions. 

"  Not  gone  yet !"  exclaimed  I,  furiously  throwing  up  the  sash- 
But  it  was  of  no  use,  for  he  replied  with  the  most  perfect  coohieai, 
"  Oh,  yes,  sir,  I  viaa  gone  half  an  hour  ago ;  only,  you  see,  I  '*e  come 
beck  for  the  elieve  that's  to  carry  Sqmb  to  the  place  where  he'll  ftfd 
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divarsion  in  ntaDia'  about  in  the  pleasure-grounds  hard  by  Squire 
Markhim's  ioclosure;  'twould  kill  the  basie  (God  pard'n  me  for 
callin'  him  so,  for  he  's  more  like  a  Christian,)  to  walk  him  so  fiu :  and 
maybe  I  '11  not  bring  ye  home  a  brace  or  two  of  birds  that  he  '11  point 
at  without  leein',  and  a  blue  peter  or  go,  if  yir  honor  wud  only  just 
give  me  a  charge  or  tvro  of  powder  and  ehot." 

"  Do  you  wish  to  get  into  the  hands  of  the  police  ?"  laid  I. 

"  Ah  1  then,  is  it  the  Peelers,"  said  Darby  contemptuously,  "  that 
yir  honor  manes?  Divil  a  one  o'  them  will  be  out  of  his  _^^-park 
by  the  time  i  'm  crassing  the  CiUlat  with  Squib  and  Pat  Pagan's  odld 
carbine,  that  he  11  lend  me  out  o'  the  bog-hole,  where  he  keeps  It 
from  the  i\itt  and  the  guagerg  :  and  sure,  while  we  're  oilin'  it  with  a 
bit  of  goose  grace,  that  it  mayn't  burst  intirely  the  first  goin'  off,  I 
caD  have  a  bit  of  goEsip  with  the  ould  woman  in  the  cbimly  comer 
over  the  gneehcJi,  and  find  out  everything  about  the  gintleman  in  the 
neighb'rhood  that  I  'm  takin'  the  tetther  to ;  for  poor  Katty  Fagan,  ever 
since  she  lost  the  brmdled  heifer,  and  young  Jemmeea  her  grandson, 
that  they  cut  out  for  a  priest,  and  another  calf  that  she  woo  at  a 
weddin'  raffle,  all  in  the  typhus  soson, — you  recollect  the  typhus,  yir 
honor  ?" 

"  Oh,  curse  you  and  the  typhus  together  I"  said  I. — "  Well,  an'  it 's 
myself  that  never  could  spEtke  a  good  word  for  it  either,  masther,  bad 
look  to 't  1"  said  Darby  ;  "  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  ever  since  that  time 
Katty  knows  more  of  every  other  body's  bisness  nor  her  own ;  so  I  'II 
lose  nothin'  by  calHn'  to  ax  her  how  she  is  at  laate,  thov'  it  is  a  mile 
or  two  out  o'  my  wav," 

By  this  time,  reader,  you  may  conclude  my  power  of  endurance 
was  pretty  nigh  exhausted ;  so,  taking  down  a  pair  of  pistols  that 
hung  over  the  fire-place,  I  said,  "  The  only  powder  and  shot,  my 
good  fellow,  that  I  can  spare  you  at  present,  are  contained  in  these 
two  barrels ;  you  are  welcome  to  them,  and  shall  have  them  on  the 
spot,  if  you  do  not  depart  immediately  I" — "Ahl  then  it's  myself 
that  wud  depart  immadiately,  sure  enough,  sir,"  said  Darby,  "  if  yir 
honor  wud  only  pull  the  trigger ;  but  keep  yir  hands  off  o'  them, 
masther  avick,  for,  charge  or  no  charge,  they  might  go  aff  and  spile 
my  beauty  for  ever :  the  divil,  they  say,  can  fire  an  empty  charga  as 
well  as  a  full  one  1" — "  Well,  then,"  said  I,  "  take  your  choice :  go  off 
thia  moment,  or  one  of  these  shall!" — "Oh,  then,  sure  that's  uo 
choice  at  all,  at  all,  air,"  replied  Darby ;  "  so  I  suppose  I  must  go  my 
ways.  Well,  then,  wid  ye  be  wid  ye,  for  I  can't  always  be  wid  ye. 
Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  for  ye,  sir,  on  the  road?"— ."No- 
thing," said  I:  "begone!" — "  Thaak  ye,  sir,"  said  he,  and  retired. 

"  Thank  Heaven  !"  said  I,  "  the  fellow  has  at  last  set  out  on  his 
journey."  So  I  again  turned  to  the  marvellous  volume,  aod  was 
about  halfway  through  the  pedestrian  exploits  of  ColUer  wid  his 
sister,  who,  to  use  the  words  of  the  writer,  "  thought  nothing  of  put- 
ting a  pot  of  piTtk-et/ea  down  to  boil,  and  iteppittg  to  the  next  market" 
town  (about  nine  miles  distant)  for  a  halfpennyworth  of  a^t  (return- 
ing, too,  again)  before  the  white  horses  were  on  the  prstie*,"  when 
Eileen  presented  herself  in  such  a  convulsion  of  laughter  that  it  was 
some  moments  before  she  could  reply  to  my  question  of "  What's 
the  matter  ?''  At  length,  terminating  with  a  long-drawn  sigh,  and 
herusual  "ict(ijy.ee^i>A,"  she  replied,  "Nothing's  the  matter,  sir; 
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tml^ — only — "  (laugbbg  again)  "only  Darby,  sir."— "  Darby  I"  ex- 
claimed I,  "  what  of  Aim  f — "  He  whcU  to  know,  sir,"  loid  she,  "  if 
you  will  allow  him  to  take  a  Aotk  with  him."— "A  Aorje/"  exclaimed 
I;  "devil  take  the  fellow  I  what  does  be  mean?" — "-Why,  I  maite, 
to  be  sure,"  laid  Darby  &om  the  bottom  of  the  Btairg,  at  Uie  same 
time  at  the  top  of  his  voices  "  a  harm  {rom  the  yomig  aih-plaats  in 
die  oidd  nrden.  I  '11  cut  the  crookedest  I  can  find,  though  a  straight 
one  would  do  me  betther." — "  What  is  it  he  wants  ?"  said  I,  turning 
to  Eileen,  who  was  in  a  perfect  Ami  of  laughter. — "  Oh !  widdy- 
eelish,"  replied  she,  "  I  suppose  the  crather  means  a  pole  to  help 
him  oTer  the  bogs." — "  Let  me  talk  to  the  rascal  myself,"  said  I, 
going  to  the  door  in  a  deuce  of  a  rage. 

"  Yir  sarvant,  sir,"  said  Darby,  taking  his  hat  off,  and  making  a 
scrape  that  cost  him  his  equilibrium,  and  nw  my  gravity,  for  I  could 
not  but  sympathise  with  Eileen's  outrageous  laughter.  "  b  it  pos- 
sible that  you  are  here  yet  7"  inquired  I,  endeavouring  to  be  as  se- 
vere as  possible. 

"  Oh,  never  fear,  sir,  but  I  'II  be  off  presently,"  said  be :  "  my 
walk's  waitin'  for  me  on  the  road;  I  '11  overtake  it  immodiately." 

"  I  'm  sorry  that  you  have  undertaken  it  at  all,"  said  I  in  a  tone  of 
unusual  dis[ueasure. 

"  Undertaken,  sir !  undertake — undertaker !"  said  Darby  rather  in- 
dignantly \  "  I  never  was  an  undertaker  but  oncet,  and  that  was  at 
my  onld  father's  funeral,  when  I  was  one  of  the  nine  bearers.  That 
was  a  beautifid  sight,  to  be  sure,"  said  he,  kindling  into  rapture  as 
he  proceeded ;  "  Ah  !  that  was  the  beautiful  sight,  agrah !  I  seen 
many  a  lord's  berrin',  but  none  to  come  up  to  that.  Oh  I  it  would 
do  any  one's  heart  good  to  see  us  walkin'  in  poaettion  to  the  Abbey, 
— it  was  so  docent,  and  all  of  a  piece,  like  a  magpie,  white  and  black 
from  beginnin'  to  end  [  Oh  I  it  was  a  beautiful  sight,  anyhow,"  added 
he  with  a  deep  sigh. 

"Did  you,  then,  rejoice  in  your  father's  death?"  said  I  barsbly. 

"  Why,  not  exactly  rejoice  in  his  death,"  replied  Darby,  wipii^ 
away  a  tear  from  his  already  suffused  eye,  "for  he  was  a  kind  ould 
body  to  them  he  liked,  though  he  didn't  spoke  to  me  good  or  bad  for 
three  years  afore  he  died;  but  never  mind;  maybe  I  wasn't  hearty 
at  his  wake  I" 

"At  his  wake!"  said  I,  with  a  look  of  disgust. 

"  Yes,  yir  honor  I"  replied  he  after  a  pause  of  surprise, — "  at  bis 
wake,  to  be  sure ;  and  where  con  a  body  be  so  alive  to  fun  of  all 
sorts  OS  at  a  weU-conducted  dead  body's  woke  7  Isn't  there  smokin', 
and  drinkin',  and  story-tellin',  and  now  and  then  a  bit  of  dancin'  in 
the  other  room  with  the  young  ones,  to  shake  off  the  grief,  eh  ?  And 
didn't  I  get  seven  goold  guineas  from  'Turney  Gubbins,  that  was  one 
of  his  executors,  and  the  ould  mare  that  used  to  take  him  from 
town  to  town  when  he  took  to  fair  hisness,  and  the  bracket  hen  that 
lays  yir  honor's  eggs  now,  that  was  the  mother  of  all  the  paceoUe 
fightin'  cocks  in  the  countv  ;  and,  moreover,  his  white  waistcoat  and 
breechee  when  he  was  in  the  Yeomen,  that  Ned  Fallon  the  tailor  says 
he  11  die  any  day  for  me  into  a  second  moumin'  P" 

"  And  what  did  you  with  the  seven  guineas  ?"  said  I :  "  did  you 
turn  them  to  any  account?" 

"  Oh,  the  Lord  bless  yir  honor  I"  said  Darby  ehe^ishly ;  "  it 's  very 
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hard  to  know  what  to  do  with  a  large  Bum  of  money  now'S-days;  it'a 
dangerouB  keepin'  by  you,  you  know,  sir ;  bo  I  put  it  out  to  intereat .'" 

"  And  pray  what  Kcurity  did  you  get  ?"  Baid  1,  Buapecting  some- 
thing, from  the  fellow's  roguish  leer. 

"  Security,  air  ?"  said  Darby ;  "  they  tould  me  it  was  coUathenU,  I 
think,  yir  honor ;  collateral  was  the  word." 

"Collateral.'''  laid  I,  somewhat  surprised  at  his  knowledge  of  the 
tenn. 

"Yes,  Bir,"  replied  he,  scratching  his  bead  with  one  hand,  and 
thrusting  the  other  into  his  breeches  pocket, "/  laid  it  out  in  houses. 
But,  for  all  that,  half  an  hour  afore  I  die  I  'U  have  as  much  money 
as  'II  do  me  all  the  days  o'  my  life  !" 

I  coutd  not  but  smile  at  the  fellow's  satirical  humour  upon  his  own 
folly ;  and,  at  it  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  admitted  him  to  such 
ftmitiar  converse,  I  patiently  listened  while  he  continued  to  tell  me 
how  he  "ran  through  his  fortune"  in  less  than  three  weeks;  hoping, 
however,  that  he  would  soon  make  an  eud  of  his  recital,  and  set  out 
widi  my  letter,  for  the  day  now  began  to  decline. 

"  You  see,  yir  honor,  this  was  the  way  it  happened,"  said  Darby. 
"  NawAxjC  would  save  me  but  I  should  give  a  tay-fartt  at  the 
Three  Blacks  one  evenin'  after  a  hurlin'-match —  Did  yir  honor  ever 
hurl  a  bit?  OhI  then  sur^it's  the  finest  divargion  that  anyone 
cud  sit  his  mind  upon,  barrin'  it  doesn't  ind  in  a  row,  as  mostly  for  the 
best  part  it  does.  But  .never  mind  that, — it's  fine  fun,  anyhow; 
thoiwD  by  it  I  did  get  this  i^tUc  on  the  nose,  that  made  me  lave  off 
nuif^takin'  ever  since  as  a  dirty  habit !  Oh  I  a  hurlin'-match  is  a 
grate  sight,  and  many  a  good  clargy  I  've  teen  strip  to  the  work. 
There  was  Father  M<Gauvran — yir  honor  has  heard  of  Father 
fiCGauvran,  that  got  a  son  an'  heir  for  Pat  Mac  Gavony,  by  givia' 
his  wife  on  oold  mrplta  that  he  had  by  him  for  some  time  P  Oh !  it 
would  raise  the  cocues  of  yir  heart  to  see  bow  he  toud  whip  a  ball 
along.    He  was  a  grate  hurler,  anyhow ;   he  was  the  boy  at  the 

Conceiving  that  Darby  would  not  terminate  before  midnight  (if  he 
ever  would  at  all),  I  interrupted  him,  saying,  "  When  you  return,  I 
shall  be  very  happy  to  hear  the  particulars  of  your  tay-pabtt,  but 
for  the  present  I  must  decline  the  narrative.  Set  out,  if  you  mean 
to  go :  when  you  come  bock,  I  will  listen  very  attentively  to  the 
whole  recital." 

"  Oh,  then  I  suppose  I  'm  tiring  yir  honor  I  But  stop  a  bit, — I II 
be  here  in  the  turn  of  a  snipe ;"  sa3ring  which,  he  disappeared.  I 
had  not  been  long  left  to  my  own  reflections  before  he  came  up  stairs, 
and,  without  any  of  his  previous  knocks  and  delays,  he  entered  my 
nwm  hurriedly,  and,  throwing  down  a  small  book  on  the  table  before 
me,  said,  "  There,  sir ;  I  hope  tkat  will  amuse  you  while  I  am  away : 
it 's  an  account  of  my  lay-party,  by  Lame  Kelly  the  poet,  that  wudu't 
get  drunk  that  night  aeame  he  sed  he  wud  write  it  afore  his  next 
sleep.  Read  it,  mosther,"  said  Darby ;  "  and  never  mind  the  jokes 
upon  me." — "Go  your  ways,"  said  L-— "I've  only  oneway  to  go, 
sir,"  said  Darby. — "  Well,  Uien,"  said  I,  "  in  God 's  name  take  rtat" 
— "  In  God's  name  be  it,  then,"  replied  Darby,  and  ultimately  left  me. 
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"Ai  be  pused  through  the  fieMi,  and  mw  the  ammali  krouDd  him, — '  Ye,* 
said  he, '  hie  happv,  and  need  not  envy  am  thatmlk  thus  amon^  jroa  boithened 
widi  roytelf  i  nor  do  I,  je  gentle  beinp,  envy  your  felicity,  for  it  it  not  the  feli- 
city of  man.  I  have  nun;  distresses  from  wbichye  are  free;  I  feaipainwbenl 
do  not  feel  it ;  I  soroetiniEt  shrink  at  e*iU  recollected,  and  tometimes  start  at 
evils  anticipated.  Surely  the  equity  of  Proridence  has  balanced  peculinr  suffer- 
ings with  peculiar  enjoyments.' 

"  With  observations  like  these  the  prince  amused  himself  as  he  returned, 
nttering  them  with  a  plaintive  voice,  yet  with  a  look  that  diseoTored  him  to  (eel 
some  complacence  in  his  own  perspicacity,  and  to  receive  some  solace  of  the 
miseiiea  of  life  &om  consciousness  of  the  delicacy  with  which  he  felt,  and  the 
eloquence  with  which  he  bewailed  them.*' — Rasselas,  chap.  ii. 

This  remark  of  Dr.  Johnsoa  on  the  consoladon  derived  Inr  hia 
hero  from  the  eloquence  with  which  he  gave  vent  to  hia  compkints 
IB  perfectlyJusCibut  just  only  in  such  cases  aa  those  of  Rasselas.  The 
misery  tliat  can  be  expressed  in  flovring  periods  cannot  be  of  moi^ 
importance  than  that  eitperienced  by  the  AbyssiniaD  prince  enclosed 
in  the  Happy  Valley.  His  greatest  calamity  was  no  more  than  that 
he  could  not  leave  a  place  in  which  all  the  luxuries  of  life  were  at  his 
command.    But,  as  old  Chremes  says  in  the  Heautontimorumenos, 

"  Misemm  I  quern  minus  credere  'st ! 
Quid  reliqui  'st,  quin  habeal,  qua  quidem  in  homine  dicuntur  boiiaT 
I^rentes,  patriain  incolumem,  omicos,  i^nu*,  coguatos,  divitias : 
Atque  hscc  perinde  sunt  ut  illius  animus  qui  ea  possidet ; 
Qui  uti  scit,  ei  bona ;  illi,  qui  non  utitur  rect^,  truda."* 


"  Plain  trud),  dear  Bentley,  needs  no  arts  of  speech," 

I  cannot  do  better  than  transcribe  the  commentary  of  Hidde,  or  staae 
other  ^ave  expositor  from  whose  pages  he  has  tran^eired  it  to  hia 
ovro.  "  'Tis  certain  that  the  real  enjoyment  arising  from  external 
advantages  depends  wholly  upon  the  situation  of  the  mind  of  him  who 
possesses  them ;  for  if  he  chance  to  labour  under  any  secret  anguish, 
this  destroys  all  relish ;  or,  if  he  know  not  how  to  use  them  for  valuaUe 
purposes,  uiey  are  so  far  from  being  of  any  service  to  bim,  that  (hey 
often  turn  to  real  misfortunes."  It  is  of  no  consequence  that  this  pro- 
foimd  reflection  is  nothing  to  the  purpose  in  the  place  where  it  ap- 
pears) because  Chremes  is  not  talking  (tf  any  leccet  anguish,  but  of  the 

*  Itmay  be  thus  attempted  in  something  like  the  metre  of  the  original,  wfaid 
the  learned  know  by  the  sounding  name  of  Tetrameter  Iambic  Acatakctic : 

"  Does  Ctinia  talk  of  misery  ?     Believe  his  idle  tale  who  cut  T 
What  hinders  it  that  be  should  have  whate'er  is  counted  good  for  mati, — 
His  father's  borne,  his  native  land,  with  wealth,  and  friends,  and  kith  and  kinT 
But  all  these  blessings  will  be  prized  according  to  the  miud  within : 
Well  used,  ibe  owner  finds  them  good;  if  badly  used,  he  deems  them  ilL 

CI.  Nay,  but  his  lire  was  always  stem,  and  even  now  I  feu  bim  stiU,"  Ik. 
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use  or  abuse  made  of  adwtiges  according  to  the  digpoiJtion  or  the 
indrndual  to  whom  they  have  been  accorded;  and  the  anguish  of 
Clinia  was  hy  no  means  secret.  He  fotied  the  perpetual  displeasure 
oT  his  father,  and  knew  not  whether  absence  might  not  have  dimi- 
nished or  alienated  the  affections  or  the  lady  on  whose  account  he 
had  abandoned  home  and  country ;  but  the  general  propocition  of  the 
sentence  cannot  be  denied.  A  "fatal  remembrance" — to  borrow  a 
phrase  from  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  Moore's  melodies — may  ren- 
der a  life,  apparently  abound iog  in  prosperity,  wretched  and  unhappy, 
aa  the  vitiation  of  a  single  humour  of  the  eye  casts  a  sickly  and  unna- 
tural hue  over  the  gladsome  meadow,  or  turns  to  a  lurid  light  the 
brilliancy  of  the  sunniest  skies. 

Rasselas  and  Jaques  have  no  secret  anguish  to  torment  them,  no 
real  cares  to  disturb  the  even  current  of  Uieir  tempers.  To  get  rid 
of  the  prince  first:— His  sorrow  is  no  more  than  that  of  the  starting 
in  the  Sentimental  Journey.  He  cannot  get  out.  He  is  discontented, 
■  because  he  has  not  the  patience  of  Wordsworth's  nuns,  who  fret 
not  in  their  narrow  cells ;  or  of  Wordsworth's  muse,  which  murmurs 
not  at  being  nibbed  and  confined  to  a  sonneL  He  wants  the  philo- 
sophy of  that  most  admirable  of  all  jail-ditties, — and  will  not  reflect 
that 

"  Every  idand  ia  a  prison. 

Close  sunounded  by  the  sea ; 
Kings  uiil  princes,  for  that  reason, 
IS  well  ta  we." 


And  as  his  calamity  is,  after  all,  very  tolerable, — as  many  a  sore  heart 
or  a  wearied  mind,  buffeting  about  amid  the  billows  and  breakers  of 
the  external  world,  would  feel  but  too  happy  to  exchange  conditions 
with  him  in  liis  safe  haven  of  rest, — it  is  no  wonder  that  the  weaving  of 
sonorous  sentences  of  easily  soothed  sorrow  should  be  the  extent  of 
the  mental  afflictions  of  Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia. 

Who  or  what  Jaques  was  before  he  makes  his  if>pearasce  in  the 
forest,  Shakspeare  aoes  not  inform  us,— any  farther  than  that  he  had 
been  a  ratii  of  considerable  note,  as  the  Duke  tells  htm,  when  be  pro- 
poses to 

"Cleanse  the  ibul  body  of  the  infected  world, 
If  they  will  patiently  recnve  my  medicine. 

DtAc  Fie  OD  thee  I  1  can  tell  what  thou  wouldat  do. 
Jaguet.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good  T 
Duke.  Most  mischievous  foul  sin,  in  cbiding  sin ; 
For  tfaou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine 
As  sensual  as  the  brutish  sting  iuelf ; 
And  all  the  embossed  sores  and  headed  evils 
That  thou  with  licence  of  fiee  foot  bsut  canght, 
Wouldst  ibou  disgoige  into  the  general  world." 
This,  and  that  he  was  one  of  the  three  or  four  loving  lords  who  put 
themselves  into  voluntary  exile  with  the  old  Duke,  leaving  their  lands 
and  revenues  to  enrich  the  new  one,  who  therefore  gave  them  good 
leave  to  wander,  is  all  we  know  about  him,  until  be  is  fonnally  an- 
nounced to  us  as  the  melancholy  Jaques.     The  very  announcement 
is  a  tolerable  proof  that  he  is  not  soul-stricken  in  any  material  degree. 
When  Rosalind  tells  him  that  he  is  considered  to  be  a  melancholy 
fellow,  he  is  hard  put  to  it  to  describe  in  what  his  melancholy  con- 
sists.    « I  have,"  he  says, 
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"  Neither  the  acholu's  ine1aiicho1j,^ich 

Is  emulation ;  dot  the  musiciui's,  irhich  it 

FaDtHstical ;  nor  the  cciiulier'a,  whidi  ii  proud ; 

Nor  the  Boldier's, 

Which  is  ambitious ;  nor  the  lawirer's,  which 

It  politic ;  HOT  the  Udy's,  which  u  Dice ; 

Nor  the  lover's,  which  is  all  these  ;  but  it  is 

A  DKlaticholy  of  mine  owd,  compounded 

Of  many  siniples,  eitncted  from  many  objects. 

And  ioaeed 

The  sundTj  contemplatioD  of  my  tRiveli, 

Id  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me 

In  a  most  hunonnis  sadueas."* 
He  is  nothing  more  than  an  idle  gentleman  given  to  musing,  and 
making  invectives  againiit  the  afiairg  of  the  world,  which  are  nM>re 
remarkable  for  the  poetir  of  their  style  and  expression  ttian  the  pun- 
geacy  of  their  satire.  His  famous  description  of  the  seven  ages  of 
man  »  that  of  a  man  who  has  seen  but  little  to  complain  of  in  his 
career  through  life.  The  sorrows  of  hia  infant  are  of  the  slightest 
kind,  and  he  notes  that  it  is  taken  care  of  in  a  nurse's  lap.  The  griefs 
of  his  schoolboy  are  confined  to  the  necessity  of  going  to  sdiool ; 
and  he,  too,  has  had  an  anxious  hand  to  attend  to  him.  His  shining 
morning  face  reflects  the  superintendence  of  one — probably  a  mother 
—interested  in  his  welfare.  The  lover  is  tortured  by  no  piercing 
pangs  of  love,  his  woes  evaporating  themselves  musically  in  a  ballaa 
of  his  own  composition,  written  not  to  his  mistress,  but  lantasticallj' 
addressed  to  her  eyebrow.  The  soldier  appears  in  all  the  pride  and 
the  swelling  hopes  of  his  spirit-stirring  trade, 

"  Jealous  hi  honour,  suddoi  and  quick  in  quarrel. 

Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth." 
The  &ir  round  belly  of  the  justice  lined  with  good  capon  lets  ua  know 
how  he  has  passed  his  life.  He  is  f^ill  of  ease,  magisterial  authority, 
and  squirely  dignity.  Tlie  lean  and  slippered  pantaloon,  and  the 
dotard  sunk  into  secood  childishness,  have  suffered  only  the  common 
lot  of  humanity,  without  any  of  the  calamities  that  embitter  the  un- 
avoidable malady  of  old  age.t  All  the  characters  in  Jaques's  sketch 
are  well  taken  care  of.  llie  infant  is  nursed ;  the  boy  educated ;  the 
youth  tormented  with  no  greater  cares  than  the  necessitv  of  hunting 
after  rhymes  to  [dease  the  ear  of  a  lady,  whose  love  sits  so  lightly 
upon  him  as  to  set  him  upon  nothing  more  serious  than  such  a  self- 
amusing  task  ;  the  man  in  prime  of  life  is  engaged  in  gallant  deeds, 
brave  in  action,  anxious  for  character,  and  ambitious  of  fame;'  the 
man  in  declining  years  has  won  the  due  honours  of  his  rank,  he  enjoyi 
the  luxuries  of  the  table  and  dispenses  the  terrors  of  the  bench  ;  the 
man  of  age  still  more  advanced  is  well  to  do  in  the  world.  If  his 
shank  be  shrunk,  it  is  not  without  hose  and  slipper, — if  his  eyes  be 

*  This  is  priDted  as  mose,  but  asniTedly  it  is  bUnk  verse.  The  alteiatioD  of 
a  syllable  or  two,  which  in  the  corrupt  state  of  the  text  of  these  plays  is  the 
sUghtett  of  >ll  possible  critical  licences,  would  make  it  run  perfectly  smooth.  At 
all  events,  in  the  Mcond  Itoe,  "  emulation  "  should  be  "  emulBtive,"  to  make  it 
agree  with  the  other  clauses  of  the  seutence.  The  courtier's  mdanchi^y  is  not 
jmde,  not  the  soldier's  ambition,  be.  The  adjective  is  used  throughout,-^sHt— - 
tical,  proud,  ainUrioui,po{itic,  nice. 

t  "  Seneclus  ipsa  est  morbus.'' — Ter.  Phonn.  iv.  i.  ft. 
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dim,  they  sre  spectacled, — if  his  years  have  made  him  lean,  they  have 
gathered  for  him  wherewithal  to  fatten  the  pouch  by  hii  side.  And 
when  this  strange  eventful  history  b  closed  by  the  penalties  paid  by 
men  who  live  too  long,  Jaques  does  not  tell  us  that  the  helpless 
being, 

"  Sana  teeth,  tans  eyes,  svu  taste,  sans  eTcrythiug," 
ia  left  unprotected  in  his  helplessness. 

Such  pictures  of  life  do  not  proceed  from  a  man  very  heavy  at 
heart.  Nor  can  it  be  without  design  that  they  are  introduced  mto 
this  especial  place.  The  moment  before,  the  famished  Orlando  has 
burst  in  upon  the  sylvan  meal  of  the  Duke,  brandishing  a  naked 
Bword,  demanding  with  furious  threat  food  for  himself  and  his  help- 
less companion, 

"  Oppressed  with  two  weak  evils,  ^e  and  hunger." 
The  Duke,  struck  with  his  earnest  appeal,  cannot  refrain  from  com- 
paring  the  real  suffering  which  he  witnesses  in  Orlando  with  that 
which  is  endured  by  himself  and  his  "  co-mates,  and  partners  in  exile." 
Addressing  Jaques,  he  says, 

"  Hiou  leesl  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy. 
This  wide  and  universal  ibeatre 
PresenCa  more  worul  pEkgeants  than  the  scene 
Wherein  we  play  in.'*' 
But  the  spectacle  and  the  comment  upon  it  lightly  touch  Jaques, 
and  he  starts  off  at  once  into  a  witty  and  poetic  comparison  of 
the  real  drama  of  the  world  with  the  mimic  drama  of  the  stage, 
in  which,  with  the  sight  of  well-nurtured  youth  driven  to  the  sa- 
vage desperation  of  periling  his  own  life,  and  assailing  that  of 
others,  —  and  of  wetudy  old  age  lying  down  in  the  €eble  but 
equally  resolved  desperation  of  dying  by  the  wayside,  driven  to  this 
extremity  by  sore  fatigue  and  hunger, — he  diverts  himself  and  his 
audience,  whether  in  the  forest  or  theatre,  on  the  stage  or  in  the 
closet,  with  graphic  descriptions  of  human  life;  not  one  of  them,  pro- 
ceeding as  they  do  from  the  lips  of  the  ta^aneholy  Jaques,  presenting 
a  single  point  on  which  true  melancholy  can  dwell.  Mourning  over 
what  cannot  be  avoided  must  be  in  its  essence  common-place ;  and 
nothing  has  been  added  to  the  lameotationa  over  the  ills  brought  by 
the  flight  of  years  since  Moses,  the  man  of  God,t  declared  the  con- 
cluding period  of  protracted  life  to  be  a  period  of  labour  and  sorrow; 
— since  Solomon,  or  whoever  else  writes  under  the  name  of  the 
Preacher,  in  a  passage  which,  whether  it  is  inspired  or  not,  is  a  pass- 
age of  exquisite  beauty,  warned  us  to  provide  in  youth,  "while  the 
evil  days  come  not,  nor  the  years  draw  nigh  when  thou  shalt  say, 
I  have  no  pleasure  in  them ;  while  the  sun,  or  the  light,  or  the  moon, 
or  the  stars  be  not  darkened,  nor  the  clouds  return  dler  the  rain  :  in 
the  day  when  the  keepers  of  the  house  shall  tremble,  and  the  strong 
men  shall  bow  themselves,  and  the  grinders  cease  because  they  are 
few,  and  those  that  look  out  of  the  windows  be  darkened,  and  the 
doors  shall  be  shut  in  the  streets,  when  the  sound  of  the  grinding  ia 
low,  and  he  shall  rise  up  at  the  voice  of  the  bird,  and  all  the  daughtera 

•  Query  onl     "Wherein  we  play  in"  U  tautologioal,     "Wherein  we  play 
t  Psalm  xc.  **  A  prayer  of  Moses,  the  man  of  God,"  v.  ID. 
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of  music  shall  be  brought  low ;  also  when  they  shall  be  a&sid  of  diftt 
which  is  high,  and  fears  shall  be  in  the  way,  and  the  alnioad-tree 
(hall  flo^^iBl^  and  the  graishi^per  shall  be  a  burthen,  and  desire  shall 
fail :  because  man  goeth  to  his  long  home,  and  the  mouraera  go  about 
the  streets ;  or  ever  the  silver  cord  be  loosed,  or  the  golden  bowl  be 
broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the  foontain,  or  the  wheel  brokoi 
at  the  cistern  ;" — or,  to  make  a  shorter  quotation,  since  Homer  sum- 
med up  all  these  ills  by  applying  to  old  age  the  epithet  of  XtrypoE, — a 
word  which  cannot  be  translated,  but  the  force  of  which  must  be  felt. 
Abate  these  unavoidable  misfortunes,  and  the  catalogue  of  Jaques  is 
that  of  happy  conditions.  In  his  visions  there  is  no  trace  of  the  child 
doomed  to  wretchedness  before  its  very  birth ;  no  hint  that  such  a  thing 
could  occur  as  its  being  made  an  object  of  calculation,  one  part 
medical,  three  parts  financial,  to  the  starveling  surgeon,  whether  by 
the  floating  of  the  lungs,  or  other  test  equally  fallacious  and  fee- 
producing,  the  miserable  mother  may  be  convicted  of  doing  that 
which,  before  she  had  attempted,  all  dist  is  her  soul  of  woman  must 
have  been  torn  from  its  uttermost  roots,  when  in  an  agony  of 
shame  and  dread  the  cliild  that  was  to  have  made  her  forget  her 
labour  was  committed  to  the  cesspool.  No  hint  that  the  days  of  in- 
&Dcy  should  be  devoted  to  the  damnation  of  a  factory,  or  to  the  tender 
mercies  of  a  parish  beadle.  No  hint  that  philosophy  should  come 
forward  armed  with  the  panoply  offensive  and  defensive  of  l<^c  and 
eloquence,  to  [wove  that  the  inversion  of  all  natural  relations  was 
just  and  wise, — that  the  toil  of  childhood  was  due  to  the  support 
of  manhood, — that  those  hours,  the  very  labours  of  which  even  the 
etymologists  give  to  recreation,  should  be  devoted  to  those  wretched 
drudgeries  which  seem  to  split  the  heart  of  all  but  those  who  derive 
from  them  blood-stained  money,  or  blood-bedabbled  applause.  Jaques 
sees  not  Greensmith  squeezing  his  children  by  the  throat  until  they 
die.  He  hears  not  the  supplication  of  the  hapless  hoy  begging  his 
still  more  hapless  father  for  a  moment's  respite,  ere  the  fatal  handker-  , 
chief  is  twisted  round  his  throat  by  the  hand  of  him  to  whom  he  owed 
his  being.  Jaques  thinks  not  of  the  baby  deserted  on  the  step  of  the 
inhospitable  door,  of  the  shame  of  the  mother,  of  the  disgrace  of  the 

Earents,  of  the  misery  of  the  forsaken  infant.  His  boy  is  at  school, 
is  soldier  in  the  breach,  his  elder  on  the  justice-seat.  Are  these 
the  woes  of  life?  Is  there  no  neglected  creature  left  to  himself  or 
to  the  worse  nurture  of  others,  whose  trade  it  is  to  corrupt, — who  will 
teach  him  what  was  taught  to  swaggering  Jack  Chance,  found  on 
Newgate  steps,  and  educated  at  the  venerable  seminary  of  St.  Giles's 
.   Pound,  where 

"  They  taught  bim  to  drink,  and  to  thieve,  and  fight, 
Aud  eveijrthing  else  but  to  read  aiid  vrrita." 

Is  there  no  stripling  short  of  commons,  hut  abundant  in  the  supply  of 
the  strap  or  tlie  cudgel  r — no  man  fighting  through  the  world  in  for- 
tuneless struggles,  and  occupied  by  cares  or  oppressed  by  wants  more 
stringent  than  those  of  love? — or  in  love  itself  does  the  current  of 
that  bitter  passion  never  run  less  smooth  than  when  sonnets  to  a 
lady's  eyebrow  are  the  prime  objects  of  solicitude  ? — or  may  not  even 
he  who  began  with  such  sonneteering  have  found  something  amre 
serious  and  sad,  something  more  heart-throbbing  and  soul-rendiiig,  in 
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the  progrees  of  his  powiaD  ?  Is  the  soldier  melancholy  in  the  stonn 
and  whirlfriod  of  war  ?  la  the  gaUaat  coafroating  of  the  cannon  a 
matter  to  be  complained  of?  The  dotorouB  flight,  the  trampled  bat- 
talion, the  broken  aquadroo,  the  lost  battle,  the  lingering  wound,  the 
Ul-furniahed  hospital,  the  unfed  blockade,  himger  and  thirBt,  and  pain, 
and  fatigue,  and  mutilation,  and  cold,  and  rout,  and  scorn,  and  slight, 
—services  neglected,  untrorth;  claims  preferred,  life  wasted,  or  ho- 
nour tarnished, — are  all  passed  b;  I  In  peaceful  life  we  have  no  deeper 
misfortune  placed  before  us  than  that  it  is  not  unusual  that  a  justice 
of  peace  may  be  prosy  in  remark  and  trite  in  illustration.  Are  there 
no  other  evils  to  assail  us  through  the  agony  of  life  P  And  when 
the  conclusion  comes,  how  &r  less  tragic  is  the  portraiture  of  mental 
imbecility,  if  considered  as  a  state  of  misery  than  as  one  of  compara- 
tive happiness,  as  escaping  a  still  worse  lot !  Crabbe  is  sadder  gir  than 
Jaques,  when,  afler  his  appalling  description  of  the  iamales  of  a  work- 
house,— (what  would  Crabbe  have  written  mw  f) — he  winds  up  by 
abowbg  to  us  amid  its  victims  two  persons  as  being 
"  happier  hx  than  they. 

Hie  moping  idiot,  and  the  madman  gay." 
If  what  he  here  sums  up  as  the  result  of  his  life's  observations  on 
mankind  be  all  that  calls  forth  the  melancholy  of  the  witty  and  elo- 
quent speaker,  he  had  not  much  to  complain  of.  Mr.  Shandy  la- 
menting in  sweetly  modulated  periods,  because  his  son  has  been 
christened  Tristram  instead  of  Trismegistus,  is  as  much  an  object  of 
condolence.  Jaques  has  just  seen  the  aspect  of  &mine,  and  heard 
the  words  of  despair  ;  the  Duke  has  pointed  out  to  him  the  consider- 
ation that  more  woful  and  practical  calamities  exist  than  even  the 
exile  of  princes  and  the  downfall  of  lords ;  and  he  breaks  off  into  a 
light  strain  of  satire,  fit  only  for  jesting  comedy.  Trim  might  have 
f^buked  him  as  he  rebuked  the  prostrate  Mr.  Shandy,  by  reminding 
him  that  there  are  other  things  to  make  us  melancholy  in  the  world: 
and  nobody  knew  it  better,  or  could  say  it  better,  than  he  in  whose 
brain  was  minted  the  hysteric  passion  of  Lear  choked  by  his  button, 
— the  farewell  of  victorious  Othello  to  all  the  pomp,  pride,  and  circum- 
stance of  glorious  war, — the  tears  of  Richard  over  the  submission  of 
roan  Barbary  to  Bolingbroke,~the  demand  of  Romeo  that  the  Man- 
tuan  dru^ist  should  supply  him  with  such  soon-speeding  gear  that 
will  rid  him  of  bated  life 

"  As  Tiolently  as  hasty  powder  Bred 

Doth  buny  from  the  latal  cannon's  womb," — 
the  desolation  of  Antony,— the  mourning  of  Henry  over  sire  slain  by 
son,  and  son  by  sire, — or  the  despair  of  Macbeth.  I  say  nothing  oS 
the  griefs  of  Constance,  or  Isabel,  or  Desdemona,  or  Juliet,  or  Ophe- 
lia, because  in  the  sketches  of  Jaques  he  passes  by  all  allusion  to 
women  ;  a  fact  which  of  itself  is  suiEcient  in  prove  that  his  melan- 
choly was  but  in  play, — was  nothing  more  than  what  Arthur  remem- 
hered  when  he  was  in  France,  where 

«  Young  gentlemen  would  be  aa  nd  as  n^t. 

Only  lor  wauloooess." 
Shakspeare  well  knew  that  there  is  no  true  pathetic,  nothing  that 
can  permanently  lacerate  the  heart,  and  embitter  the  speech,  unless 
a  women  be  concerned.    It  is  the  legacy  left  ua  by  Eve.    The  tenor 


jM,Googlc 


556  SHAKSPBAKR  PAPEBS. 

of  nwn'g  woe»  aaye  MUUm,  with  a  moit  uneallant  and  grisly  pun,  ia 
bUII  from  loo-nian  to  begin  ;  and  he  who  wiU  give  himself  a  few  uoo- 
menU  to  reflect  will  find  that  the  stem  trigamiBt  iB  right.  On  thia, 
however,  1  shall  not  dilate.  I  may  perhaps  have  aometmng  to  aay,  m 
we  go  on,  of  the  ladies  of  Shakapeare.  For  the  present  purpose,  it  is 
enough  to  remark  with  Trim,  that  there  are  many  real  griefs  to  make 
a  man  lie  down  and  cry,  without  troubling  ourselves  with  those  wiiidh 
are  put  forward  by  the  poetic  mourner  in  the  forest  of  Arden. 

Different  indeed  is  the  sight  set  before  the  eyes  of  Adam  in  the 
great  poem  juat  referred  to,  when  he  is  told  to  look  up<»i  the  miseries 
which  the  fall  of  man  has  entailed  upon  his  descendants.  Far  other 
than  the  scenes  that  6it  across  this  melancholy  man  by  profession  are 
those  evoked  by  Michael  in  the  visionary  lazar-house.  It  would  be 
ill-befittiog,  indeed,  that  the  merry  note  of  the  sweet  bird  warbling 
freely  in  the  glade  should  be  marred  by  discordant  TtmnTJffjf  rTW. 
cataloguing  the  dreary  lik-r^Cdisease,  ,    — '■""^'^ 

•'  All  naffiCST-'"**' 

Of  ghaall^  apnsm,  or  racking  torUire,  qualms 

Of  heartaick  sgoiiy,  all  ferBrous  kinds, 

CoDvulsioui,  epilepsiet,  fierce  eatazAa, 

Intestine  slone  and  ulcer,  colic  pangs, 

Demouiitc  freniy,  moping  roelancfaoly, 

Maiaamus,  and  wide-waslin];  pestilence, 

Droptiea,  and  tslhmu,  and  joint' racking  itieuini;'' 
while,  amid  the  dire  tossing  and  deep  groans  of  the  suSerers^ 
"- Despair 

Tended  the  sick,  busiest  from  couch  to  couch  ; 

And  over  lliem  triumphant  Death  his  dait 

Shook,  but  delayed  to  strike." 

And  equally  Ul-befitting  would  be  any  serious  allusion  to  tlrau  pw- 
sions  and  feelings  which  in  their  violence  or  their  anguish  render  the 
human  boBom  a  lazar-house  filled  with  maladies  of  the  mind  as  rack> 
ing  and  as  wasting  as  those  of  the  body,  and  call  fortli  a  suf^licadoo 
for  the  releasing  blow  of  Death  as  the  final  hope,  with  an  earnestness 
as  desperate,  and  cry  as'loud  as  ever  arose  from  the  tenement,  sad, 
noisome,  and  dark,  which  holds  the  ioiot-racked  victims  of  physical 
disease.  Such  themes  should  not  aadden  the  festive  banquet  in  die 
forest.  The  Duke  and  hia  co*mates  and  partners  in  exile,  reconciled 
to  their  present  mode  of  life,  [^"I  would  not  change  it,"  sayB  Amiens, 
speaking,  we  may  suppose,  the  sentiments  of  all,]}  and  succeasful  in 
having  plucked  the  precious  jewel,  content,  from  the  head  of  ugly 
and  venomous  Adversity,  are  ready  to  bestow  their  woodland  fare 
upon  real  suffering,  but  in  no  mood  to  listen  to  the  heart-rendiDg  de- 
scriptions of  Borrows  graver  tlian  those  which  form  a  theme  for  the 
discourses  which  Jaques  in  mimic  melancholy  contributes  to  their 
amusement. 

Shakspeare  designed  him  to  be  a  maker  of  fine  sentences, — a 
dresser  forth  in  sweet  language  of  the  ordinary  commot>-pIaces  or 
the. common-place  mishaps  of  mankind,  and  he  takes  care  to  show 
US  that  he  did  not  intend  him  for  anything  beside.  With  what  ad- 
mirable art  he  is  confronted  with  Touchstone.  He  enters  merrily 
laughing  at  the  pointless  philosophising  of  the  fool  in  the  forest.  Hia 
lungs  crow  like  chanticleer  when  he  hears  him  morali^ng  mw  his 
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(ImI,  and  making  the  deep  ducorery  tbat  ten  o'clock  has  succeeded 
nine,  and  will  be  followed  by  eleven.  When  Touchstone  himself  ap- 
pears, we  do  not  find  in  his  own  discourse  any  touches  of  such  deep 
contemplation.  He  is  shrewd,  sharp,  worldl;^,  witty,  keen,  gibins, 
observant  It  is  plun  that  be  has  been  mocking  Jaques ;  and,  as  is 
usual,  the  mocked  thinks  himself  the  mocker.  If  one  has  moralized 
the  spectacle  of  a  wounded  deer  into  a  thousand  similes,  comparing 
his  weeping  into  the  stream  to  the  conduct  of  worldlings  in  giving  in 
tbeir  testaments  the  sum  of  more  to  that  which  had  too  much, — his 
abandonment,  to  the  parting  of  the  flux  of  companions  from  misery, — 
the  sweeping  by  of  the  caretetB  herd  full  of  the  pasture,  to  the  de- 
sertion of  the  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  by  ^e  fat  and  greasy  citizens, 
— and  so  forth ;  if  such  have  been  the  common-places  of  Jaques,  are 
they  not  fitly  matched  by  the  common-places  of  Touchstone  upon  his 
watch  P   It  u  as  high  a  stretch  of  fancy  that  brings  the  reflection  how 

" from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 

And  then  from  hour  lo  hour  we  rot  and  rot. 
And  iberebj  bugs  a  late," 
which  is  Bcofied  at  by  Jaques,  as  that  which  dictates  his  own  moral- 
izings  on  the  death  of  the  deer.  The  motley  fool  is  as  wise  as  the 
melancholy  lord  whom  he  is  parodying.  The  shepherd  Corin,  who 
replies  to  the  courtly  quizzing  of  Touchstone  by  such  apophthegms  as 
that  "  it  is  the  property  of  rain  to  wet,  and  of  fire  to  burn,"  is  uncon- 
sciously performing  the  same  part  to  the  clowu,  u  he  had  been 
designedly  performing  to  Jaques.  Witty  nonsense  is  answered  by 
dull  nonsense,  as  the  emptiness  of  poetry  had  been  answered  by  the 
emptiness  of  prose.  There  was  nothing  sincere  in  the  lamentation 
over  the  wounded  stag.  It  was  only  used  as  a  peg  on  which  to  hang 
fine  conceits.  Had  Falstaff  seen  the  deer,  his  imaginatioa  would 
have  cidled  up  visions  of  haunches  and  pasties,  preluding  an  everlast- 
ing series  of  cups  of  sack  among  the  revel  riot  of  boon  companions, 
and  he  would  have  instantly  ordered  its  throat  to  be  cut.  If  it  had 
iallen  in  the  way  of  Friar  utwrence,  the  mild-hearted  man  of  herbs 
would  have  endeavoured  to  extract  the  arrow,  heal  the  wound,  and 
let  the  hart  ungalled  go  free.  Neither  would  have  thought  the  hairy 
fool  a  subject  for  reflections,  which  neither  relieved  the  wants  of 
man  nor  the  pains  of  beast.  Jaques  complains  of  the  injustice  and 
crtielty  of  killing  deer,  but  unscrupulously  sits  down  to  dine  upon 
venison,  and  sorrows  over  the  Bufferings  of  the  native  burghers  of  the 
forest  city,  without  doing  anything  farther  than  amusing  himself  with 
rhetorical  flourishes  drawn  from  the  contemplation  of  the  pain  which 
he  witnesses  with  professional  coolness  and  unconcern. 

It  is  evident,  in  short,  that  the  happiest  days  of  his  life  are  those 
which  he  is  spending  in  the  forest.  His  raking  days  are  over,  and  he 
is  tired  of  city  dissipation.  He  has  shaken  hands  with  the  world, 
finding,  with  Cowley,  that  "he  and  it  would  never  agree."  To  use 
an  expression  somewhat  vulgar,  lie  has  had  his  fun  for  his  money ;  and 
he  thinks  the  bargain  so  fair  and  conclusive  on  both  sides,  that  he 
has  no  notion  of  opening  another.  His  mind  is  relieved  of  a  thousand 
anxieties  which  beset  him  in  the  court,  and  he  breathes  freely  in  the 
forest.  The  iron  has  not  entered  into  his  soul ;  nothing  has  occurred 
to  chase  sleep  from  his  eyelids ;  and  his  fantastic  reflections  are,  as 
he  himself  takes  care  to  tell  as,  but  general  observations  on  the  ordi- 
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nacy  and  outward  mannen  and  TeeliDgs  <^  mankind.— a  BpedcB  of 
taxing  which 

" lika  a.  irild-gooae  flies, 

UDclaim'd  of  adv  iq&q<^' 
Above  all,  in  having  abandoned  station,  and.  wealth,  and  countiy, 
to  join  the  fiuthful  few  who  hate  in  evil  report  clung  manfully  to 
their  prince,  he  knows  that  he  has  played  a  noble  and  an  honourable 
part ;  and  they  to  whose  lot  it  may  have  fallen  to  experience  the  happi- 
ness of  having  done  a  generous,  disinterested,  or  self-denying  action,— 
orsacrificed  temporary  interests  to  undybig  principle, — or  shown  to  the 
world  without,  that  what  are  thought  to  be  its  great  advantages  can 
be  flung  aside,  or  laid  aside,  when  they  come  in  collision  with  the 
feelings  and  passions  of  the  world  within, — will  be  perfectly  sure  that 
Jaquet,  reft  of  land,  and  banbhed  from  court,  felt  himself  exalted  in 
his  own  eyes,  and  therefore  easy  of  mind,  whether  he  was  mourning  in 
melodious  blank  verse,  or  weaving  jocular  parodies  on  the  canzonets 
of  the  good-humoured  Amiens. 

He  was  happy  "  under  the  greenwood  tree."  Addison  I  believe  it 
is  who  says,  llut  all  mankind  have  an  instinctive  love  of  country  and 
woodland  scenery,  and  he  traces  it  to  a  sort  of  dim  recollectioa  im- 
printed upon  us  of  our  original  haunt,  the  garden  of  Eden.  It  is  at 
all  events  certain,  that,  from  the  days  when  the  cedars  of  Lebaooa 
supplied  images  to  the  great  poets  of  Jerusalem,  to  that  in  which  the 
taU  tree  haunted  Wordsworth  "  as  a  passion,"  the  forest  has  caught  a 
strong  hold  of  the  poetic  mind.  It  is  with  reluctance  that  I  refrain 
from  quoting;  but  the  passages  of  surpassing  beauty  whitdi  crowd 
upon  me  from  all  times  and  languages  are  too  numerous.  I  know  not 
which  to  exclude,  and  I  have  not  room  for  all ;  let  me  then  take  a  bit 
of  prose  from  one  who  never  indulged  in  poetry,  and  I  think  I  shall 
make  it  a  cose  in  point.  In  a  little  hook  called  "  Statistical  Sketches 
of  Upper  Canada,  for  the  use  of  Emigrants,  by  a  Backwoodsman," 
now  lying  before  me,  the  author,  after  describing  the  field-sports  in 
Canada  with  a  precision  and  a  goAt  to  be  derived  only  from  practice 
and  zeal,  concludes  a  chapter,  most  appropriately  introduced  by  a 
motto  from  the  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

"  Tis  merry,  'tia  merry  in  good  greenwood. 
When  the  mavis  and  merle  are  singinn. 
When  the  deer  sweep  by,  and  (be  houiidi  are  in  cry. 
And  the  hunter's  horn  is  ringiag," 
by  saying, 

"  It  is  only  since  writing  the  above  that  1  fell  in  with  the  first 
volume  of  Moore's  Life  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald ;  and  I  cannot  de- 
scribe the  pleasure  I  received  from  reading  his  vivid,  spirited,  and 
accurate  description  of  the  feelings  he  experienced  on  first  taking  on 
him  the  life  m  a  hunter.  At  an  earlier  period  of  life  titan  Lord 
Edward  bad  then  attained,  I  made  my  debut  in  the  forest  and  first 
assumed  the  blanket-cloak  and  the  rifle,  the  moccasin  and  the  snow- 
shoe;  and  the  ecstatic  feeling  of  Arab-like  independence,  and  tbe 
utter  contempt  for  the  advantage  and  restrictions  of  civilization, 
which  he  describes,  I  then  felt  in  its  tullest  power.  And  even  now, 
when  my  way  of  life,  like  Macbeth's,  is  fdling  *  into  the  sere,  the 
yellow  leaf,'  and  when  a  ir<^ical  climate,  privation,  disease,  and 
thankless  toil  are  combining  with  advancing  years  to  unstring  a  frame 


jM,Googlc 


JAauKs.  559 

the  strength  of  which  once  aet  hunger,  cold,  and  fatigue  at  defiance, 
and  to  undermine  a  confltitution  that  once  appeared  iron-bound,  still  I 
cannot  lie  down  by  a  6re  in  the  woods  vithout  the  elevating  feel- 
ing which  I  experienced  formerlj  returning,  though  in  a  diminished 
degree.  This  must  be  huu»n  nature ; — for  it  is  an  undoubted  fact, 
that  no  man  who  associates  with  and  iollows  the  pursuits  of  the  In- 
dian, for  any  lengUi  of  time,  ever  voluntarily  returns  to  civilized  society. 

"  What  a  cotopanion  in  the  woods  Lord  Edward  must  have  been  [ 
and  bow  shocking  to  think  that,  with  talents  which  would  have  made 
bim  at  once  the  idol  and  the  ornament  of  his  profession,  and  affec- 
tions which  must  have  rendered  him  an  oliject  of  adoration  in  all  the 
relations  of  private  life, — with  honour,  with  courage,  with  generosity, 
with  every  trait  that  can  at  once  ennoble  and  endear, — he  should 
never  have  been  taught  that  there  is  a  higher  principle  of  action  than 
die  mere  impulse  of  the  passions, — that  he  should  never  have  learned, 
before  plunging  bis  country  into  blood  and  disorder,  to  have  weighed 
the  means  he  possessed  with  the  end  he  proposed,  or  the  problema- 
tical good  widi  the  certain  evil  I  —  that  he  should  have  had  Tom 
Paine  for  a  tutor  in  religion  and  polilics,  and  Tom  Moore  for  a  bio- 
grapher, to  bold  up  as  a  pattern,  instead  of  warning,  the  errors  and 
mtsfbrtunes  of  a  being  so  noble, — to  subserve  the  revolutionary  pur* 
poses  of  a  faction,  who,  like  Samson,  are  pulling  down  a  febric  which 
will  bury  both  them  and  their  enemies  under  iL*' 

Never  mind  the  aberrations  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald,  the  religion 
or  the  politics  of  Tom  Paine,  or  the  biography  of  Tom  Moore.  On  all 
these  matters  1  may  hold  my  own  opinions,  but  they  are  not  wanted 
now;  but  have  we  not  here  the  feelings  of  Jaques?  Here  are  the 
gloomy  expressions  of  general  sorrow  over  climate,  privation,  disease, 
thankless  toil,  advancing  yearsj  unstrung  frame.  But  here  also  we 
have  ecstatic  emotions  of  Arab-like  independence,  generous  reflections 
upon  political  adversaries,  and  high-minded  adherence  to  the  views 
and  principles  which  in  his  honour  and  conscience  he  believed  to  be 
in  ail  circumstances  inflexibly  right,  coming  from  the  heart  of  a 
forest.  The  Backwoodsman  is  Dunlop ;  and  is  he,  in  spite  of  this 
sad<BOunding  passage,  melancholy?  Not  he,  in  good  sooth.  The 
very  next  page  to  that  which  I  have  quoted  is  a  description  of  the 
pleasant  mode  of  travelliag  in  Canada,  before  the  march  of  improve- 
ment had  made  it  comfortable  and  convenient.* 

*"  Formerly,  thnt  t9  to  say,  previous  to  tlie  peace  of  IBIS,  a  journey  between 
Quebec  aod  Saadnich  was  im  uudertakinif  conaidembly  more  tedious  and  trou- 
blesome UiBD  the  voyage  from  London  lo  Quebec.  In  the  first  place,  the  com- 
missariat of  the  eipedilion  had  lo  be  cared  for ;  and  to  that  end  every  gentleman 
who  was  liable  to  travel  had,  as  a  part  of  his  appointments,  a  provision  basket, 
which  held  generally  a  cold  rouoaofbeef,  tin  plates  aod  dnnking-cups,  tea, 
sugar,  biscuits,  and  about  a  gallon  c^brandy.  These,  with  vour  wardrobe  and 
a  camp-bed,  were  stowed  away  in  a  batteau,  or  flat-bottomed  boat ;  and  off  you 
set  witn  a  crew  of  seven  stout,  light-hearted,  jolly,  lively  Canadians,  who  sung 
their  boat-songs  all  tbe  time  ^ey  could  spare  from  smoking  their  pipes.  You 
were  accompanied  by  a  fleet  of  similar  boats,  called  a  brigade,  the  crews  of 
which  assisted  each  other  up  the  rapids,  and  at  night  put  into  some  creek,  bay, 
or  uninhabited  island,  where  fires  were  lighted,  tents  made  of  the  sails,  and  the 
song,  the  laueh,  and  the  shout  were  heard,  with  little  intermission,  all  the  night 
through;  and  ifyou  bad  the  felicity  to  have  among  the  ^r^a  fifer  ora  fiddler, 
the  dance  was  sometimes  kept  up  all  night,— far,  if  a  Frenchman  has  a  fiddle. 
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Jaques  was  just  as  woe-begone  as  the  T^ger,  and  no  more.  I  re- 
raeinber  when  he — Dimlop  I  mean,  not  Jaques — uaed  to  laugh  at  the 
pbreDotogistfl  of  Edinburgh  for  Baying,  aAer  a  careful  admeasureinent, 
that  his  skull  in  all  points  was  exactly  that  of  Shakspeare, — ^lauppoae 
he  will  be  equally  inclined  to  laugh  when  he  finds  who  is  the  double 
an  old  companion  has  selected  for  him.  But  no  matter.  His  melancholy 
passes  away  not  more  rapidly  than  tliat  of  Jaques ;  and  I  venture  to  ny 
that  the  latter,  if  he  were  existing  in  flesh  and  blood,  would  have  no 
scruple  in  joining  the  doctor  this  moment  over  the  bowl  of  punch 
which  I  am  sure  he  is  brewing,  has  brewed,  or  is  about  to  brew,  on 
the  banks  of  Huron  or  Ontario. 

Whether  he  would  or  not,  he  departs  from  the  stage  with  the  grace 
and  easy  elegance  of  a  gendeman  in  heart  and  manners.  He  jwnc 
his  old  antagonist  the  usurping  Duke  in  his  fallen  fiH'tunes;  he  had 
spurned  him  in  his  prosperity  :  his  restored  friend  he  bequeaths  to 
his  former  honour,  deserved  by  his  patience  and  his  nrtue, — he 
compliments  Oliver  on  big  restoration  to  his  land,  and  love,  and  great 
alli^ — wishes  Silvius  joy  of  his  long-sought  and  well-earned  marriage 
— cracks  upon  Touchstooe  one  of  those  good-humoured  jests  to  which 
men  of  the  world  on  the  eve  of  marriage  must  laughingly  submit, — 
and  makes  his  bow.  Some  sage  critics  have  discovered  as  a  great 
geographical  fault  in  Shakspeare,  that  he  introduces  the  tropical  lion 
and  serpent  inlo  Arden,  ivhicb,  it  appears,  they  have  ascertained  to 
lie  in  some  temi>erate  zone,  I  wish  them  joy  of  their  sagacity. 
Monsters  more  wonderful  are  to  be  found  in  that  forest ;  for  never 
yet,  since  water  ran  and  tall  tree  bloomed,  were  there  gathered  to- 
gether such  a  company  as  those  who  compose  the  dramatu  pertona  o( 
"  As  You  Like  it.  All  the  prodigies  spawned  by  Afnca,  "  UoitMm 
arida  niUrix,"  might  well  have  teemed  in  a  forest,  wherever  situate, 
that  was  inhabited  by  such  creatures  as  Rosalind,  Touchstone,  and 
Jaques. 

*»*  As  to  the  question  which  opened  these  Papers, — why,  I  must 
leave  it  to  the  jury.  Is  the  jesting,  revelling,  rioting  FalsteS)  broken 
of  fortunes,  luckless  in  life,  sunk  in  habits,  buffeting  with  the  discre- 
ditable part  of  the  world,  or  the  melancholy,  mourning,  complaining 
Jaques,  honourable  of  conduct,  high  in  mor^  position,  fearless  of  the 
future,  and  lying  in  the  forest  away  from  trouble, — which  of  them,  I 
say,  feels  more  the  load  of  care?  I  think  Shakspeare  well  knew,  and 
depicted  them  accordingly.  But  I  must  leave  it  to  my  readers,  si  jjwt 
tunt.  W.  M. 

sleep  ceases  to  be  a  necessary  of  life  with  him.  This  mode  of  travelliiig  was  ftr 
from  being  unpleasant,  for  Inece  nas  something  of  romance  and  adventure  in  it; 
and  the  scenes  ;ou  witnessed,  both  b;  niglit  and  day,  were  picturesque  in  the 
highest  degree.  But  it  was  tedious ;  for  you  were  in  great  luck  if  you  urived 
at  your  journey's  end  in  a  month ;  and  if  the  weather  were  boisterous,  or  ll>e 
wind  s-head,  you  miglit  be  an  indeRnile  tiroe  longer. 

"But  your  roardi  of  improvement  is  a  sore  destroyer  of  the  lamantic  and  pic- 


turesque. A  gentleman  about  lo  take  such  a  joumey  now-a-days,  orden  his 
servant  to  pack  hit  portmanteau,  and  nut  it  on  board  the  John  Molson,  or  any 
of  bis  &mily  ;  and  at  the  stated  hour  ae  marches  on  board,  the  bell  rings,  the 
engine  is  put  in  motion,  and  away  you  go  smokitig,  and  splashing,  and  wallop- 
ing alcnig,  at  the  rate  of  ten  knots  an  hour,  in  tte  ugliest  species  of  craft  tl»l 
ever  disfigured  a  marine  landscape." 
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FAMILY  STORIES.— No.  V.— HON.  MR.  SUCKLE- 
THUMBKIN'S  STORY. 

THE  EXECUTION. 

A   aPORTIMO    AMECDOTX. 

My  Lord  Tomnoddr  got  up  one  daj  ; 

It  W8B  half  after  tvo. 

He  had  nothing  to  do. 
So  his  lordship  rang  for  bis  cabriolet. 

Tiger  Tim 

Was  clean  of  limb, 
His  boots  were  polish'd,  his  jacket  was  trim; 
With  a  very  smart  tie  in  his  smart  cravat, 
And  a  smart  cockade  on  the  top  of  his  hat ; 
Tallest  of  boys,  or  shortest  of  mun, 
He  stood  in  his  stockings  just  four  foot  ten  ; 
And  he  ask'd,  as  he  held  the  door  on  the  swing, 
"  Pray,  did  four  lordship  please  to  ring  ?" 

My  Lord  Tomaoddy  he  raised  his  head, 
And  thus  to  Tiger  Tim  he  said, 

"  Malibran  's  dead, 

Duvemay '»  fled, 
Taglioni  haa  not  yet  airiv'd  in  her  stead  ; 
Tker  Tim,  come  tell  me  true. 
What  may  a  nobleman  find  to  do  F" 

Tim  look'd  up,  and  Tim  look'd  down. 

He  paus'd,  and  he  put  tm  a  thoughtful  frown. 

And  he  held  up  his  hat,  and  peep'd  in  the  crown, 

He  bit  his  lip,  and  he  scratch'd  nis  head. 

He  let  go  the  handle,  and  thus  be  said. 

As  the  door,  releas'd,  behind  him  bang'd, 

"  An 't  please  you,  my  lord,  there 's  a  man  to  be  hang'd !" 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  jump'd  up  at  the  news, 

**  Run  to  M'FuM, 

And  Lieutenant  Tregooze, 
And  run  to  Sir  Camaby  Jenks,  of  the  Blues. 

Rope-dancers  a  score 

I  Ve  seen  before — 
Madame  Sacchi,  Antonio,  and  Master  QIackmore ; 

But  to  see  a  man  swing 

At  the  end  of  a  string, 
With  his  neck  in  a  noose,  will  be  quite  a  new  thing  I" 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  stept  into  his  cab — 
Dark  rifle  green,  with  a  lining  of  drab  ; 

Through  street,  and  through  square. 

His  high -trotting  mare. 
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Like  one  of  Ducronr's,  goes  pawing  the  air. 

Adovn  Piccadilly  and  Waterloo  Hace 

Went  the  high-trottiDg  mare  at  a  deuce  of  a  pace ; 

She  produc'd  some  alarm, 

But  did  no  great  harm. 
Save  fright'ning  a  nurse  with  a  child  on  her  arm, 

Spattering  with  clay 

Two  urchins  at  play. 
Knocking  down — very  much  to  the  sweeper's  dismay  — 
An  old  woman  who  wouldn't  get  out  of  the  way, 

And  upsetting  a  stall 

Near  Eseter  Hall, 
Which  made  all  the  pious  Church-Mission  folks  squafl. 

But  eastward  afar, 

Through  Temple  Bar, 
My  Lord  Tomnoddy  directs  bis  car  ; 

Never  heeding  their  squalls, 

Or  their  calls,  or  their  bawls, 
He  passes  by  Waithmao's  Emporium  for  shawls, 
And,  merely  just  catching  a  glimpse  of  St.  Paul's, 

Turns  down  the  Old  Bailey, 

Where,  in  front  of  the  jail,  he 
Pulls  up  at  the  door  of  the  gin-shop,  and  gaily 
Ci^es,  "  What  must  I  fork  out  to-night,  my  trump. 
For  the  whole  first-fioor  of  the  Magpie  and  Stump  ?" 


The  clock  strikes  Twelve — it  is  dark  midnight — 
Yet  the  Magpie  and  Stump  is  one  blaze  of  light. 

The  parties  are  met ; 

The  tables  are  set ; 
There  is  "punch,"  "  ca\A  without,"  "\iot  vrith,"  "  heavy  wet," 

Ale-glasses  and  jugs, 

And  rummers  and  mugs. 
And  sand  on  the  floor,  without  carpets  or  rugs. 

Cold  fowl  and  cigars, 

Pickled  onions  iu  jars, 
Welsh  rabbits,  and  kidneys — rare  work  for  the  jaws  1 — 
And  very  large  lobsters,  with  very  large  claws ; 

And  there  is  M'Fuze, 

And  Lieutenant  Tregooze, 
And  there  is  Sir  Carnaby  Jenksof  the  Blues, 

All  come  to  see  a  man  "  die  in  his  shoes !" 

The  clock  strikes  One ! 

Supper  is  done, 
And  Sir  Carnaby  Jenks  is  full  of  his  fun. 
Singing  "  Jolly  companions  every  one  I" 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy 

Is  drinking  gin-toddy. 
And  laughing  at  ev'ry  thing,  and  ev'ry  body. 
The  clock  strikes  Two  I — and  the  clock  strikes  Three  I 
— "Who  BO  merry,  so  merry  as  we  ?" 
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Save  Captain  M'Fuze, 

Who  is  taking  a  anooze. 
While  Sir  Carnaby  Jeoks  is  busy  at  work, 
BtackiDg  hia  nose  with  a  piece  ofhtarat  cork. 

The  dock  Btriko  Four  t 

Round  the  debtors'  door 
Are  gather'd  a  couple  of  thousand  or  more ; 

As  many  await 

At  the  press-yard  gate. 
Tilt  slowly  its  folding  doors  open,  and  straight 
The  mob  divides,  and  between  their  ranks 
A  waggon  comes  loaded  with  posts  and  with  planks* 

The  clock  strikes  Five ! 

The  sheriffs  arrive, 
And  the  crowd  is  so  great  that  the  street  aeetns  alive  ; 

But  Sir  Camaby  Jenks 

Blinks,  and  winks, 
A  candle  bums  down  in  the  socket,  and  stinks. 

Lieutenant  Tregooze 

Is  dreaming  of  Jews, 
And  acceptances  alt  the  bill-brokers  refuse ; 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy 

Has  drunk  all  his  toddy, 
•And  just  as  the  dawn  it  beginning  to  peep, 
The  whole  of  the  party  are  Gist  asltep. 

Sweetly,  oh  I  sweetly,  the  morning  breaks, 

With  roseate  streaks, 
Like  the  first  faint  blush  on  a  maiden's  cheeks  i 
Seem'd  as  that  mild  and  clear  blue  sky 
Smil'd  upon  all  things  far  and  nigh. 
All — save  the  wretch  condemn'd  to  die  1 
Alack  I  that  ever  so  fair  a  Sun 
As  that  which  its  course  has  now  begun, 
Should  rise  on  such  scene  of  misery ! 
Should  gild  with  rays  so  light  and  free 
That  dismal,  dark-frowning  Gallows  tree  I 

And  hark  I — a  sound  comes  big  with  fatei 

The  clock  ftom  St.  Sepulchre's  tower  strikes— E^ht!— 

List  to  that  low  funereal  bell : 

It  is  tolling,  alas  !  a  living  man's  knell  I 

And  see !— from  fostb  that  opening  door 

They  come — He  steps  that  threshold  o'er 

Who  never  shall  tread  upon  threshold  more. 

— God  !  'tis  a  fearsome  thing  to  see 

That  pale  wan  man's  mute  agony. 

The  glare  of  that  wild  despairing  eye, 

Now  bent  on  the  crowd,  now  tum'd  to  the  sky, 

As  thou^  'twere  scanning,  in  doubt  and  in  fear, 

The  path  of  the  Spirit's  unknown  career  ; 
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Those  pinion'd  annc,  those  hands  that  ne'er 
Shall  be  lifted  again, — not  ev'n  in  prayer; 

That  heaviog  chest ! Enough— *tU  done  1 

The  bolt  has  fallen  I— the  Spirit  is  gon^— 
For  weal  or  for  woe  is  known  to  but  One  I 
Oh  1  'twas  a  fearsome  sight  I     Ah  me  I 
A  deed  to  shudder  at, — not  to  see. 

Again  that  clock ! — 'tis  time,  'tis  time  I 
The  hour  is  past : — with  its  earliest  chime 
The  cord  is  sever' d,  the  lifeless  clay 
By  "  dungeon  villains  "  is  borne  away: 
Nine  I — ^^'twas  the  last  concluding  stroke ! 
And  then — my  Lord  Tomnoddy  awoke  I 
And  Tregooze  aod  Sir  Camaby  Jenks  arose. 
And  Captain  M'Fuze,  with  the  black  on  his  nose ; 
And  they  stared  at  each  other,  as  much  as  to  aay 

«  Hollo  I  Hollo ! 

Here 's  a  Rum  Go  I 
Why,  Captain  t — my  Lord  I — Here 's  the  Devil  to  pay ! 
The  fellow 's  been  cut  down  and  taken  away ! 

What 's  to  be  done  ? 

We  've  mUs'd  all  the  fun  ! 
Why,  they  *11  laugh  at,  and  quiz  us  all  over  the  town, 
We  are  all  of  us  done  so  uncommonly  brown  !" 

What  vxu  to  be  done  ? — 'twas  perfectly  plain 
That  they  could  not  well  hang  the  man  over  again  ; — 
What  WKU  to  be  done? — The  man  was  dead  1 — 
Nought  couid  be  'done — nought  could  be  said ; 
So — my  Lord  Tomnoddy  went  home  to  bed  1 


EPIGRAM. 

"Tt&atnnge,  amid  the  many  trades 

By  which  men  gather  riches. 
That  ridicule  should  most  attach 

To  thoie  who  make  our  breeches ! 
But  so  it  ii ;  yet,  as  they  lew, 

Rich  is  Uie  barresl  inftde : 
Then  call  not  theirs,  uiueernly  wags  1 

A  K>-to  sort  of  tnde. 
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THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  DAY. 

A    PAGSAOE   IK  THB   LIFK  OF  AH   ADVENTURER. 


When  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  ore  :8iiie  to  mend,  uys  the 
old  adage ;  and  the  hero  of  the  following  narrative  is  a  esse  in  point. 
Dick  Diddler  was  a  distant  connexion,  by  the  mother'*  Ride,  of  the 
&moiu  Jeremy,  immortalized  by  Kenny.  He  was  a  shrewd,  redcless 
adventurer,  gifted  with  an  elastic  conscience  that  would  stretch  like 
ludian-rabber,  and  a'geniusfor  raising  the  wind  unsurpassed  by'.£oliis 
himself.  At  the  period  to  which  this  tale  refers,  he  had  dlksipated 
at  the  minor  West-end  hells,  and  elsewhere,  the  last  ikrtbing  of  a  pit- 
tance which  he  inherited  fivm  his  father ;  and  was  considerably  in 
arrears  with  his  landlady,  a  waspish  gentlewoman  who  rented  what 
she  complacently  termed  "  an  airy  house  "  in  the  windiest  quarter  of 
Camden  Town.  This  was  embarrassing ;  but  Dick  was  not  one  to 
despair.  He  had  high  animal  spirits,  knowledge -of  the  World,  im^ 
perturbable  self-possessioD,  good  exterior,  plausible  address,  and  a 
modesty  which  he  felt  persuaded  would  never  stand  In  the  way  of 
his  advancement. 

Thousands  of  London  adventurers,  it  has  been  observed,  rise  in  the 
morning  without  knowing  how  tbe;^  shril  provide  a  meal  for  the  day. 
Our  hero  was  just  now  in  this  predicament,  for  he  had  not  even  the 
means  of  procuring  a  breakfast.  Something,  however,  must  be  done, 
and  that  immediately,  so  he  applied  himself  to  a  cracked  bell  wliich 
stood  on  his  ill-conditioned  table;  and,  while  waiting  his  landlady's  an- 
swer to  the  tintinnabulary  summons,  occupied  himself  by  casting  ft 
scrutinising  glance  at  his  outer  Adam.  -Alas  I  there  was  little  hore  bt 
gratify  the  eye  of  taste  and  gentUity  !  His  coat  was  in  thatpecidiaf 
state  denommated  "seedy,"  his  linen  vas  as  yellow  as  aseO-siok 
cockney,  and  his  trousers  evinced  tokens  of  an  antiquity  better  quali- 
fied to  inspire  reverence  than  admiration. 

Just  as  he  had  completed  his  survey,  bis  landlady  entered  the 
room,  accompanied  by  her  first-born, — a  faopeAil  youth,  with  a  fine 
expanse  of  mouth  t^culated  seriously  to  perplex  a  quartern  loaf. 
Dick  perused  her  features  attentively,  end  thought  he  had  never  he- 
lore  seen  her  look  so  ugly.  But  this  of  course  ;  Venus  herself  would 
look  a  fright,  if  she  came  to  dun  for  money. 

"  Ah,  poppet,  is  that  you  ?"  exclaimed  Dick,  affectionately  patting 
the  urchin's  head,  by  way  of  an  agreeable  commencement  to  the  con- 
versation ;  "  Why,  how  the  dear  boy  grows  !  Blessings  on  his  pretty 
face ;  he 's  the  very  image  of  his  Ma !" 

"  Come,  come,  Mr.  Diddler,"  replied  Mrs.  Dibbs,  "  that  language 
won't  do  no  longer.  You  've  been  blessing  little  Tom  twice  a  day 
ever  since  you  got  into  my  books,  but  I  'm  not  going  to  take  out  my 
account  in  blessings.  Blessings  won't  pay  my  milk-score,  so  I  mtiit 
have  my  money, — and  this  very  day  too,  for  I 've  got  a  bill  to  make 
up  to-morrow, 

**  Have  patience,  my  good  lady,  and  all  will  be  right." 

"  Ay,  so  you  've  said  for  the  fast  month ;  but  saying 's  one  thing, 
and  dwng  's  ano  Jier." 

"  Very  good."  S  « 
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"  But  it  aio't  very  gt)od ;  it'i  very  bad." 

"  Well,  well,  no  matter,  Mra.  D " 

"  No  matter !  But  I  say  it  is  a  great  matter, — a  matter  of  ten 
pounds  fifteen  ^Ulium  to  say  Dothiog  of  them  oysters  wfaat  you  did 
me  out  on  last  night. 

"  Exactly  bo  ;  and  you  shall  have  it  all  tbb  very  day,  for  it  ao 
happens  that  I  'm  going  into  the  City  to  receive  pajrme&t  f£  a  debt 
that  has  been  owing  me  since  November  last.     And  this  reminds  me 

that  I  have  not  jiet  breakfasted ;  so  pray  send  up now  doo't  (^>o- 

logise,  for  you  could  not  possibly  have  known  that  I  had  *a  appoint- 
ment in  Fenchurch-street  at  ten  o'clock." 

"  Breakfast !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Dibbe  with  a  disdainful  toss  of  her 
head ;  "  no,  no ;  not  a  mouthful  shall  you  have  till  I  get  my  miutey  : 
I  'm  quite  sick  of  your  promises." 

"  Nay,  but  my  dear  Mrs.  D " 

"It's  no  use  argufying  the  pint;  what  I've  said.  111  stand  to. 
Come,  Tom — drat  the  boy  I  why  don't  yon  come  P"  and  so  saying,  the 
choleric  dame,  catching  fast  hold  of  her  son  by  the  pinafore,  flounced 
out  of  the  room,  banging  the  door  after  her  with  the  empbaais  at  a 
huiricane. 

Dick  remained  a  few  minutes  behind,  in  the  hope  that  breakfast 
might  yet  be  forthcoming :  but  finding  that  there  was  not  the  sl^tr 
est  prospect  of  his  landlady's  relenting,  he,  in  the  true  sjHrit  of  an 
indignant  Briton,  consigned  her  "  eyes  "  to  perdition :  and,  haying 
thus  expeclwated  hit  wrath,  began  to  furbish  up  his  faded  ap|MreJ. 
He  tucked  in  his  safiron  shirt-collar ;  buttoned  up  tiis  coat  to  the  dun, 
refreshing  the  white  seams  with  tJie  "  Patent  Reviver ;"  smoothed 
round  his  silk  hat,  which  luckily  was  in  good  preservation ;  and  then 
nished  out  of  the  house  with  the  desperate  determination  of  breaks 
fiuting  at  some  one's  expense.  There  is  nothing  like  the  gastric  juice 
to  stimulate  a  man's  ingenuity.  It  is  the  secret  of  half  the  poetic  in- 
S[rintion  in  our  literature. 

Chance — or  perhaps  that  ruling  destiny  whidi,  do  what  we  will, 
still  sways  all  our  actions — led  Dick's  steps  in  the  directicui  o£  the 
Hampstead  Road.  It  was  a  bright,  cool,  summer  morning;  the 
housemaids  were  atwwk  with  their  brooms  ontside  the  cottages; 
the  milkman  was  going  his  rounds  with  his  "  sky-blue ;"  and  the 
shiny  porter-pots  yet  bung  upon  the  garden  raUs.  As  our  h^o 
moved  onward,  keeping  his  mouth  close  shut,  lest  the  lively  wind 
might  act  too  excitingly  on  his  unfurnished  ejugastrum,  his  attentive 
t^lics  chanced  to  ^  on  a  cottage,  in  the  front  paiiour  of  which, 
the  window  being  open,  he  beheld  a  si^t  that  rouved  all  the  shark 
or  aMerman  withiu  nim,— to  wit,  a  brei^ast  set  forth  in  a  style  that 
might  have  created  an  appetite  "  under  the  ribs  of  death."  Dick 
stopped :  the  case  was  desperate ;  but  his  self-possession  was  equal 
to  the  emergency.  "  A  Mr.  Smidi  lives  here,"  said  be,  ranoing  hie 
eye  hastily  over  the  premises :  "  Uie  bower,  and  the  wooden  god, 
those  trees  so  neatly  dipped,  and  that  commonplace-loddng  terrier 
sleeping  at  the  gate,  with  his  nose  poked  throuf^  the  rails,  all  be> 
token  die  habits  and  fendes  of  a  Smith.  Good !  I  will  flavour  tke 
gentleman  with  a  call ;"  and  with  these  words  Dick  gave  ■  veheSMtit 
pull  at  the  garden-belL 

"  Is  Mr.  Smith  at  home  ?"  he  inquired  with  an  air  of  easy  as- 
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surance  that  produced  an  inatant  effect  on  tlie  girl  who  answered 
the  belL 

"  No,  iir," 

"Upon  my  liici  that's  very  awkward;  particularly  so  u  he  re- 
quested me  to  be— — " 

"  Ob  I  I  BUppote,  tben,  you  're  the  gentleman  that  was  expected 
here  to  break&st  this  morning  ?" 

"  Tfae  very  same,  my  dear. ' 

"  Well,"  continued  the  girl,  unlocking  the  gate,  "  master  desired 
rae  to  say  that  you  were  to  walk  in,  and  not  wait  for  him,  for  he  had 
to  go  into  Tottenham-court  Road  on  business,  and  should  not  be  back 
for  an  hour." 

Dick  took  the  hint,  walked  in,  and  in  an  instant  was  hard  at  work. 

How  he  punished  the  invigorating  coSee  1  What  baroc  he  wrought 
among  the  e|^  and  French  rolls  l  Never  was  seen  such  voracity 
since  the  days  of  the  ventripotent  Heliogabalui.  His  expedition 
was  on  a  par  with  his  prowess,  for  Mr.  Smith's  guest  being  momen- 
tarily expected,  he  ielt  that  he  had  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Accord- 
ingly, after  doing  prompt,  impartial  justice  to  every  article  on  table, 
he  coolly  rang  the  bell,  and,  witliout  noticing  the  muttered  "  My 
stars  1"  of  the  servant  as  she  glanced  at  the  wreck  before  her,  he  de- 
sired her  to  tell  Mr.  Smith  that,  as  he  had  a  visit  to  pay  in  the 
neighbourhood,  he  could  not  wait  longer  for  him,  but  would  call 
again  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  and  then,  putting  on  his  hat  with 
an  air,  he  quitted  the  cottage  on  the  best  possible  terms  with  him- 
self and  all  the  world.  There  is  nothing  tike  good  eating  and  drink- 
ing to  bring  out  the  humanities. 

Having  no  professional  duties  to  attend  to,  Dick  strdled  on  to 
Hampstead  Heath,  where  he  seated  himself  on  a  bench  that  com- 
mauu  an  extensive  view  towards  the  west  and  north.  Here  be  con- 
tinued musing  upwards  of  an  hour,  in  that  buoyant  mood  which  a 
good  break&st  never  fiuls  to  call  forth.  It  was  early  yet  to  trouble 
himself  about  dinner  or  his  landlady's  bill ;  and  Dick  was  not  the 
man  to  recc^mse  a  grievance  till  it  stared  him  in  the  &ce,  when,  if 
be  could  not  give  it  the  cut  direct,  he  would  boldly  confront  and 
gr^ple  with  it:  so  be  occupied  himself  with  whistling  one  of  Mac- 
heath's  songs  in  the  Beggar's  Opera. 

While  thus  idling  away  his  time,  and  picturing  in  his  mind's  eye 
the  perplexed  visages  of  Mr.  Smith  and  tus  guest  when  they  should 
become  acquainted  with  the  extent  of  their  calamity,  Dick's  attention 
was  suddei^y  directed  to  the  sound  of  voices  near  him.  He  listened; 
and,  irom  the  dulcet  accents  in  which  the  conversation  was  carried 
on,  felt  persuaded  that  the  parties  were  making  love.  Curious  to 
ascertain  who  they  were,  he  retreated  behind  one  of  the  broadest 
elms  on  the  terrace,  and  there  beheld  a  dry  old  maid,  thin  as  a  thread- 
paper,  and  straight  as  a  stick  of  sealing-wax,  smirking  and  affecting 
to  blush  at  something  that  was  whispered  in  her  ear  by  a  young  man. 
Our  adventurer  fancied  that  the  latter's  person  was  familiar  to  bira  ; 
so,  the  instant  the  enamoured  turtles  separated,  he  emerged  from  his 
hiding-place,  and  saw,  advauciog  towards  the  bench  he  had  just  quit- 
ted, an  old  com-rogue,  to  whom  in  his  better  days  he  had  lost  many 
a  sum  at  the  gaming-table. 

Tb£  recoguitioQ  was  mutuaU 

2  Q  2 
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"What!  DickDiddler?" 
"  What  I  Sam  Spragge  ?" 

"  Why,  Sam,  what  has  brought  jrou  here  at  this  hour  I"'  quoth  our 
hero. 

Samuel  smiled,  and  pointed  Big:nificant]y  towards  the  ancient  virgin, 
who  wai  juct  then  crossing  the  Heath,  near  the  donkey-stand. 
"  Hem  I  I  understand.     Much  property  P" 

"  Eight  hundred  a  year  at  her  own  disposal,  and  two  thousand 
three  per  oenti  at  the  death  of  a  crusty,  invalid  brotber-m-law,  who 
lives  with  her  in  that  old^ashioned  house  she  is  new  enteriog." 

"  Eight  hundred  a  year  t"  said  Dick  siiiuBg ;  "  lucky  dog  I    And 
how  long  have  you  known  her  ?'' 
"  Oh  !  an  eternity.     Three  days." 
"  And  where  did  you  pick  ber  up  ?" 

"  Under  a  gateway  in  Cunden  Town,  where  we  were  both  stand- 
ing up  from  we  rain. 

"You  seem  to  have  made  excellent  use  of  your  dme." 
"  Nothing  easier.  I  could  see  at  a  glance  that  she  was  quite  as 
anxious  for  a  husband  as  I  am  for  a  ri<£  wife ;  so,  after  some  indif- 
ferent chat  about  the  weather,  &c.  I  prevailed  on  her  to  accept  of 
my  escort  hotne;  talked  lots  of  sentiment  as  we  jogged  along  under 
my  umbrella ;  praised  her  beauty  to  the  skies, — for  she  is  inor^ 
nately  vain,  though  ugly  enough,  as  you  must  have  seen,  to  scare  a 
ghost — and,  in  short,  did  not  quit  her  till  she  had  promised  to  meet 
me  on  the  following  day." 

"  And  she  kept  her  word,  no  doubt  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  now  seen  her  four  times,  and  am  sure  that  if  I  could 
but  muster  up  funds  enough  for  a  Gretna-^een  trip, — for  she  has  all 
the  romance  of  a  boardwg-school  girl, — I  could  carry  her  off  this 
very  night.  But  I  cannot,  Dick,  I  cannot;"  and  Sam  heaved  a  «g^ 
that  was  quite  pathetic. 

"  Can  you  not  borrow  of  her  ? — 'tis  for  her  own  good,  you  know." 
"  Impossible  !     I  have  represented  myself  as  a  man  of  substance ; 
and,  were  she  once  to  suppose  me  otherwise,  so  quick-witted  is  she 
on  money  matters,  that  she  would  instantly  give  me  my  dtsmiasal." 
"  And  what  is  your  angel's  name  ?" 
"  Friscilla  Spriggins." 

'*  My  dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  Dick  with  a  sudden  burst  of  emodoDi 
"  from  my  soul  I  pity  you ;  but,  alas  [  sympathy  is  all  I  have  to  offer: 
— took  here  I"  and,  turning  his  empty  pockets  inside  out,  he  disf^yed 
two  holes  therein,  about  as  big  as  the  i^rture  of  a  mouse-trap. 

An  expressive  pause  followed  this  touching  exhibition;  shortly 
after  which  the  two  adventurers  parted, — Sun  returning  towards  Lon- 
don, with  a  view,  no  doubt,  of  seeking,  like  Apollyon,  "whiHn  be 
might  devour;"  and  Dick  remaining  where  he  was,  casting  ever  and 
anon  a  glance  towards  the  house  where  the  &ir  Priscilla  vegetated, 
and  meditating,  the  while,  oa  the  revelation  that  had  just  been  made 
to  him. 

Tired  at  length  of  reverie,  he  rose  from  the  brach,  and  made  his 
way  hade  into  Hampstead,— slowly,  for  every  step  was  brinKing  him 
nearer  the  residence  of  his  unreasonable  landlady.  On  passmf  down 
by  Mount  Vernon,  he  beheld  the  walls  on  either  side  of  kmi  tda- 
carded  with  hand-bills  announcing  that  an  auction  was  to  take  place 
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that  day  at  a  lai^  old  romiljr  maosion  (the  by-gtreets  of  Hampstead 
abound  ID  Buch)  cIok  by ;  and,  on  moving  towardi  the|  spot,  he  saw, 
by  the  groups  of  people  who  were  loungine  at  the  c^en  door,  that 
the  sale  had  already  b^un.  By  way  of  kiUing  an  idle  half-hour  or 
so,  Dick  entered;  and,  elbowing  his  way  up  stain,  soon  found  himself 
in  a  spacious  drawing-room,  crowded  with  pictures,  vases,  old  porce- 
lain,  and  other  articles  of  vtrtu. 

Just  at  that  moment  the  auctioneer  put  up  a  landscape  painting 
by  one  of  the  old  masters,  on  which  he  expatiated  with  the  customary 
professional  eloquence.  "Going,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  going  for  two 
hundred  pounds — undoubted  Paul  Potter — highly  admired  by  the  late 
lamented  Lawrence — sheep  so  naturally  coloured,  you  'd  swear  you 
could  hear  'em  bleat — frame,  tooj  in  excellent  condition — goings 


"  Two  hundred  and  thirty  I"  said  a  small  gentleman  in  spectacles, 
raising  himself  on  tip-toe  to  catch  the  auctioneer's  eye. 

"  Two  hundred  and  fifty  '*  shouted  another. 

"  Going  for  two  hundred  and  fifty/'  said  the  man  in  the  rostrum ; 
after  a  pause,  "  upon  my  word,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  is  giving 
away  the  picture.  Pray  look  at  that  fore-shortened  old  ram  in  the 
bocl^ound ;  why,  his  two  horns  alone  are  worth  the  money.  Let  me 
beg,  for  the  honour  of  art,  that " 

"Three  hundred  I"  roared  Dick,  with  an  intrepid  effrontery  that 
extorted  universal  respect,  —  for  to  his  other  amiable  qualities  he 
added  that  of  being  a  "  brag  "  of  the  first  water,  and  was  proud,  even 
though  it  were  but  for  a  moment,  of  displaying  his  consequence 
among  strangers. 

As  this  was  the  highest  bidding,  the  picture  was  knocked  down  to 
our  hero,  who,  having  cracked  his  joke,  and  gratified  his  swaggering 
propensities,  was  about  to  beat  a  retreat,  when  he  found  his  elbow 
twitched  by  a  nervous,  eager  little  man, — a  duodecimo  edition  of  a 
virtuoso, — who  had  only  that  moment  entered  the  room. 

"  So  you  have  purchased  that  Paul  Potter,  sir,  I  understand,"  swd 
tbe  stranger,  wiping  the  perepiratioa  from  his  bald  head,  and  evi- 
dently struggling  with  his  vexation. 

Dick  no^ed  an  affirmative,  not  a  little  curious  to  know  what  would 
come  nexL 

"  Bless  my  soul,  bow  unlucky !  To  think  that  I  should  have  been 
only  five  minutes  too  late,  and  such  a  run  as  I  had  for  it .'  Excuse 
the  liberty  I  am  taking,  but  have  you  any  wish  to  be  olFyour  bargain, 
sir  ? — not  that  I  am  particularly  anxious  about  the  picture — I  merely 
ask  for  information  ;  that's  all,  air,  I  assure  you,"  added  the  virtuoso, 
aware  that  he  had  committed  himself,  and  endeavouring  to  retrieve 
his  blunder. 

Dick  cast  one  of  his  most  searching  glances  at  tbe  stranger ;  and, 
reading  in  his  countenance  the  anxiety  he  would  fain  have  concealed 
under  a  show  of  indifference,  said  in  his  slyest  and  most  composed 
manner,  "  May  I  beg  to  be  favoured  with  your  name,  sir  ?" 

"  Smithson,  sir, — Richard  Smithson,  ag«nt  to  Lord  Theodore  Thick- 
skull,  whose  picture-gallery  I  have  the  honour  of  a  commission  to 
furnish  ;  and  happening  to  read  a  day  or  two  ago  in  the  "  Times"  that 
a  few  old  paintings  were  to  be  disposed  of  by  auction  here  on  the 
premises,  I  thought,  perhaps " 
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"  Indeed  I  That  alters  the  case,"  replied  our  hero  with  an  air  <^ 
dignified  courtesy,  "for  I  have  some  slight  acquaintance  with  bia 
lordship  myself." 

"  fiiesB  my  soul,  how  odd  I — how  uncommon  odd  I  Possibly,  then, 
for  my  lord's  sake,  you  will  not  object  to " 

"  No,"  replied  Dick  smiling,  "  I  did  not  say  that" 

"  Rely  on  it,  sir,"  continued  the  fidgety  little  virtuoso,  "  yoti  are 
mistaken  in  your  estimate  of  that  painting.  They  say  it  is  a  Paul 
Potter;  but  it's  no  such  thing — no  such  thing,  sir." 

**  Then  why  are  you  so  anxious  to  get  possession  of  it  ?" 

"  Who  ?  I,  sir  ?  Bless  my  soul,  I  'm  not  anxious.  I  merely  tbou^t 
that  as  his  lordship  was  particularly  partial  to  landscapes,  he  might 
be  tempted,  perhaps,  to  give  more — " 

"  Welt,"  said  Dick,  eaeer  to  bring  the  matter  to  a  conclusion,  "as 
J  have  no  very  pressing  desire  to  retain  the  picture,  though  it  is  the 
Tery  thing  for  ray  library  in  Mount-atreet,  yon  shall  have  it ;  but  oa 
certain  conditions." 

"  Name  them,  my  dear  sir,  name  them,"  siud  the  virtuoso,'  hia 
eyes  sparkling  with  animation. 

"  1  have  bought  the  painting,"  resumed  Dick,  "  for  tliree  hundred 
guineas ;  now,  you  shall  have  it  for  m  hundred.  You  see  I  put  the 
matter  quite  on  a  footing  of  business,  without  the  slightest  reference 
to  his  lordship." 

"  Six  hundred  guineas !     Bless  my  soul,  impossible  I" 

"  As  you  please,"  replied  our  hero  with  exquisite  noDdialance;  **r 
am  indifferent  about  the  matter." 

*'  Say  four  hundred,  sir." 

"  Not  a  &rthing  less.  The  pictures  In  this  house,  as  the  advertise- 
ment which  brought  me  up  here  at  this  unseasonable  hour,  befbre  I 
had  even  time  to  complete  my  toilette,  justly  observes,  have  been 
long  celebrated,  and " 

"  I  'II  give  you  five  hundred,"  replied  Smithson,  cutting  short  Dick^ 
remarks. 

"  Well,  well,  for  his  lordship's  sake " 

"Good I"  exclaimed  the  virtuoso;  and  hurrying  Dick  to  a  more 
quiet  comer  of  the  room,  he  toolt  out  pen  and  inkhom,  wmte  a 
check  on  a  West-end  banker  for  the  amount  of  the  balance,  throat  it 
into  his  hand,  and  then,  after  assuring  him  that  he  would  arrange 
everything  with  the  auctioneer,  and  would  not  trouble  him  to  stay 
longer,  hurried  away  towards  the  rostrum,  as  though  he  feared  onr 
hero  would  repent  the  transfer  of  a  painting  for  which  he  himadf 
imagined  he  should  be  able  to  screw  about  eight  hundred  pounds 
out  of  his  lordship,  who  was  remarkable  for  the  readiness  with  irtiidi 
he  paid  through  the  nose. 

No  sooner  had  Dick  lost  sight  of  Mr.  Smithson,  than  away  be 
flew  from  the  house,  bounding  and  taking  big  leaps  like  a  ram,  till 
he  reached  die  main  street,  when,  changing  his  exultant  pac:e  for  a 
more  sober  and  gentlemanlike  one,  he  hailed  the  Hempstead  coach, 
which  was  about  leaving  the  oflice,  snugly  ensconced  himself  inside, 
and  within  the  hour  was  deposited  at  CharingH^roas. 

"  CoBchmnn,"  quoth  our  hero,  as  the  Jehu,  having  descended  from 
bin  box,  held  out  hts  hand  to  receive  the  usual  iare,  "  I  an  rather 
delicately  situated." 
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"  Humph  1"  replied  the  nun,  who  leemed  perfectly  to  comprehend, 
though  not  to  Bvinpathi§e  with,  the  delicacy  of  the  case,  "  sorry  for 
it ;  but  master  always  bbjb,  says  he " 

"  The  fact  is,"  coiUiiiued  Dick,  interrupting  what  bade  fair  to  be- 
came a  prolix  Philippic,  "  though  I  have  not  a  farthing  in  my  pocket, 
h&v):9g  forgotten  to  Uke  out  my  purse  this  morning,  yet  as  I  am  just 
goiag  .io  Tccrave  cash  for  a  two  hundred  pound  cheque,  and  shall  re- 
turn with  you  to  Hampatead,  I  presume  the  delay  of  an  hour  will 
make  no  great  differeitce." 

The  coachman,  whose  white  round  face  usually  beamed  with  all  the 
Uand  expression  of  a  turnip,  evinced  symptoms  of  an  uneasy  distnut 
at  this  speech  ;  but  when  Dick  exhibited  the  cheque — not  relishing 
the  idea  of  a  "  bolt,"  long  experience  having  no  doubt  taught  him 
that  coachmen  running  after  a  fare  are  apt  to  run  with  most  iricon- 
venient  velocity — when,  I  say,  Dick  exhibited  this  convincing  scrap 
of  paper,  all  Jehu's  suspicions  vanished,  and,  touching  the  shining 
edge  of  his  hat,  he  absolyed  our  hero  from  extempore  payment,  with 
a  bow  that  might  have  done  honour  to  a  Margate  dancing-master. 

This  knotty  point  settled,  the  ingenious  Richard  next  posted  off 
ID  a  cab  to  the  banker's, — tor  it  was  beneath  his  dignity  to  walk, — 
{absented  his  cheque,  received  the  amount,  placed  it  securely  in  his 
waistcoat  pocket,  and  then  made  all  possible  haste  to  a  well-known 
shop  in  the  neighbourhood  of  I^ccadilly,  where  every  item  necessary 
to  perfect  the  man  of  ftshion  may  be  procured  at  a  minute's  notice. 

Our  hero  entered  the  shop  in  a  condition  bordering  upon  the 
shabby  genteel,  though  his  person  and  address  were  a  handsome  set- 
off against  the  infirmities  of  bis  apparel :  he  came  out  dressed  in  the 
very  height  of  ton.  The  hue  of  his  linen  was  unimpeachable;  hb 
pantaloons  fitted  to  a  miracle ;  his  coat  was  guiltless  of  a  wrinkle. 
Then  his  gay,  glossy  silk  waistcoat,  to  say  nothing  of— but  enough'; 
the  metamorphosis  was  complete — the  snake  had  cast  its  skin — the 
grub  was  transformed  into  the  butterfly. 

But,  startling  as  was  the  change  which  his  Hampstead  ^Kculation 
'  had  wrought  in  his  person,  still  more  so  was  its  efiect  on  his  mind. 
Here  an  entire  revolution  was  already  in  fidl  activity.  Vast  ideas 
fermented  in  his  brain.  He  no  longer  crept  along  with  the  downcast 
look  of  an  adventurer,  but  stared  boldly  about  him,  aa  one  conscious 
that  he  was  somebody.  And  so  he  was.  It  is  not  every  one  who 
cuts  a  figure  at  the  West-end  that  can  boast  of  the  possession  of  two 
hundred  pounds  I 

On  his  road  back  to  Charing-cross,  the  first  object  which  caught 
our  hero's  eye  was  the  Hampstrad  coach  preparing  to  set  out  on  its 
return.  The  sight  brou^t  to  his  recollection  the  fair  Priscilla  Sprig- 
gins  ;  and  in  an  instant,  with  the  decision  of  a  Napoleon,  he  resolved 
to  make  a  "  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife,"  and  carry  her  off  to  Gretna  that 
very  night  The  scheme  was  hopeless,  you  will  say  :  granted;  but 
Dick  was  formed  to  vanquish,  not  be  vanquished  by,  circumstances. 
"  Faint  heart  never  won  rair  lady,"  said  he ;  "  so  here  goes ;"  and  in 
he  popped. 

It  was  now  about  two  o'clock,  the  hour  when  the  fair  inhabitants 
of  our  cockney  Arcadia  are  in  the  habit  of  taking  the  air  on  the 
Heath,  some  with  work-bags,  some  with  the  "last  new  novel,"  but 
the  majority  with  "  Bentley'a  Miscellany  "  in  their  hands.     Dick  no 
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sooner  reached  the  donkey-stand,  than  he  seated  himself  on  a  bendi 
close  by, — where  two  young  ladies  were  standing,  fond]}'  imagining 
that  they  beheid  Windsor  Castle  through  a  spy-glass,^ — and  looked 
anxiously  about  him,  to  see  if  he  could  detect  Miss  Spriggins  among 
the  peripatetics.  But  no  Priscilla  was  visible.  Mow,  therefore, 
should  he  act  P  "  Wait,"  said  common  sense ;  so  Dick  wuted. 
.  Half  on  hour  had  elapsed,  and  he  was  beginning  to  get  impatient, 
when  suddenly,  on  casting  hia  eyes  towards  the  lady's  house,  he  saw 
the  door  open,  and  Miss  Spriggins  herself  stepped  fordi,  with  a  novel 
in  one  hand,  and  a  pea-green  parasol  in  the  other.  Dick  watched  her 
ipotions  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse :  saw  her  steal  away  towards  a  re- 
tired quarter  of  the  Heath,  and,  having  made  up  his  mind  as  to  the 
line  of  conduct  he  should  pursue,  started  from  his  seat  and  followed 
quickly  in  her  wake. 

On  reaching  her  side,  "  Miss  Spriggins,  I  presume  ?"  said  he  with 
a  profound  obeisance. 

"  The  same,  sir,"  replied  the  surprised  Friscilla. 

"  Ah  I  ma^m,"  resumed  Dick,  bursting  at  once  into  a  sentimental 
vein,  for  he  felt  that  every  minute  was  precious,  "  happy  am  I  to  see 
that  enchanting  face  once  more." 

"  Excuse  me,  Bir,"^d  Miss  Spri^ns,  affecting  to  bridle  up ;  "  hut 
really  I  do  not  comprehend ' 

"Comprehend,  madam! — and  how  should  you  P  I  scarcely  com- 
prehend myself.  But  how  should  it  he  otherwise,  when  for  weeks  pact 
I  have  daily  wandered  over  this  romantic  heath,  hoping,  but,  alas  1 
in  vain,  to  catch  one  stray  gleam  of  that  sunny  beauty  which  last 
April — how  well  I  remember  the  date  I — so  riveted  my  fancy  as  it 
flashed  on  me  from  the  front  draning-room  of  yonder  house  ■"  and 
Dick  pointed  towards  Priscilla's  dwelling. 

"  Really,  sir,  this  language " 

"  Is  the  language  of  frenzy,  maybe ;  but  it  is  the  language  also  of 
passion.  Ah  !  madam,  if  you  but  knew  the  flame  that  that  one  ca- 
sual glimpse  of  your  bewitching  countenance  lit  up  in  my  unhappy 
heart,  you  would  pity  what  I  now  feel.  Would  to  God  that  you  were 
as  much  a  stranger  to  me  as  I  am  to  you,  for  then  I  should  cease  to 
be  the  wretch  I  am ;"  and  Dick,  having  no  onion  ready,  turned  away 
his  head,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  handkerchieC 

"  Sir,"  replied  Miss  Spriggins,  startled,  yet  far  irom  displeased, 
"I  really  know  not  what  answer  to  make  to  this  most  extraordi- 
nary  " 

"  Extraordinary,  madam?  Is  it  extraordinary  to  admire  beauty — 
to  reverence  perfection — to  live  hut  in  the  hope  of  again  seeing  ner 
who,  once  seen,  can  never  be  forgotten — is  this  extraordinary  p  If 
so,  then  an]  I  the  most  extraordinary  of  men.  Revered  Priscilla,— • 
Miss  Spri^Mnjl,  I  shtnfld  say,— your  beauty  has  undone  me.  I  should 
have  joined  my  rc-giment  at  Carlisle  ere  now  ;  hut  you,  and  you  only, 
have  kept  a^^lingering  in  this  sylvan  district.  Ah,  lady  1  Captain 
Felix  O'Flam'K^B  happy  till  he  saw  you, — happy,  even  though  de- 
ceived by  one  whom  he  onge  thought  his  friend." 

Hie  fair  Priscilla,  wttoe  predominant  infirmity,  as  has  been  before 
observed,  was  an  indj^mSn  of  celibacy,  could  not  witness  the  afflic- 
tion of  the  dashing  young  man  before  her,  without  sympathising  with 
him :  perceiving  which,  Dick  contuued,  "I  see  you  pity  me^  lady. 
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snd  yonr  pity  would  be  Btill  more  proroCmd  did  you  know  b11.  It  is 
no  later  than  k«t  week  that  I  became  acquainted  with  the  arts  of  an 
adventurer  named  Spra^e,  who,  for  months  previously,  having  worm- 
ed himself  into  my  confidence,  had  led  me  to  believe  that " 

"  Spragge  I"  interrupted  Miss  Spriggins  with  a  look  of  huge  dis- 


may  ;  "  and  pray  what  snt  of  a  person  may  he  have  been?" 

In  reply,  Dick  deacribed  Sam  to  the  life ;  whereupon  his  compa* 
nion,  no  longer  able  to  conceal  her  rage,  exclaimed  abruptly,  "  The 


wretcb  ' — what  an  escape  have  I  had  I 

"  Escape,  madam  1  How  so  P  Has  the  villain  dared  to  deceive 
you,  as  he  has  me  ?  I  know  that  he  is  one  of  those  plausibte,  unprin- 
cipled adventurers  about  town,  who  make  a  point  of  preying  on  the 
unwary — and  such  he  must  have  considered  me,  when  he  introduced 
himseu  one  morning  as  a  relation  of  the  commanding  officer  of  my 
raiment ; — but  that  he  should  have  presumed  to " 

"  Oh  DO,  captain,"  replied  Miss  Spriggios  with  evident  embarrass- 
ment; "  I  was  never  his  dupe.  He  merely  called, — if  indeed  it  be  the 
same  person,  as  I  feel  convinced  it  is, — one  day  last  week  at  my  bro- 
ther's, on  some  pretence  or  other,  which— which — But  I  have  done 
with  him,  the  tnooster  I" 

"  Call  on  you,  madam  I"  replied  Dick,  adroitly  giving  in  to  the  lady's 
little  deviation  from  fact,  "  call  on  you,  when  /  dared  not  approach 
your  threshold  I     But  enough— I  '11  cut  his  throat  I" 

"No,  no,  captain;  believe  me,  he  is  unworthy  of  your  revenge." 

'"  You  say  right,  madam  ;  for,  since  I  have  found  reason  to  suspect 
him,  I  have  instituted  inquiries  ioto  his  character,  and  am  told  that 
he  is  beneath  contempt.  Why— would  you  believe  it? — the  fellow  has 
been  twice  ducked  in  a  horse-pond,  for  thimble-riding,  at  Epsom, — 
flogged  at  ttie  cart's  tail  for  petty  larceny,  rubbed  down  with  vinegar 
and  set  in  the  black-bole  to  dry. 

"  Mercy  on  us  I  you  don't  say  so  7" 

"  Fact.     But  to  quit  this  unworthy  theme,  and  revert  to  a  more 

{ileasing  one:— May  I,  lady," — and  Dick  here  put  on  his  mostwheed- 
ing  air, — "  may,  I,  having  at  length  been  honoured  with  one  inter- 
view with  you,  presume  to  hope  for  a  second  ?  Say  only  that  we  may 
again  meet,- — nay,  that  this  very  evening  we  may  take  a  stroll  leather 
through  these  sequestered  shades, — and  make  me  the  happiest  of 
■q^n.  Alas  I  I  once  thought  that  fortune  alone  was  necessary  to  con- 
stitute felicity  ;  but,  now  that  I  have  lAat,  I  feel  'tis  as  nothing  ;  and 
that  love,— (Usinterested,  impassioned  love, — is  the  main  ingredient 
Id  the  cup  of  human  bliss.  Give  me  but  the  woman  I  adore,  and  I 
ask — I  expect  nothing  further;  but  wealth  without  her  is  a  mere 
mockery." 

This  rhapsody  had  mwe  effect  on  his  companion,  than  anything 
Dick  had  yet  said.    It  was  a  shot  between  wind  and  witet.  " 

"■  Oh,  captain  I"  replied  Priscilla,  "  I  appreciate  your  generous  sen- 
timents ;  and,  to  convince  you  that  I  am  not  unworthy  to  ^bre  them, 
will — however  strange  it  may  appear  in  a  young  and  timid  female — • 
consent  to  see  you  once  more.  But,  remember,  it  must  be  our  last 
interview;"  and  she  sighed,— and  so  did  Dick. 

<■  Adieu,  then,  idol  of  my  soul  J  if  bo  I  may-presume  to  call  you," 
exclaimed  this  ingenuous  young  man ;  "  adieu,  till  the  shades  of  twi- 
light lengthen  along  the  horse-pond  hard  by  the  donkey-stand)  when 
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we  win  meet  again,  and  the  thrice-blened  Felix  --  ■-"  Dick  ttopped ; 
•eized  the  lad/s  hand,  which  she  ftintly  strolled  to  withdraw;  im- 
printed OD  it  a  kiw  that  "came  twaDging  oS,"  as  MoBmnger  wonld 
tay ;  and  then  tore  himadf  awaj,  as  if  fearful  of  tnutiog  himself  with 
fivtl^r  speech. 

On  quitting  Priecilla's  side,  Dick  rattled  acroM  the  fields  to  High- 
gate,  wondering  at  the  luccess  that  bad  thus  far  crowned  bU  effixta. 
"Wilt  she  keep  her  appointment?"  said  he.  "Yes,  jes;  I  see  it  in 
ber  eye.  The  '  captam '  baa  done  the  business ;  never  was  there  ao 
conceited  an  oldlaM  I"  and,  thus  soliloquizing,  be  found  himself  at  die 
door  of  the  best  hotel  in  Higfagate,  strutted  into  the  coffee-room,  and 
rang  the  bell  for  the  waiter. 

The  man  answered  his  summona,  cast  a  ahrewd  ^ance  at  his  exte- 
rior, and,  BatiB6ed  with  the  scrutiny,  made  a  low  bow,  pre&oed  by  ■ 
semicircular  flourish  of  his  n^kin. 

"  Wwter,"  said  Dick,  with  the  air  of  a  prince,  "  ibow  me  into  • 
private  room,  and  let  it  be  your  best." 

"  Please  to  follow  me,  sir,"  replied  the  man ;  and,  so  saying,  he 
ushered  our  hero  into  a  spacious  apartment,  which  commanded  a  pic- 
turesque view  of  a  brick-field,  with  a  pig-sty  in  the  back-grtMmd. 

"  Good  I"  said  Dick,  and  throwing  himself  fuU-length  on  a  sofa,  he 
ordered  ao  early  dinner,  cold,  but  of  the  best  quality,  together  witk 
one  bottle  of  madeira,  and  another  of  port,  by  way  of  appradix. 

Well ;  the  dinner  came,  wine  ditto,  and  both  were  excellent.  Glass 
after  glass  was  filled  and  emptied,  and  Dick  felt  his  spirits  mountii^ 
into  Ue  seventh  heaven  of  enjoyment.  His  thoughts  were  willed; 
his  prospects  radiant  with  the  sunny  hues  of  hope.  The  fkir  Priscilla 
was  hia  own, — his  grievances  were  at  an  end, — and  he  hencefiwA 
could  snap  his  fingers  at  fate.     Happy  man  [ 

Having  despatched  his  madeira,  and  two  or  three  wifpi»mtatarj 
glasses  of  port,  so  that  one  bottle  might  not  be  jealous  of  the  atten- 
tions paid  to  the  other,  Dick  summoned  the  waiter  into  bis  presotce, 
paid  his  bill  like  a  lord,  and  concluded  by  ordering  a  postKJiaiae  and 
fbur  to  be  ready  for  him  within  two  hours  in  a  c^ertain  lane  whidi  he 
specified,  and  which  led  off  the  high-road  a  few  yards  beyond  the 
turnpike.  Of  course  the  man  understood  the  dnft  of  this  order. 
Dick,  however,  UxA  no  notice  of  his  knowing  simper ;  but,  telling  hia 
that  he  should  return  in  a  short  time,  stalked  from  the  hotel  at  if  the 
majesty  of  England  were  centred  in  his  person. 

On  returning  to  the  Heath,  he  found,  as  he  had  racpected,  the  fair 
Priscilla  awaiting  his  advent  by  the  borae-pond.  She  received  him 
with  a  blush,  to  which  he  replied  by  a  squeece ;  and  then,  emboldened 
by  the  wine  be  had  drunk,  went  on  in  a  strain  of  high-flown  pane> 
gyric  which  ruiidly  thawed  the  heart  of  the  too  susceptible  Hiss 
Spriggins.  Di<^  was  not  the  lad  to  do  things  by  halves.  Neck  or  n<^ 
thing  was  his  motto ;  and  accordingly,  before  he  had  been'  ten  minutes 
in  company  with  his  fair  one,  he  had  succeeded  in  drawing  from  ber 
a  confession  that  she  preferred  him  to  all  the  suitors  she  had  ever 
had.  This  point  gained  our  hero  adroitly  changed  the  conversation ; 
talked  of  his  prospects  when  his  father's  estates  tn  the  North  should 
come  into  his  poesession  ;  of  his  friend  Lord  Theodore  Thickskull,  to 
whom  he  should  be  so  proud  to  introduce  his  Priscilla;  and  of  hia  in. 
-  tention  to  sell  out  of  the  army  the  instant  she  consented  to  be  fail. 
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Thus  chatdng,  Dick— accidcDtaltyf  to  all  appearance — drew  his 
companion  on  towards  Highgate,  when,  suddenly  patUi^  on  a  look  of 
extreme  wooder,  he  exclaimed,  "  Who  'd  have  thought  it  1  We  are 
dose  by  the  Tunnel.  Ah  I  dearest  Priacilla,  you  aee  how  time  fliei 
when  we  are  with  those  we  love !  And,  now  that  you  are  herei  my 
angel,  you  cannot  sorely  refuse  to  honour  my  hot«t  with  your  pre- 
ience.  Nay,  not  a  ward ;  it  is  hard  by,  and  I  am  sure  you  must  be 
fttiguad  after  your  walk." 

The  lady  protested  that  Ae  coi^  not  think  of  entering  an  hotel 
with  a  sii^le  man.  She  did,  however ;  and  was  so  favourably  im- 
pressed w^  the  respect  shown  to  Dick  by  the  waiter,  who  with  his 
finger  beside  his  nose  implied  that  all  was  ready,  that  had  she  ever 
hartMured  distrust)  this  circumstance  alone  would  have  effectually 
banished  it  from  ber  mind. 

No  sooner  had  the  parties  entered  Dick's  priTate  apartment,  than, 
■trnnge  to  tell,  they  beheld  a  bottle  of  port  wine  standing  oo  the 
table.  And,  lo  !  there  also  were  two  glaasei  I  Of  course  our  hero 
could  not  but  present  one  to  PrisciUa,  who  received  it,  nothing  loth, 
though  affecting  extreme  coyness.  Its  efiects  were  soon  visible.  Her 
bleak  blue  nose  assumed  a  faint  mulberry  tinge,  her  eyes  sparkled, 
and  sbe  umpered,  languished,  and  ogled  Dick,  sighing  the  while,  with 
a  sort  of  die-away  sennbility,  intended  lo  show  the  extreme  tender- 
ness of  her  nature.  These  blandishments,  which  our  hero  returned 
with  compound  intere«t,  were,  however,  soon  put  an  end  to,  by  the 
lady's  suddenly  rising,  and  requesting  him  to  chapenn  her  home,  as 
it  was  getting  late,  and  her  brother  would  be  uneasy  at  her  abaeoce. 
Dick  complied,  though  with  apparent  reluctance,  and,  ss  he  passed 
Arough  the  ball  with  Priscilla  hanging  on  Lis  arm,  he  could  see  the 
landlady  peeping  at  him  through  the  yellow  gause  blinds  of  the  t^ 
voom  window. 

It  was  now  confirmed  twilight;  the  dicky-birds  were  asleep  in 
their  nests;  the  Highgate  toll-bar  looked  v^ue  and  spectral  in  the 
gloom  ;  and  nought  disturbed  the  solemn  ulence  of  the  hour,  save  the 
pot-boys  calling  "  Beer  I"  at  the  cottages  by  the  road-iide.  As  Dick 
rambled  on,  under  the  pretence  of  leading  Hiss  Spri^ns  by  a  short 
cut  home,  his  thoughts  took  the  hue  of  the  season,  and  he  became 
pensive  and  abstracted.  He  looked  at  Priscilta,  and  sighed ;  while  she 
reciprocated  the  respiration,  heaving  up  from  the  depths  of  her  (eso- 
phagus a  sigh  that  might  have  upset  a  schooner.  And  thus  the  ena- 
moured pair  pursued  their  walk,  Dick  every  now  and  then  squeezing 
his  companion's  hand  with  the  gentle  compression  of  a  blacksmith's 
vice.  "Twas  a  spectacle  gratifying  to  a  benevolent  heart,  the  sight  of 
dtose  devoted  lovers,  so  wr^t  up  in  each  other  as  to  be  regardless  of 
the  extraordinary  beaudes  of  the  pictureaque  scenery  about  them. 
The  dc^rose  bloomed  in  the  hedge,  but  they  inhaled  not  its  fra- 
grance. The  ducks  quacked  in  the  verdant  ditch  beside  their  path, 
but  they  heeded  not  their  eupbooious  ejaculations.  Their  own  sweet 
thoughts  were  enough  for  them.  Surrounding  nature  was  as  nought, 
— they  seemed  alone  in  creation, — the  sole  denizens  of  Middlesex  I 

By  this  dme  the  moon  bad  climbed  the  azure  vault  of  heaven ;  the 
last  Omnibus  had  set  down  the  last  man;  when  lol  before  he  was 
aware  of  his  contiguity,  Dick  found  himself  close  by  the  turnpike. 
'Twos  a  crittcd  moment ;  but  the  young  nemi  was  desperate,  and  de- 
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had  hitherto  adopted,  he  bunt  iQto  the  moBt  freozied  exclunatioiii  of 
grief;  stated  the  necesBitv  be  was  under  of  immediately  joiDing  bis 
regiment  at  Carlisle,  which  he  should  have  done  long  before  bad  not 
his  love  for  Friscilla  kept  him  Imgering  ia  the  vicinity  of  Hampstead ; 
that  he  had  not  the  heart  to  state  this  before  ;  but,  now  that  he  bad 
explained  his  situation,  be  felt  that  be  should  not  survive  the  shock  of 
a  separation.  "  There,"  said  he,  pointing  to  the  carnage,  which  was 
but  a  few  yards  off,  "  there  is  the  detested  vebide  destined  to  bear 
me  far  from  thee  I  Why  bad  1  not  the  candour  to  explain  my  posi- 
tioD  till  this  moment?  Alasl  who,  situated  as  I  am,  could  have 
acted  otherwise?  Lady,  Hove — adore — doat — on  you  to  distraction  I 
Let  us  fly,  then,  and  linlc  our  fates  U^tber.     You  speak  not,  alas !" 

*■  Good  Heavens  I"  replied  the  bewildered  Miss  Spriggins,  "  impos- 
sible !  What  would  the  world  say  ?  Ob  fie,  Captain  Felix  I — to  think 
that  I  should  have  been  exposed  to " 

"  Come,  Priscilla, — my  Friscilla, — and  let  us  hasten  to  be  baf^y. 
The  respected  clergyman  at  Gretna " 

"An  elopement  I — Monstrous  !— Oh!  that  I  should  have  lived  to 
hear  such  a  proposition  I" 

Need  the  sequel  be  insisted  on  ?  Dick  wept,  prayed,  capered,  tore 
bis  hair,  and  acted  a  thousand  shrewd  extravagances  ;  swore  he 
would  hang  himself  to  the  toll-bar,  or  cut  bis  throat  with  an  oyster- 
knife,  if  his  own  dear  Friscilla  did  not  consent  to  unite  her  destiny 
with  his ;  and,  in  &ct,  so  worked  upon  the  damsel's  sensibilities,  that 
she  bad  no  help  for  it  but  to  gasp  forth  a  reluctant  consent.  An  in- 
stant, and  all  was  ready  for  departure.  Crack  went  the  whip,  round 
went  the  wheels,  and  away  went  the  fond  couple  to  Gretna-greei^ 
rattling  along  the  high  north  road  at  the  rate  of  fourteen  miles  an  hour  I 

Thus  he  who  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  was  an  adventurer  with- 
out a  sixpence  in  bis  pocket,  by  the  same  hour  in  the  evening  was  a 
gentleman  in  possession  of  a  woman  worth  eight  hundred  pounds /wr 
amtumf — Gentle  reader,  truth  is  strange,— -stranger  than  fiction. 


THE  MAN  WITH  THE  TUFT. 

BY   THOMAS   HATNBS   BAYLY. 

1  EVEEi  at  college  Too  oft  the  great,  sbutlinK 

From  commoners  shrank.  Their  doon  on  the  bold. 

Still  craving  the  knowledj^  Do  dceda  tha,t  are  cutting,' 

Of  people  of  nink :  Say  irords  that  are  cold  ! 

In  my  guas,  my  lord's  ticket  Through  flattery's  wicket 

I  eauerW  atufibd :  My  body  I've  Unrd, 

And  10  I  am  "  Kiquel," 
The  roan  with  the  "tall ! 

His  lordriiip '»  a.  poet. 
Enraptured  I  lit ; 
Thou  never  canst  probe  all  Ue '»  dull— (and  I  know  it)— 

Mv  homage  for  thee !  Xcall  him  a  wit! 

Thy  hand— oh!  I  'd  lick  it,  His  fency,  1  uick  it, 

'rk..iir4L  r.Aan  ntiiifPil  -  gy  |),g  h^  jg  puff'd. 

And  Still  1  am  "  Qiqaet," 
The  man  with  the  Tuft ! 
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A  SKXTCH  or   TBS  PAST. 

Nov  that  the  seMion  of  parliament  is  &it\y  aet  in,  and  occupjaDg 
public  attention,  sketches  and  recollections  of  public  orators,  witfi 
touches  at  the  gallery  M.P.'s,  or  "  gentlemen  of  the  fourth  eBtate," 
18  the  reporters  have  been  termed,  vill  of  course  become  redundant ; 
but  for  scribblers  who  have  known  St.  Stephen's  onlj'  a  session  or 
two  to  attempt  a  thing  of  this  sort,  so  as  to  satisfy  those  who  take 
a  real  interest  in  the  doings  of  the  senate,  is  out  of  the  question. 
To  deal  with  such  nutters  properly,  a  man,  as  Pierce  Egan  says 
of  the  important  mysteries  o[  boxing  and  slang,  "must  be  brou^t 
up  to  the  business  from  a  young  'un," 

It  is  not  ray  purpose  to  deal  with  matters  of  the  day.  My  sketches 
might  go  a  quarter,  or  probably  half  a  century  back :  Graham's  celes-> 
tial  bed.  Dr.  Dodd's  execution,  and  Lord  George  Gordon's  riots,  will 
scarcely  be  out  of  my  reach.  Though  I  set  off  with  what  relates  to 
the  House  of  Commons,  from  having  known  many  of  the  distinguished 
writers  who  have  at  various  periods  laboured  there,  other  scenes  will 
occasionally  recur  to  me,  which  it  may  be  worth  while  to  brin^ 
with  the  details  none  but  an  eye-witness  can  give,  before  the  reader. 

I  did  not,  however,  know,  but  from  reading  of  them  in  the  news- 
papers, the  parliamentary  orators  of  my  time,  till  aSter  the  openmg  of 
the  present  century.  The  last  sta»  of  a  galaxy  admitted  to  be  of 
more  dian  ordinary  splendour,  had  not  yet  faded  when  I  made  my 
debut  in  the  gallery  of  St.  Stephen's  Chapel :  Pitt  and  Fox,  Lord 
North  and  Burke,  had  '■  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil ;"  but  Wyndbam, 
and  Sheridan,  and  Tieraey  remained.  Of  them  and  of  their  latter 
contemporaries  1  have  many  recollections ;  some  of  which,  as  they  are 
connected  with  matters  of  historical  interest,  it  may  be  entertaining 
at  least,  to  recall  It  will  not  be  important  to  observe  strict  chronolo- 
gical order,  so  each  scene  is  kept  by  itself,  the  colouring  not  exag- 
gerated, and  every  fact  related  with  a  scrupulous  regard  to  sacred 
truth. 

Shades  of  the  departed,  how  ye  rise  to  "  my  mind's  eye  "  as  I  pre* 
pare  to  enter  on  my  task  I  On  the  right,  as  we  looked  from  the  gal- 
lery of  the  old  House,  that  is,  to  the  lefl  of  the  Speaker's  chair,  I  see 
Ponsonby,  with  his  portly  form,  white  hair,  and  red  chubby  counte- 
Dance ;  Wyndham,  a  tall,  spare  figure,  and  a  head  partially  bald ; 
Tieroey,  with  his  lowering  brow,  apparently  waiting  to  spring  on  his 
ministerial  victim  ;  Sheridan,  exhibiting  an  aspect  but  too  indicative 
of  the  thoughtless  career  he  pursued  ;  Romilly,  maintaining  an  air  of 
solemn  dignity,  with  an  appearance  of  exhaustion  from  severe  mental 
twl :  Whitbread,  robust,  shrewd,  and  never  weary;  his  deportment 
might  have  passed  for  that  of  a  blunt,  resolute  &rmer.  Always  at  his 
post ;  during  the  session,  the  House  of  Commons  was  his  home. 
Opposed  to  these  I  see  the  keen,  sarcastic,  and  animated  Percevid. 
He  had  a  bright  penetrating  eye,  and  a  nose  hither  inclining  upwards, 
which  the  H.  B.'s  of  1807  converted  into  a  most  ludicrous  pug  nose ; 
his  figure  was  small,  and  he  had  little  hair  on  the  crown  of  nis  head ; 
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bat  he  wore  ft  long  tliin  queue  betiind,  which  in  debate,  from  the  viva- 
city of  hi>  manner,  was  conunually  showing  itself  over  one  or  other 
ehoulder.  Near  him  ut  Caatlereaj^.  Me  boasted  an  el^ant  figure 
and  handsome  countenance,  and  often  carried  the  poUah  of  the  (fa^w- 
ing-room  mto  the  tumult  of  political  war&re,  but  BometimeB  abruptly 
dropped  it,  to  strike  the  table  or  the  box  before  him  with  almost 
farcical  violence.  The  capacious  forehead  and  fine  features  of  Can- 
ning were  generally  by  his  side.  The  well-powdered  head  of  Old 
George  Rene  was  seldom  very  distant,  and  the  bald  shining  skull  of 
"Brother  Bragge,"  as  Mr.  Brs^e  fiathurst  had  been  t^tiously 
called  by  Canning,  was  one  of  the  group. 

Memory  now  turns  to  the  gentlemen  up-stairs  in  the  gallery ;  nor 
ought  these  to  be  thought  beneath  some  notice,  remembering  how 
many  have  since  descended  into  the  House  to  furnish  occupation  to 
their  repocting  posterity.  Woodtidl  formerly  sat  at  the  right  hand 
corner  of  the  muit  of  the  gallery,  on  the  seat  which  was  what  a  goose 
ii  for  a  meal, "  xao  tsuch  for  one,  but  too  little  &r  two," — I  mean  the 
ctmtinuation  of  the  toenber's  bench.  He  commooly  held  a  gold- 
headed  cane  in  his  hand,  which  he  continually  turned  round  one  way 
when  listening  to  a  speech,  and  then  caused  it  to  revolye  the  other 
way  attending  to  the  re[Jy.  The  smiltng  suavity  of  Hog^  the  dry 
good-humour  of  Donovan,  (these  gentlemen  went  out  chi^  justice 
and  judge  advocate  to  Sierra  Leone,  where  they  died,)  the  severe 
glance  (^  Keating,  the  gracious  swagger  and  laugh  of  Edward  Quib, 
the  "amiable  obliquity  of  vision"  of  Peter  Finnerty,  the  ardent 
gaiety  of  Power,  and  the  overflowing  merriment  of  the  senior  Dow- 
ling,  all  seem  to  retm^  with  the  peculiarities  of  many  others,  who, 
like  them,  are  no  more,  and  those  of  a  much  greater  number  who  for- 
tunately survive. 

The  consequences  of  a  war  of  unexampled  length  were  severely  felt 
m  1812,  and  much  of  the  distress  which  then  prevailed  was  affirmed 
to  have  been  produced  by  our  own  "orders  in  council,"  issued  to 
meet  the  decrees  of  Bonaparte.  Earl  Grey  was  their  sirenuoas  and 
persevering  opponent.  A  parliamMitary  inquiry  into  their  operation 
was  instituted  In  the  Commons  Mr.  Wbidiread  greatly  exerted 
himself  in  support  of  the  views  of  his  noble  iViend  Earl  Grey,  and 
the  iavestlgation  was  entered  upon  by  the  whole  House  in  comr 
mittee.  The  interminable  examinations  which  followed,  exhausted 
public  curiosity  to  such  a  pitch,  that  the  gentlemen  of  the  press  bad 
instructions  not  to  report  them.  In  consequence  of  this,  when  the 
order  of  the  day  was  moved  for  going  into  the  committee,  they 
dosed  their  books,  entered  into  conversation,  and  sometimes  ev&n 
left  the  House. 

The  gallery  was  at  that  time  on  such  occasions  nearly  deserted ; 
two  or  three  reporters  indolently  rediuing  on  their  seats,  and  from 
twelve  to  twenty  visitors  were  all  the  audience  the  subject  com- 
manded. 

Of  the  last-mentioned  individuals,  somefew,  from  their  own  interests 
being  affected  by  the  matter  under  inquiry,  went  to  the  house  fre- 
quently enough  to  get  in  some  degree  acquainted  with  the  writers; 
and  ^mong  them  was  one  gentleman  who  usually  took  bis  place  on  the 
back  seat,  though  he  was  always  ready  to  resign  it  to  those  who,  as 
they  went  there  for  business,  and  not  for  pleasure,  considered  that  they 
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bad  a  ri^t  to  claim  it  as  theb  own.  There  «rai  HiDething  uDgnUr  in 
tJiifl  person's  manner;  and  the  eagerness  with  which  he  Burveyed  the 
members,  by  means  of  an  (^ra-glasS)  often  excited  the  miru  of  his 
waggish  neighbours.  He  asked  many  questions,  but  timed  them  so 
weU,  and  always  deported  himself  with  so  much  respectful  good- 
humour,  that  any  information  he  desired  was  readily  given. 

One  fine  summer's  afternoon  I  and  some  other  tired  viiitors  to 
the  House  availed  ourselves  of  the  leisure  which  the  sitting  of 
the  committee  afforded,  to  enjoy  a  walk  on  the  banks  of  the  river. 
Od  our  return,  near  Milbani^  a  person  who  had  some  knowledge 
of  us  inquired  if  we  had  heard  that  a  duet  had  taken  place  be- 
tween the  Earl  of  Liverpool  and  Mr.  Perceval,  in  which  the  latter 
had  &llef).  We  laughed  at  the  improbability  of  the  story,  but  were 
serioudy  assured  that  we  should  mid  it  true.  Still  incredulous,  we 
said  we  would  soon  ascertain  the  fact,  and  accordingly  advanced  to 
Palace  Yard.  Iliere  the  closed  gates,  the  crowd  assembled  out- 
wde,  and  the  information  communicated  by  a  thousand  tongues,  soon 
firnxd  it  beyond  ^1  doubt  that  the  minister  was  no  more,  having 
withia  the  laM  hour  been  shot,  not  by  his  noble  colleague,  but  by  a 
stranger  named  Bellingham. 

Mr.  Perceval  was  in  the  habit  of  coming  down  to  the  House  about 
five  o'clock.  On  this  day  it  was  a  quarter  past  that  hour,  when,  as 
be  entered  the  ]<^y,  he  was  ^ot  throu^  the  hearu  He  staggered 
a  few  paces,  fell  against  one  of  the  pillars,  and  almost  immediately 
expired.  The  assassin  was  instantly  seized  and  taken  to  the  bar  a( 
the  House,  where  a  crowd  of  persons,  members  and  strangers  mixed  in 
extreme  confusion,  assembled  round  him ;  and  as  soon  as  an  attempt 
mt  restoring  order  could  be  made,  the  Speaker  directed  Mr.  Whit- 
bread  and  other  members  to  precede  and  follow  the  prisoner  to  a 
place  of  safe  custody.  This  was  done,  and  these  ftcts  were  gene- 
rally known  to  the  multitude,  which  now  beset  aU  the  avenues  lead- 
ing to  the  two  Houses. 

From  mouth  to  mouth  tbe  mournful  tidings  flew  with  unexampled 
rapidity.  The  very  prominent  situatiim  in  which  Mr.  Perceval  stood, 
the  active  and  important  business  he  was  daily  seen  engaged  in,  made 
men  almost  seem  to  doubt  if  tt  were  possible  that  such  a  career  could 
so  suddenly  be  closed  for  ever.  The  rumours  sent  forth  had  the 
same  effect  on  every  one  they  reached,  I  might  almost  say,  that  it 
baa  been  shown  they  had  on  me  and  my  companions.  All  who  heard 
that  the  right  honourable  gentleman  was  dead,  seemed  to  determine 
instantly  to  verify  the  fi^  by  repairing  to  Westminster.  It  was 
about  a  quarter  past  five  in  the  afternoon  of  the  11th  of  May  that 
Mr.  Perceval  was  shot  in  the  lobby  of  the  House,  and,  by  six,  count- 
less thousands  poured  down  tlie  Strand  and  all  the  streets  leading  to 
Charing  Cross.  Second  editions  of  the  evening  pliers  were  got  out 
with  astonishmg  expedidon ;  and,  by  the  tune  I  have  mentioned,  one 
had  been  carried  so  &r  towards  Westminster  as  the  end  of  Parlia- 
ment-street, oiqMMite  Downing-street.  The  exueme  eagerness  of 
every  one  to  know  all  that  could  be  known,  I  remember,  instantly 
got  a  crowd  round  the  bearer  of  it.  Ownership  and  ceremony  were 
not  thought  of :  every  one  who  could  get  hold  of  the  much-coveted 
broad  sheet,  considered  that  he  bad  a  right  to  it.    I,  among  a  host  of 
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intruden,  aaw  there,  in  the  maimer  ileKrihed,  the  first  connecUd 
detail  of  the  cataatrophe. 

As  the  ni^t  closed  in,  the  croird  became  immense,  and  bocm 
discreditable  exultation  was  exprewed  by  the  lowest  of  the  mob ;  but 
tbe  general  feeling  created  waa  that  of  humane  comroiaeration  and 
unmitigated  horror. 

Admiring  the  great  talents  of  Mr,  Perceval  aa  I  did,  and  impressed 
with  a  convictioQ  that  he  was  most  amiable  in  private  life,  my  owa 
sorrow  was  great;  and  I  rqoiced  at  the  thought  that  the  mnrderer 
was  in  safe  custody,  and  would  possibly,  (as  the  sessions  were  about 
to  commence,)  before  a  single  week  shoijd  have  elapsed,  suffer  the 
last  penalty  of  the  law. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  spectacle  which  the  House  of  Comroons 
presented  on  Che  ftJIowing  day.  Those  wbo  have  been  in  the  habit 
of  going  there,  must  have  noticed  with  some  annoyance  the  ceaseleai 
murmur  which  prevails  for  the  first  hour,  or  hour  and  a  half,  after  the 
Speaker  has  taken  the  t^air,  while  private  bills  and  petitimis  of  little 
interest,  are  being  disposed  of,  and  papers  presented  at  the  bar.  The 
monotonous  repetition  by  the  Speaker  of  the  words,  "  So  many  as  w 
of  that  opinion  say  '  t^c,'  those  who  are  of  a  contrary  opinion  say  '  mo  / 
the  ayes  have  it,"  on  putting  questions  which  are  urtoppoaed, — this 
ceaseless  slamming  of  doors, — the  creaking  of  shoes  of  some  of  those 
members  who  seem  to  ddtgfat  in  displaying  their  elegance  by  nuFcb- 
ing,  or  I  might  almost  say  by  slotfing,-  up  and  down  the  body  of  tlic 
House,  as  if  to  let  their  frien^  the  strangers  in  and  under  the  gaU 
lery,  see  bow  very  grand  it  is  possible  for  them  to  look, — and  the  fre^ 
quent  cry  of  "  Order  I  order  ["  **  Bar  !  bar  1"  from  the  Chair,  gjvea 
forth,  as  was  then  the  case^  with  full-toned  dignity  of  Mr.  Speaker 
Abbot  (the  late  Lord  Colchester),  altogether  gave  the  idea  of  a  care* 
less,  irregular  assembly, — of  anything  but  a  place  where  die  most 
important  business  of  a  great  nation  was  to  be  transacted.  Such  was 
its  usual  aspect  in  those  days ;  but  on  the  12th  of  May  1812,  moat 
widely  different  I  found  the  scene.  The.  attendance  was  unosnally 
full,  but  solemn  funereal  stillness  marked  the  approach  of  each  mem* 
ber  to  assist  in  the  proceedings  growing  out  of  the  recent  and  nelan- 
choly  fote  of  the  minister. 

"  How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread '' 

on  that  floor  over  which  they  had  so  long  been  accustomed  to  pass 
with  him  whose  foil  they  now  lam«ited !  Party  feding  was  annihi- 
lated ;  all  mourned,  and  many  wept,  for  the  deceased,  as  if  he  had 
been  their  nearest,  dearest  friend  or  relative.  A  place  on  the  minis- 
terial bench  was  pointed  at  from  the  gallery  as  that  which  Mr.  Pet^ 
ceval  had  been  used  to  fill.  I  am  not  aware,  though  he  generally 
sat  nearly  in  the  same  place,  that  any  precise  spot  was  particnlarty 
reserved  for  him ;  and  on  the  occasttm  which  it  is  my  ot^ect  to  recall, 
certainly  no  such  theatrical  ^brt  at  effect  was  made.  The  VBoaat 
seat  was  soon  occi^ied  by  one  of  the  late  right  honourable  goitle- 
Rian's  colleagues. 

Not  only  was  there  the  abstinence  from  conversatim,  whidi  I  have 
noted,  but  action-^ — the  common  wdinary  motions  of  gentlemen  meet- 
ing in  assembly  were  suspended.  The  benches  were  filled  with  «»- 
wonted  regularity ;  and  their  occupants,  scarcely  venturing  on  a  whis- 
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per,  sod  hardly  diangmg  their  poiition,  seeined  almoat  like  breathing 
■tatues,  while  diej  awaited  with  awful  interest  the  ainiounceineDt  i^ 
what  st^s  the  gofenunent  propoied  to  take,  and  what  infonDBtion 
had  been  obtained  by  them  reipectiiig  the  event  which  had  deprived 
the  adnuDiBUratioa  ot'iu  chief. 

The  ailence  which  prevailed  was  at  length  broken  by  the  Speaker, 
who,  with  an  eSbrt  at  finnneiB,  bnt  in  a  tone  loinewhat  subdued, 
pronounced  the  oarae  of  Lord  Csstlereogh,  (the  late  Marquli  of  Lon- 
donderry,) who  had  at  that  moment  presented  himself  at  the  bar. 

Hia  kn^hip,  in  a  Altering  voice,  stated  that  he  was  the  bearer  of 
•  neaaage  from  the  Prince  Kegent. 

"  Pleaae  to  bring  it  up,"  was  the  matter-of-coune  reply,  and  his 
lordahip  banded  the  paper  to  the  Chair.  It  was  forthwith  read.  The 
Begmt  ezpresaed  his  deep  regret  for  the  event,  which  he  could  never 
cease  to  de[riore,  and  recommeDded  to  the  House  to  nake  a  pro- 
viiioD  ier  the  family  of  Mr.  PercevaL 

It  was  then  moved  that  the  House  should  resolve  itself  into  a 
committee,  to  take  into  consideration  the  message ;  and  that  being 
done.  Lord  Castleremfa  took  iq>on  himself  the  task  of  addressing  the 
members  on  the  painfiil  sul^ect  which  tfaey  were  then  to  entertain. 
His  lordsh^)  spcAe  with  great  feeling.  A  more  than  official  attacb- 
mant  seined  to  connect  his  lordship  with  the  late  premier.  On  an 
occasion  then  recent,  when  the  conduct  of  his  lordship  had  been  the 
nifaject  of  grave  accnsatioa  req>ccting  the  disposal  of  certain  seats 
in  that  House,  Mr.  Perceval  had  defended  him  with  great  earnest- 
ness end  success;  and,  doing  so,  his  declaration  was,  "I  raise  my 
voice  for  the  man  I  esteem,  and  the  friend  I  love." 

In  the  course  of  his  statement,  the  noble  lord  bad,  in  con- 
oeaieii  with  the  awfiil  event  of  the  preceding  day,  to  make  known  the 
coDvictioD  of  the  ministrv,  fh>m  aU  the  inquiries  that  bad  down  to 
that  boor  been  insdtnted,  that  the  act  of  Bellingham  was  perftetly 
unconnected  with  any  general  scheme  or  conspiracv.  Proceeding  to 
qieak  of  the  domestic  distress  it  bad  caused,  he  taii,  the  children  left 
by  Mr.  Perceval  were  twelve  in  number.  "  For  the  widow,"  he 
added.  **  her  hapmness  in  this  world  is  closed ;"  and  the  painhil 
feelings  by  which  he  was  oppressed  so  overpowered  him,  that  he  was 
miable  to  proceed.  He  burst  into  tears,  and  with  strong  emotions 
raised  a  bntdkerchief  to  his  eyes,  and  concealed  hia  &ce  for  some 


With  a  knowledge  of  subaequent  events,  I  cannot  but  recall  this 
paango  of  Lord  Castlereagh's  address,  Ihoi^  perfectly  appnmriate 
at  the  time,  with  a  cynical  glaitce, — a  something  between  mirth  and 
sorrow.  Looking  at  the  [nctwe  ^wn  of  Mrs.  Perceval,  and  remem- 
bering that  horror  at  leambg  the  &te  of  her  husband  was, said  to 
have  almost  petrified  her;  that,  wild  and  unconscious,  the  most  fatal 
e&ets  were  anticipated  from  her  excessive  woe,  till,  by  the  advice  of 
her  medical  attendants,  she  was  led  into  the  room  where  the  corpse 
of  ha  lord  was  lying,  when  that  ghastly  traeclaole  caused  her 
tears  to  flow,  and  thus  afforded  the  bursting  heart  some  relief;  I 
cannot  racall  these  things,  without  connecting  with  them  the  news 
which  the  faahiooable  world  were  destined  at  no  very  distant  period 
to  receive,  that  this  afflicted  and  heart-broken  lady,  the  mother  of 
twelve  children,  had  been  again  led  to  the  altar  by  a  gallant  officer 
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much  younger  than  heraelf.  Of  the  matrimonial  discord  that  follow, 
ed,  I  will  not  speak. 

1  am  not  going  to  copy  from  the  journds  of  the  House  the  parti- 
culars of  the  grant  proposed  as  a  provision  for  the  Perceval  familj, 
nor  from  the  papers  of  the  day  the  debates  to  which  the  event  gave 
rise.  What  I  propose  to  do  is,  merely  to  give  a  few  sketches  of  the 
attendant  circumstances,  which  may  be  thought  interesting  now,  but 
were  lost  sight  of  then,  from  the  pressure  of  matter  of  greater  im- 
portance. 

Let  it  then  suffice  to  say  that  the  House  cordially  approved  of  the 
course  recommended  by  the  Crown.  Mr.  Whitbread,  who  had  been 
one  of  the  most  unsparing  opponents  of  the  departed  premier,  was 
frequently  in  tears.  He  bore  testimony  to  the  amiable  personal  cha- 
racter of  the  late  minister.  "  I  never,"  said  he,  "  carry  hostility  to 
those  (rota  whom  I  differ  on  political  questions  beyond  that  mor," 
pointing  to  the  door  opening  into  the  lobby :  "  with  that  man  it  was 
impossible  to  carry  it  so  far." 

It  is  due  to  that  honour^le  gentleman  to  say  that  tbis  was  not  a 
mere  pott  mortem  compliment.  With  the  deceased  be  bad  often 
come  into  collision.  Mr.  Whitbread  was  irritable,  and  was  sometinMa 
deeply  stung  by  the  sarcasms  launched  at  him  by  Mr.  Perceval.  Id 
one  debate  the  latter,  having  adverted  to  predictions  formerly  made 
by  Mr.  Whitbread,  which  had  not  been  borne  out  by  events,  and  to 
new  ones  then  hazarded,  applied  to  his  assailant  the  words  of  Popc^ 

"  Destroyed  his  neb  of  sophiatiy  in  *aiu. 
The  creature  '9  at  his  dirty  nork  again." 

Mr.  Whitbread,  nettled  at  this,  spoke  to  order,  and  demanded  that 
the  words  should  be  taken  down.  A  very  brief  and  simple  explana- 
tion restored  his  good^umour,  and  the  subject  was  dropped.  On 
another  occasion,  not  long  before  Mr.  Perceval's  death,  whai  some 
personal  altercation  had  occurred  between  them,  the  right  honour- 
able gentleman,  in  explaining  away  that  which  had  given  ofenoe, 
took  occasion  to  say  that  among  his  fkults — and  he  had  many— want 
of  respect  for  the  honourable  member  was  not  one  of  them.  Mr. 
Whitbread,  in  cordially  accepting  the  explanation,  replied,  duit 
"  among  all  the  right  honourable  gentleman's  virtues — and  he  bad 
many — there  was  none  more  to  be  admired  than  the  promptness  with 
which  he  could  return  to  friendly  conference  from  the  heat  of  poli- 
tical debate." 

There  was,  indeed,  much  affability  about  Mr.  Perceval's  manner. 
Many  anecdotes  of  his  condescension  were  published  at  the  time. 
An  instance  of  his  courtesy  and  good-nature  occurs  to  me  which 
has  never  appeared  in  print. 

At  a  grand  city  feast  in  Guildhall,  the  publisher  of  a  fohicm- 
able  journal  having  taken  wine  rather  freely,  was  hoaxed  by  some 
mischievauB  friend  with  a  belief  that  Mr.  Perceval  was  one  of  the 
officers  of  the  ball,  and  under  this  impression,  wishing  to  leave  f«r  a 
short  time,  accosted  him  with  a  theatrically  pompous  aJr,  which  the 
individual  (a  well-known  character  at  that  time  among  the  votaries 
of  the  drama,)  loved  to  assume,  and  said, 

'■  My  Kood  fellow,  I  wish  to  step  into  King-street  for  a  moment; 
you'll  taxe  notice  of  me  and  let  me  in  again,   at  the  same  time  offer- 
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■Dff  to  slip  half-a-crown  into  die  hands  of  the  prime  miDiater.  The 
mfi  was  declined,  and  Mr.  Perceval  replied  with  a  soiilei  "  I  am  sorry 
It  is  not  in  aij  power. to  oblige  yon;  but  you  had  better  spealc  to 
some  of  those  gentlemen,"  pointing  to  the  marshalmeo  ;  "  they  may 
be  able  to  do  what  you  wish." 

While  the  good  qualities  of  the  deceased  were  rehearsed,  and  the 
consequences  of  his  fate  to  the  government  and  to  the  country  were 
discussed,  curiosity  naturally  turned  to  the  cause  of  the  important 
change.  Great  was  my  surprise  to  learn  that  the  individual  was  not 
wholly  unknown  to  me ;  I  was  soon  reminded  of  the  singular  person- 
age  who  had  attracted  notice  by  his  manner  and  his  opera-glass  in 
the  gallery.  That  was  no  other  than  Bellingham ;  and  two  of  the 
gentlemen  who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting,  and  perhaps  of 
conversing  with  him  there,  were  the  first  who  advanced  atler  the 
dreadful  deed  to  secure  him  in  the  lobby. 

The  remainder  of  that  unhappy  man's  story  is  soon  told.  In  the 
course  of  a  day  or  two  the  coroner's  inquest  returned  a  verdict  of 
wilful  murder,  and  the  grand  jury  a  true  bill  against  him.  On  the 
Friday  he  stood  at  the  bar  of  the  Old  Bailey  to  take  his  trial.  He 
made  a  long  rambling  defence,  and  occasionally  his  agony  was  so 
great,  not  for  his  impending  fate,  but  from  Tecollectibn  of  the  suf- 
ferings of  a  wife,  whom  he  described  with  fondness,  that  it  deeply  a^ 
fected  fdl  presenL  It  was  attempted  to  prove  him  insane;  but  cer- 
tainly there  were  no  grounds  for  considering  him  in  that  state  which 
the  law  requires  shall  be  proved  to  exempt  the  murderer  from  ca- 
pital punishtnent.  He  himself  opposed  that  plea.  A  verdict  of 
Guilty  was  returned,  and  on  tlie  succeeding  Monday  the  sentence  of 
death  was  carried  into  effect.  The  case  was  from  the  first  so  clear, 
the  evidence  so  conclusive,  that  the  prisoner  was  perhaps  the  only 
man  in  England  who  expected  any  other  refult.  He  seemed  to  look 
for  an  acquittal.  With  every  one  else  conviction  and  death  were 
thou^^t  inevitable, — indeed  so  much  matters  of  course,  that  the  fol- 
lowing sii^lar  announcement,  through  some  slip  of  the  pen,  in  the 
Morning  Pott  of  Thursday,  "  The  trial  will  take  place  to-morrow,  the 
execution  on  Monday,"  was  hardly  viewed  as  reprehensible,  hazard- 
ous, or  extraordinary ;  though  certainly  such  a  one,  but  in  that  single 
instance,  I  have  never  seen.  H.  T. 


"  Make  hat/  while  the  sun  sliines,"  cried  old  Gaffer  Grey, 
When  louDgiu);  U>  make  wiOt  fair  Susan  noeet  hay. 
"  Keep  offl"'  said  the  raaideo,  whose  brow  was  o'ercast, 
*'  Four  hey-day  (rf  life,  pray  remember,  has  post," 
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In  offering  the  following  dramatic  production  to  a  diaceming  public, 
the  author  respectfully  intimates,  that,  notwithstanding  an  accidental 
umilarity  in  name  between  this  play  and  one  by  Mr.  William  ^lak- 
qteare,  in  plot,  language,  and  utuations,  the  two  dramas  will  be  found 
to  differ  totally.  "  Lov«  m  de  C^  "  is  of  that  order  generally  term- 
ed "the  Domestic;"  and,  while  the  incidents  are  varied,  simple,  and 
ccHomon-place,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  d(r>ouemeHt  will  be  acknow- 
ledged singularly  striking  and  effective. 

To  restore  the  legitimate  drama,  whose  neglect  has  been  lo  long 
and  uselessly  deplored,  has  been  the  author's  principal  aim  ;  and,  in 
the  construction  of  the  play  here  presented  to  the  world,  be  trusts 
that  he  has  eminently  succeed.  No  German  horrors  have  been  em. 
ployed ;  the  use  of  thunder  and  lightning  has  been  dispensed  with  ; 
not  even  a  dance  of  demons  has  been  introduced ;  and,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  reproducing  Mr.  Clipclose,  senior,  in  the  second  act,  afier 
be  had  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil,  there  is  not  an  event  in  the  whole 
drama,  but  those  of  every-day  occurrence. 

Although  "Love  in  Ae  City"  has  been  expressly  written  for  the 
eminent  performers  whose  names  are  attached  to  the  droMotU  ptrtoma, 
the  author  will  extend  a  limited  privilege  of  acting  to  country  ma- 
nagers, he  receiving  a  clear  half  of  tne  gross  receipts  of  their  Te^>ectiTe 
houses.  Any  offer  short  of  this  stipulatioa  will  remain  unattended  to. 
Husic-sellers  may  address  proposals  for  the  melodies  to  Mr.  Richard 
Bentley;  and,  should  any  attempt  at  piracy  be  detected, — the  copy- 
right  of  the  drama  being  duly  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,— persMis 
thus  offending  are  respectfully  informed  that  they  will  be  Bubjet:ted 
to  an  action  at  law. 

Ths  Author. 

Camomile-street,  May  1, 1837. 


LOVE  IN  THE  CITY ; 

OR,   ALL  'a  WELL   THAT   ENDS   WELL. 


AtUutobe  performed  at  Vie  Tkei^^-Royal,  Dntry-Latie, 

wiA  raptuma  ofplatue. 

The  loordt  not  bj/  Thomas  Moore,  nor  ihe  muK  by  Heiay  R,  BMtp, 


Captain  Comwr, — a  gentleman  from  Ireland,  with  black  whisken 
and  four  wives,  six  feet  two  high,  a  sergeant  in  the 
3nd   Life-Ouaids,  in  love  with  Mrs.  Clipclose,  cum 
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mubii  oIUm, — Mr.  Charlbs  Kkmblk  (hU  ret^peanmce 
on  the  stage  for  this  occasioa  only). 

Mr.  Robert  CUpdote, — an  eminent  mercer,  of  amaroua  disposition, 
and  in  embarrosaed  circumstances,  —  Mr,  Shxrisah 
Enowlss. 

Otd  Cl^ieioie, — &ther  to  Robert,  a  retired  tradesman,  afflicted  by 
gout  and  avarice,  with  a  house  at  Highgate, — Mr. 
William  Farrbm. 

Sit  (?A<w*,— Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

JertmiaA  Scout, — in  the  confidence  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clipdose,  and 
porter  to  the  establishment, — Mr.  Harley. 

Samuel  StutgM,         "1  clerics  to  Clipclose  and  Co.  and  men  of  fashion, 

Matthew  Magi,  and  >  their  names  omitted  bj  mistake  in  the  Court 

PAUip  Po^ieton,    J  Calendar, — Meas.  Liston,  Vinihq,  and  Yates. 

TiMOthy  Or  Took, — corporal,  2nd  Life-Guards,  troop  No.  4.— Mr.  Ty- 
ro nk  Power. 

Bet^amin  Blowhard, — trumpeter,  ssme  troop, — Mr.  J.  Russell. 

Pianan  and  AU-hat,~by  a  Post-Caftain  and  an  Assistant-Sur- 
geon, H.P.  R.N.     Their  first  appearance  on  any  stage. . 

PoUemnett  A.  and  S. — by  two  gentlemen  from  the  country,  of  great 
provincial  celebrity. 

Mrt.  CUpdoMt, — lady-like  and  extravagant,  in  love  with  Captain  Con- 
nor, — Mrs,  Butler,  who  has  kindly  promised  tocome 
from  North  America  to  sustain  the  character,  and  is 
hourly  expected,  per  the  "  Sitas  Tomkins,  of  New  York." 
Jfit*  Jil&ma  Smamaioaff, — a  young  lady  of  great  personal  attraction 
and  small  fortune,  in  lodgings  in  Upper  Stamford-street, 
and  in  love  with  Captain  Connor, — Miss  Ellen  Tree. 
Atm^ie,  vulgd  Net^, — a  maid  of  all  work,  engaged  to  Samuel  Snags, 
and  tn  love  with  Ceqitain  Connor, — Madams  Vxstris. 
Ccqittmi'*  W^e,  No.  1, — Mias  Helen  FAtrciT. 
So.  No.  2, — Mrs.  Yates. 

Do.         No.  3, — Mrs.  Nisbit. 
Do.  No.  4, — Miss  Vincent. 

KUty, — lady  of  the  bed-chamber  to  Miss  Smashaway, — Miss  Mor- 

DAUNT. 

Men  about  town,  women  ditto,  apprentices,  guardsmen,  police  A.  27 
and  F.  &S,  attendants,  &C.  &c  &c  by  etmnent  perfbrmert. 

T^AM,  rather  ind^oite.    Scene,  always  within  sound  of  Bow-bdl,  and 
chiefly  in  Ludgate-hill  or  Upper  Stamford-street. 


Act  I. — ScxNX  I. 

Morning  raUwr  misty ;  St.  Paul's  striking  eleven,  as  the  curtain  riaes  to 
hurried  music,  and  discovers  a  haberdasher's  shop  with  plate-glass  win- 
dows. Snagi,  JUf^t,  and  PoppUtim  with  sundrv  usistanU,  their  hair  in 
papers ;  but  evidimtly  preparing  for  business,  tnter  Jerrwiah  Scout  with 
a  watering-pot ;  be  spnnkles  the  floor,  while  the  apprentices  are  arm 
their  neckcloths.  Snaei  coughs,  evinciog  a  recent  recovery  from  inflt 
Ue  Goinei  forward,  and  sings. 
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AitL—Mr.  Snagi.— {Guy  Kl&nnering.) 


You  coramenMd  at  "The  Finish," 
And  dosed  wiih  a  fighl. 
Oh !  keep  younelf  quiet,  and  tieep  while  you  may. 
Nor  dieam  that  the  bailifia  are  over  the  nay. 

( IVhen  the  tang  etidi,  Poj^leton  aAxmcet  to  thtfnmt  ctmnter,  and 
wave*  hit  yard.     Dead  gilewe.     All  turn  to  nim,) 

P(^. — GemiDen,  you  know  of  late  that  trade  is  dull, 
And  the  till  empty,  while  the  town  is  full : 
Billg  have  come  round,  and  bankers  won't  renew  ; 
Our  master  's  dish'd,  and  we  are  in  a  stew. 

Sfofft. — Alas  I  my  friends,  what  Poppy  says  is  true; 
All  'a  black  without,  and  alt  within  is  blue : 
Our  fates  are  certain, — Whitecross,  or  the  Fleet ; 
Writs  are  sued  out,  and  bums  are  in  the  street. 

1st  ApprentUe  (a  itout  lad,  with  Ught  hair,  and  enamelled  ikirt-thtdt 
—xbbmff). — Short  as  short  credit,  shorter  than  short  whist, 
Short  as  a  barmaid's  anger  when  she 's  kiss'd  ; 
Shorter  than  all,  ah  I  Clipcloae,  was  thy  span — 
Oht  sutJi  a  master  !  luch  a  nice  young  man  ! 

Snags  (with  considerable  ^firmneu  and  fuiiMg). — Come,  hang  it  I 
let 's  keep  heart,  tho'  trade  may  fail ; 
It 's  only  lying  six  weeks  in  a  jail  t 
What  with  good  company  and  sporting  play. 
Kind  friends,  sound  claret,  and  a  lady  gay, 
Speed  the  dull  hours,  and  while  the  weeks  away. 
Time's  rapid  flight  men  scarce  have  time  to  view, 
And,  old  scores  clear'd,  we  open  them  anew. 

{He  pause*,  and  mounts  an  elevated  desk  ;  his  voiee  e 


Xessive  of  desperate  determination,) 
la  ""  .  . 


Here,  to  the  last,  1  'tl  take  my  wonted  stand. 
Receive  the  flimsies  from  each  fair  one's  hand. 

Courage,  my  trumps !  {to  the  apprenticei ;)  unpaper  alt  your  hair ;    '\ 

Let  our  gay  banner  wanton  in  the  air  v 

To  pull  in  fiats,  and  make  the  natives  stare  I  } 

(AU  discard  their  papillotes,  while  the  Jimicr  apprmtin  teixe*  a 

large  placard,  and  suspends  it  over  the  door.  On  a  dark  gntatd, 

and  in  gold  capitals,  appears  the  device. 

EHPOmUM  pS   ELECAHCE  ! 

ClipctOK  and  Cc. 

No  ronnexioa  oner  the  teaji. 

Tie  yotmgal  may  buy. 

NO    ADVANTAGE   TAKEN    HUU  I  1  I 

Sundry  persons  collect  about  the  door/  and  a  yellow  cab,  No. 

1357,  stt^s.) 
Snags  {aside)  to  the  apprentices. — Covies,  be  brisk  i  our  customers 

approach ! 
Go,  Pop,  and  hand  yon  lady  from  her  coach. 
A  simpering  smile  is  still  a  tradesman's  treasure; 
Give  them  enough  of  gammon,  and  short  n  " 
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JftM  Juliana  Smathaway  etUen.     MagM  bowing  obieguioutfy. 
m? 
Aak  Jarvey  if  he '»  willing. 
Magt. — Gods  I  what  a  voice  !  ite  tones  so  aoft,  so  thrilling ! 
Pcp.^tuide.) — Now,  blow  me  tight!  her  beautj  's  doworight  killiag ! 
STUigft  {from  Ms  dak). — Magg,  could  you  give  me  coppers  for  a 

shiUing  ? 
.^^. — What  ihall  I  show  P  silks  ?  purple,  yellow,  green  ? 
MtM  S. — I  merely  want  a  yard  of  bombasio. 

Snagt  (in  evident  admiration). — Lord  I  what  a  flash  'un  I     Attend 
that  lady.  Pop ; 
Aod  let  her  have  the  cheapest  in  the  shop. 

(Poj^leton  introdueet  Mitt  Jvliatta  Smashatoay  into  the  hack 
sAow-TOom,  and  the  tcene  closet.) 

Scene  II. — Ludgate-hiU. 

A  front  drawiog-rooni ;  funuture  French-polished,  red  silk  window-cnr- 
taiDB,  and  peen  fun-blinds ;  breakftst-taUe  laid.  Entar,  froin  her  boudoir, 
L.a.  Mn.  Ci^date,  (ashionably  dressed  in  pink  gii^hata.  She  advance* 
to  the  chinu)ey-.[»ece,  and  looks  at  an  ormolu  dock ;  her  countenance  show- 
ing surprise. 

Mn.  C. — What  I  not  asdr  at  almost  twelve  o'clock  ? 
(Looks  in  the  glass).     Upon  my  life,  a  most  becoming  frock  I 
How  late  Bob  sleeps  I     I  think  I  'm  getting  fatter. 
We  both  were  late.    {Noise  heard.)    I  wonder  what 's  the  matter. 
I,  at  Vaushall ;  and  Bob,  upon  the  batter. 
Heigh-ho  I  these  men  are  very  seldom  true. 
I  hope  the  captain  recollects  at  two 
We  meet  at  Charing-crosa  to  drive  to  Kew. 

{Opens  Ae pioM),  aod  ntt  down.) 

AiK — Mrs.  CXpelote. — ("  I  met  her  at  the  Fancy  feir.") 

I  met  bim  in  an  omnibus : 

He  apoke  not ;   but  his  sparkling  ejes 
Told  the  fond  secret  of  his  lieart. 

And  found  an  answer  in  my  sighs. 

{Enter,  from  dressing-room,  r.  h.  Young  dgxloae,  in  ajhuieTed 
xnoming-gonon,  and  kid  slgipers.  He  yawns  while  arranging 
sundry  rings  tgwi  his^ngers.) 

Trio — Mr.  and  Mrs.  CUpclose,  and  Aimatte. 
("Jenny put  the  kettle  on.") 
Mr.  C. 
Dear  oie  1  vaj  head  is  aching  so. 
This  soft  white  band  is  shaking  ao ; 
I  sue  must  give  up  laking,  O  ! 

(Politely  turning  to  his  ladg.) 
Good  moini tig  I  Mistresi  C. 

{Annetts  appears  at  the  door,  bach  tfAe  stage,  as  if  answering  the  bell.) 

n,g,t,7l.dM,GOOglC 


LOVE   IK   THB  CITT. 


lOUr  DMBter's  had  m  una  (up — 

(ZootM^  anAfy  at  ha-  hubamd.} 
Ah  I  naughty  Mister  C. 
Amtette  (aade,  preaenUng  a  ncU  to  ier  mittrai). 
The  potboT  brought  this  UUtt-doui. 
{jtloud.)  Ob,  Lord !  1  hew  a  omkiug  *bQe, 
And  here  will  be  a  tweet  loo-roo, 
With  grumpy  Mister  C. 
Mr.  imd  Mn.  CL,  and  Netty,  logtAm: 
And  here  will  be  a.  iweet  too-roo  1 
Gruff' wAeeoiOnde. 
I  taj,  where '■  Bobby  C? 
{Enitr,  tn  a  jxmoit,  Mr.  CtipeloM,  acMtor.) 
Mr.  C.  Mn.— I  say,  when 't  Bob  ?     Not  down  at  twelre  o'clock  1 
I  thought  to  find  the  acouiidrel  taking  itock ; 
Or,  at  the  counter,  serving  foUu  quite  civil. 

Mn.  C.  {per^.) — He  a  going,  sir.  (Bob  vamtAeg.} 

Mr.  C.  MM.  Ay  I  quickly,  to  the  devil  1 

(T^tmiMff  amffr^  to  Mn,  C.) 
And  jrou,  gay  madam  I    Zounds  1  this  gown  ia  new  I 
What  you  wore  yesterday  was  sprigged  with  blue. 
Upon  the  road  to  ruin,  wives  drive  hard. 
When  they  wear  chintz  tX  eight-and-aix  a  yard. 
Mrt,  C.  (disdaittfidfy.)~1S  you  would  know  the  price,  uk  Hiss 

Brocard. 
Mr.  C.  ten. — Hear,  haughty  madam,  while  my  mind  I  speoli^ 
If  Bob  don't  mend — (a  kngpaate) — I'll  marry  this  day  weekl 
I  'II  have  boys  too—  {A  sudden^  ofamghhtg  intatvptt  himJ) 

Mrt.  C.  (tarea^icaBtf). — I  'm  sure  the  spirit 's  wiUini 
Mr.  C.  ten.    And  I  'U  cut  off  your  husband  vith  a  i 
{Exit,  tn  a  deiperate  rage.     Mrt.  C  and  Net^  laugh  immoderaltfy.^ 
Annette. — Why,  bless  us,  madam,  but  the  man  'a  a  bear  t 
At  eighty-one  to  threat  us  with  an  heir. 

Mrt.  C. — Ksb  !  'tis  mere  dotage  ;  his  brwns  are  in  the  moon. 

(SiU  detat  to  dupiamo. 
What  shall  I  play,  Net? 
Annette.  Piay  "  7^  BoU  2)n^mm." 

(Music  tqfi  and  eaprettive.     Tie  mxne  etoeet.) 

ScKNX  in. — 7Ae  badi  tkow-room. 

Mist  Jaliana  Smatham;  tnirounded  bj  thopmoi  and 
all  presentiDg  variout  aiticlcs,  and  anxious  iuaiTidiiaUy  1 

Mitt  S, — Lord,  what  nice  men  1  their  words  are  sweet  as  honey  ; 
And,  stranger  etiU,  they  won't  take  ready  money. 
I  fork'd  a  five-pound  flimsy  out  in  vaiu — 
They  're  civil  men,  and  I  II  look  in  again. 
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SntufM  (AweecAwisNTy).— Madam,  your  card  ? 

Mi^»  (wiM  de^  emotuM).  And,  might  I  bumUy  press 

For  Miss  Juliana  Smaahaway's  address  P 

J**  App. — Accept  these  gloves. 

S»d  A^.  This  tabinet  from  me. 

C&peloie,Jim.  (entari  hattily—^ippearM  Awnderttnaik — ttarU — ■pvUs 
qff'a  ring,  and,  ntskinff  forward,  eixlaims  €u  he  preienit  il,) 
And  this  from  your  devoted  Robert  C! 

2Uit»  S.—Why,  this  flogs  all,  and  Banaber's*  beat  holtow. 
Gemmen,  adieu !  (Sie  boat,  retfrin^.) 

Clerki  and  Apprentice*  (dolorotuty). — She  '■  gone  I 

Mr,  C.  (pamoneUelt/.)  And  I  will  follow !" 

Exit  Miss  SmBBhamy ;  Clipclose  after  her.  She  jump*  into  a  jeU 
low  cab,  and  he  into  a  green  one.  Both  ttait  at  a  kifliug  pace  for 
Blackfiiaia'  Bridge  ;  yellow  cah  upsets  a  pieman,  and  green  demoliihe* 
an  establiihment  of  "  all  boL"  ClGrki,  sluipmen,  and  apprentices  strike 
their  foreheads  with  coosidenible  violence^  and  return  botiod  the  coun- 
ters detpondiugly.    Distant  music  from  a  barrel-oigan.    Scene  closes. 

Scene  IV. — Mn.  CUpdose't  boudoir. 

Mrs.  C.  in  Bea-green  satin,  putting  on  a  cottage  bonnet  with  aitilicial 
flowers.  laTender-colouicd  gloves  upon  the  toilet,  and  Mfon  la  regie, 
a  fresh  pocket-handk«Tchief.     Netty  in  attendance. 

Annette. — Upon  my  life,  the  gemmen's  hearts  you  11  fleece  I 
What  is  so  handsome  as  a  green  pelisse  P 

Mrs.  C. — Mow  for  my  love.     Should  Mr.  C  return. 
Tell  him  I  dine  with  Mrs.  Simon  Bym. 
Annette. — Yea,  ma'am. 

(JertmiaA  Scout  eniert  Ae  houdotr  vnaanouneed.) 
Mr*.  C  (iw^fnandy.) — How's  thisP    Why,  Scout,  you're  mon- 
strous nide  I 
Jertmiah  (wtA  itronff  exertion). — Down,  my  full  heart  1     I  hope  I 
don't  intrude  ? 
The  saddest  news,  alBS,  to  tell  I  'm  come  I 

(^A  long  and  barromnffpaute.} 
Your  husband 's  tapp'd  by  Tappington,  the  bum  t 

Tnjo—Mrt.  C,  Annette,  and  Jerry. — (Bobbing  Joan.) 
Jer. 
My  loasler  '■  off  to  jaU. 
Mr$.C. 
Bfdts  and  chains  will  bind  him. 


■  Note,  h^  Dr.  Southey. — It  may  be  objected  that  a  lady  like  Hiss  Jutiuia 
Smasbaway,  bora  io  Cnitcfaed  Friars,  and  educated  in  a  select  seminarir  at  Ken- 
ningtoD  Cross,  should  use  the  well-known  Htiiemicitm,  "This  beats  Baoahei.'' 
But  let  it  be  remembered  that  she  was  devotedly  attached  to  Captain  Counor ; 
consequently,  often  in  his  company ;  and  hence  naturally  would  adopt  ihe  lan- 
guage of  one  whom  she  "  loved  not  wisely,  but  too  well.  The  same  remark  is 
u>pticable  to  the  term  "  Too-no,"  used  by  Netty  in  the  beautiful  trio,  Att  \, 
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W«ll !  there 's  a  conrort  left ; 
Oh  still  knows  whvre  lo  find  him. 

Grief  for  him,  I  'm  sure, 
This  tender  heart  wiU  smolber. 

Jer. 
I  know  B  certain  cure. 
And  that  'a  to  try  Bnolber. 

Ttv>. 
Tar-a.larMi<la,  tar-a-la-m-loo-dy. 

Jfr*  C. 

At  the  thqugltf  I  >I1  bint 


My  lady 's< 

Mn.  a 

Allhot^  the  cure  is  qaaint, 
I  'II  follow  your  advice,  sir. 

Jer. 
I  don't,  then,  make  too  free  ? 

Mr*,  a 
No,  sir;  up<ai  my  honour! 

AjineUe. 
I  'm  leady  for  a  apree. 
Mrt.  C. 
And  I  for  Certain  Counor. 
Grand  ■ChorvM' 
TaT-»4a-ra-la. 

,  (  With  a  pa»  de  troi*  m  tAarat^er.) 

End  of  Act  1.  Curtain  falls  aroid  a,  thunder  of  applause,  aod  an  ap- 
roariom  call  for  Mn.  Bullar,  Madame  Vestris,  and  lat.  Harley.  Thej 
come  reluctantly  forward.  Audience  rise  by  general  consent.  Cheats 
and  clapping  continue  five  minutes.  Staze-bell  rings.  Performers  re- 
tire with  their  hands  upon  their  hearts.  Waiitig  of  handkerchief  from 
the  boxes,  biavos  from  the  pit,  and  whistling  from  the  shilling  gailery. 


EPIGRAM. 

"  YoD  're  a  false,  cruel  wretch  I  not  a  year  after  marri^e, 
To  ti7  to  degrade  me,  and  put  down  Ihe  carriage !'' 
"A  lady,  my  dear,"  was  the  answering  reproach, 
"  Is  known  by  her  carria^,  but  not  by  her  coatA  !" 

R.J. 
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"  WHO  WANTED   SOMEBODY    TO    CASE  FOR    HEB." 

Theophilus  BuLLriHCK  was  a  bachelor,  middle-aged,  and  suffi- 
ciently itout  to  look  respectable.  A  spare  man  conveys  a  feeling  of 
sparenesa  in  all  things.  The  eye  never  rests  so  cootentedly  as  on  a 
fot,  and  what  is  generally  termed  a  "  comfortable-looking  "  personage  ; 
a  stout  man  carries  an  appearance  of  wealth  in  the  very  folds  of  his 
coat,  and  so  did  Theophilus  Bullfinch.  But,  alas  I  altltough  tempta- 
tion  fell  not  in  his  way,  he  fell  in  the  way  of  Mrs.  Jennings  I 

"  Time  tells  a  tale," — and  we  behold.our  bachelor  located  at  a  wa- 
tering-^lace,  no  less  famous  for  the  civility  and  unimposing  character 
of  its  inhabitants  than  the  select  nature  of  its  visiters, — Mai^te. 
This,  no  one,  we  are  sure,  will  venture  to  deay,  who  has  "  seasoned  " 
it  for  three  or  four  months.  The  kindly  feelings  of  its  inhabitants  are 
perceptible  even  in  its  ass-drivers.  Where  wiU  you  find  such  fatherly 
boys  to  their  donkeys, — such  yellow  shoes, — such  society,  as  at  Mar- 
gate ?     We  are  sure  our  readers  will  say  with  us,  Nowhere  ! 

Theophilus  felt  this;  and  ventured  a  trip,  and  a  house,  for  he 
bought  one,  ui^d  thereto  by  a  lady  acquaintance,  by  name  Mrs.  Pa- 
laver, — a  lady  who  drove  not  only  her  husband,  but  a  pair  of  ponies, 
and  astonished  the  eyes  both  of  "quality"  and  "natives"  by  the  way 
she  did  the  genteel, — tbat  is,  as  far  as  her  ponies  went:  for  herself, 
she  had  a  soul  above  mean  approbation.  Among  the  "  select"  at  the 
libraries,  Mrs.  P.  was  the  rulmg  star  ;  and,  to  judge  not  only  from  the 
redness  of  her  face,  but  as  her  husband  could  testify.  Mars  in  petti- 
coats. She  shilling-loo'd  and  "  one-in-tbree'd,"  even  to  the  hinder- 
ance  of  "  The  Concert  i"  but  no  one  bore  interruptions  of  this  nature 
with  so  much  philosophical  sweetness  as  Old  Bones,  the  proprietor ; 
and  as  the  "  one-in-threes  "  bore  to  him  a  profit  of  three  to  one,  the 
dulcet  tones  of  the  signora  of  the  rooms  were  often  eclipsed  by  Mrs. 
P.'s  ikahe,  or  "go,"  as  it  is  called.  Our  readers  maybe  curious  as  to 
tbe  name  of  the  "  signora :"  it  was  Mrs.  Nobs  by  day,  Signora  Nobini 
by  night.  And  such  a  voice  t  The  little  boys  in  Hawley-square 
heard  as  well  as  the  company  inside, — in  fact  rather  better,  for  they 
complained  of  its  being  a  UeUe  too  forte. 

But  although  Mrs.  Palaver  put  down  shillings,  she  picked  up 
friends, — dear  souls  of  the  newest  importation, — and  among  the  rest 
Mrs.  Jennings.  Mrs.  Jennings  was  a  widow  who  "  vianled  iom^ody 
to  can  for  her"  She  had  a  small  independence,  and,  if  we  may  ven- 
tore  to  judge  from  subsequent  events,  a  very  small  independence; 
in  feet,  it  might  be  doubted  if  it  wete  an  independence  at  all.  She 
was  tall,  scraggy,  and  thin — we  use  a  homely  simile — as  a  pancake ; 
the  effect  of  grief,  doubtless.  She  had  lost  a  husband,  she  said,  who 
doted  on  her ;  and,  having  lost  so  great  a  treasure,  can  we  wonder 
at  her  unwearied  exertions  to  obtain  a  fresh  supply  of  affection  7 
Theophilus  was  a  man  of  money.  Mrs.  Jennings  could  not  boast  of 
the  same  golden  fruit ;  and,  as  she  wanted  "  aomebody  to  carefor  ier,' 
she  £xed  her  eye — a  grey  one — upon  Theophilus  Bullfinch, 

"  They  met,"  not  in  a  "  crowd,"  but  at  a  tea  and  card  party,  at  the 
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mutual  friend's,  Mrs.  Palaver,  where  real  eigfateenpenny  Cape,  and 
diamond-cut  sandwiches  of  the  size  and  thinoesB  of  a  tbree-cornered 
note,  indicated  the  gentility  of  the  bdj  of  the  boose.  Tbet^ilus 
and  the  widow  were  partners, — a  beginmng  not  to  be  despised.  Mim> 
Jennings  looked  ccmfusion  orer  her  hand,  and  rowed  her  heart  must 
fall  to  his  king  of  clubs.  Xheopfailus  blushed  ;  she  sighed,  and,  in- 
tent upon  a  neio  game,  lost  the  rubber  t  Thetqrfiilus  paid  for  him- 
self; the  widow  had  a  mind  above  trifles.  Tbeophilus  was  tempted, 
— what  man  is  not  at  times  ? — and  paid  fcv  Mrs,  Jennings.  Tlie  first 
stone  was  laid,  and  the  widow  saw  the  church  already  built,  the  door 
c^o,  and  the  parson's  band  in  the  same  invidog  position.  The  next 
momiog,  Mrs.  Jennings,  our  batdtelor,  and  the  mutual  Jriatd  were  to 
perambulate  the  fields,  or  rather  corn-fields,  and  numerous  of  the 
"  quality "  were  drifting  along  the  chalky  roads  on  an  equestrian  toor ; 
asses  were  at  a  premium,  and  young  ladies  legs  ffoiiiff  vp>  Our  par^ 
wended  their  way,  and  Mrs.  J.  talked  of  the  days  when  she  and  Mr. 
J.  made  lore  in  a  cora-fidd.  If  she  bad  only  somebody  to  cw 
far  her  ! — and  Mrs.  Jennings  squeezed  something  very  like  a  tear  iitfo 
the  comers  of  her  eyes.  We  know  not  what  efect  they  might  have 
had  on  the  dear  departed,  hut  to  our  bachelor  they  apprared  d>e 
essence  of  affection, — pretty  little  drops,  distilled  Iratn  that  great 
alembic,  the  heart.  Xheopfailus,  we  have  before  hinted,  was  unused 
\a  the  sweet  witchery  of  womankind,  and  in  the  simplicity  of  bis  stml 
thou^t  tears  must  be  a  natural  production  1  X«t  not  the  wise  ia 
the  lore  of  matrimony  laugh  at  his  ignorance, — Tbeophilus  was  a 
bachelor! 

He  was  touched  by  this  unexampled  proof  of,  to  him,  affection ; 
and,  drawing  himself  into  closer  proximity  with  Mrs.  Jennings  thao 
he  had  before  ventured,  began — 

"  My  dear  ma'am,  don't  distress  yourself.  Men  are  like  ean  «f 
com." 

"  1  know  it,"  cried  Mrs.  Jennings,  twisting  one  round  her  filler  ■> 
she  spoke. 

"  Like  grass,  ma'am ;  and  Time 's  scythe  mows  dotni  husbands  and 
fathers  I" 

"  Oh !  oh  I"  sobbed  the  widow. 

"  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  comfort  you,  ma'am  ?"  asked  Thev- 
philus  inquiringly. 

Mrs.  Jennings  looked  assent,  and  kept  twisting  the  ear  of  com. 

"  A  good  wife,  ma'am,  is  a  jewel, — the  tears  are  stiU  in  your  eyes, 
— and  will  you  allow  me  to  make  you  an  offer " 

"  An  offer  I"  said  Mrs.  Jenninga;  and  the  tears,  spite  of  herself, 
dirunk  back,  as  though  aahamed  of  what  they  were  doing,— "an 
oferl" 

"  Of  my  handkerchief"  said  Thec^ihilnB. 

A  clover>field  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  walk  in.  Philoaophere  may 
divine  the  cause,— we  only  know  it  is  so ;  sentiment  is  not  fat  the 
highway :  love  and  clover  are  synonymous.  Mrs.  Jennings  knew  this, 
and  trotted  the  unsuspecting,  uninitiated  Tbeophilus  into  <»ie,  accord- 
ingly. Poppies,  we  koow  not  why,  do  grow  in  clover ;  and  Bollfindl 
— 4ie  was  food  of  botanising — plucked  (me,  and,  lamenting  thatvioleta 
were  out  of  bloom,  gave  it  to  Hrs.  Jennings.  This  was  eaou^j  and 
she  whispered  to  the  lady  who  was  doing  liofdt/,  "  He  must  mean 
something," 
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The  town  residence  of  Theophiku  Bullfinch  waa  in  one  of  the 
tquaref  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Muieum.  But  whst  ia  a  house 
if  it  want  a  woman's  smile  7  So  thought  Mtb.  Jennings,  and  she  let 
ao  (^qportimitT  pass  of  <*  popping  in ;" — we  are  grieved  to  say  the 
pcfipiMff  was  aU  upon  her  side.  She  would  call  as  she  was  passuig — 
the  <laT  was  so  hot — to  take  a  rest ;  or  the  day  was  so  cold,  and  ahe 
wanted — the  truth  must  be  spoken — a  warm  !  What  could  Theophi- 
lus  do?  With  a  grim  welcocoe  on  his  face,  and  a  "  D—n  the  wo- 
laan  I"  in  his  heart,  he  gnunhled  out,  "  Yon  'd  better  take  a  chair." 
Mrs.  Jennings  did,  and  anything  else  she  could  get.  But  getting  was 
a  point  not  easily  arrived  at ;  for  if  Bullfinch  loved  one  thing  more 
than  another,  it  was  himself.  She  would  bring  him,  by  way  of  treat, 
wrapt  in  the  comer  of  her  pocket  handkerchief,  five  or  six  nice  little 
gingn-cakes,  of  her  own  making,  of  the  size,  and  bearing  a  strong  fa- 
mily likeness  to  what  children  call  "sixes;"  but  finding  all  her  entreaties 
thrown  away,  and  her  nncer-cakea  likely  to  be  in  the  some  predica- 
ment,  ahe  would  in  the  liberality  of  her  soul  take  them  into  the 
kitchen  by  way  of  present  to  the  housekeeper,  who  "  pshaw'd  !"  at 
soon  as  her  back  was  turned,  and,  enlarging  upon  the  merits  (tf  her 
own  ginger-cakes,  gave  them  to  the  maid,  and  she— they  went  no 
ftrther  :  servan^maids  have  good  appetites. 

What  woman  could  bear  these  slights  of  fortune  tamely  P  We  can 
take  upon  ourselves  to  lay  Mrs.  Jennings  did  not ;  but,  intent  upon 
the  one  great  object  of  a  wonan's  life, — a  husband, — she  let  no  op^ 
portunity  pass  of  reporting  that  herself  and  Theophilus  were  shortly 
to  be  one,  fully  connnced  of  the  fact  that,  though  marriages  may  be 
made  in  heaven,  there  is  nothing  like  peculating  upon  them  on 
earth ;  and  hoping,  no  doubt,  to  discover  the  true  philosopher's  stone, 
which  *'  turaeth  all  to  gold," — Theophilus  was  a  man  of  wealth, — she 
lefl  no  stone  unturned  to  get  him ;  and,  to  give  things  an  ai^>earance, 
she  sat  herself  down — we  tremble  as  we  write — in  no  lew  a  jdace 
than  his  bed-room,  determined  not  to  quit  it  until,  as  she  observed, 
"there  was  an  understanding  between  them."  Theophilus  was  hor- 
ror^tricken,  the  housekeeper  no  less  B0,.and  the  servant-maid  all  flut- 
ters and  riUwns. 

"  Oh  I  oh  1"  gasped  the  widow,  "  you  base  man  !.— a  weak  woman 
as  I  am  I" 

"  Ve^  I"  grunted  Theophilus. 

The  housekeeper  here  interfered.  "What's  the  use  of  crying 
about  it  ?     Why  don't  you  look  after  somebody  else  P" 

"  Ah  1"  sobbed  the  widow,  "  you  don't  know  what  'e  atwixt  us  I" 

"  I  wish  the  street-door  was,"  thought  Bullfinch. 

The  lady  was  bexorable.  "  The  poppy,"  she  sud,  "  had  done  the 
business  I  If  she  had  only  some  one  to  care  fir  her!"  Her  feelings 
overcame  her,  and  she  lay  upon  the  bed  in  an  agony  of  finely-deve- 
loped grief,  we  presume,  for  the  convenience  of  fainting. 

Theophilus  was  at  his  wits'  end,  and  a  something  very  like  a 
"  D — n  me  I"  was  at  his  tongue's ;  but,  "  nursing  his  wrath,"  uid  echo- 
ing the  words  of  an  Eastern  sultan,  that  "  he  who  finds  himself  in  a 
fire  ought  to  be  resigned  to  the  Divine  will ;  but  whoever  is  out  of 
the  fire  ought  to  be  careful,  and  keep  himadf  in  his  happy  state." 
Thus  iai  he  thought  with  Mahomet ;  so  he  put  on  his  hat  and  sal- 
lied forth,  leaving  Mrs.  Jennings  in  undisputed  posseuion  of  his  bed. 
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Whether  this  argued  a  n ant  of  taste,  or  was  only  a  chastening  of  the 
spirit,  we  will  nut  attempt  to  define  ;  bat  certain  it  is  he  went  out, 
and  the  widow,  finding  her  efforts  ineffectual,  did  the  ditto. 

Days  passed,  and  so  did  Mrs.  Jennings  the  house ;  the  senant- 
niaid,  with  a  prudent  induEtry,  answering  the  door  in  the  area.  Bull- 
finch (in  a  money-getting  lane  in  the  City  the  curious  reader  will  see 
the  Co.  written  at^r  it)  was  a  merchant ;  and  as,  in  the  onUnory 
course  of  things,  it  is  necessary  to  emerge  into  the  streets  previously 
to  reaching  the  place  "  where  merchants  most  do  congregate,"  what 
was  to  be  done  ? — for  never  did  cat  watch  a  rat-hole  more  patiently, 
more  hungrily,  than  the  widow  the  doorway  of  his  house.  His  mo- 
desty was  not  widow-proof;  and  tiie  only  way  to  shun  her,  waa  by  « 
back-door,  which  opened  into  a  mews:  patiently  picking  his  way 
through  mire  and  dirty  straw,  did  Theophilus,  cursing  widows  and 
poppies,  wend  his  way  ;  whilst  she — patience  had  ceased  to  be  a  vir- 
tue— vowed  vengeance  in  the  streets. 

On  a  wet  day,  a  day  of  gloom  and  splash, — the  streets  nmnii^ 
rivers,  and  the  skies  shedding  drops  like  pebbles,— the  passengers 
dripping,  drenching,— and  the  New  Police,  all  love  and  oilBkin,  shel- 
tering themselves  under  doors  and  gateways, — sat  TheophUus  Bull- 
finch, Esq.  in  his  easy-chair,  brightening  the  blaze  of  a  warm  fire  by 
a  firesh  "  stir,"  smugly  sipping  his  wine,  and  in  the  uprising  of  his 
heart  wishing  confusion  to  all  widows,  and  devoting  a  full  glass  to 
the  particular  condemnation  of  Mrs.  Jennings.  Every  now  and  then 
he  cast  an  eye  to  the  patting  rain  and  floating  streets,  and  thanked 
Heaven  whicli  had  set  the  fruits  of  fortune  ripened  for  his  plucdJi^, 
and  given  him  that  which  made  life  like  a  full  cup,  that  he  could  drink 
firom,  nor  tire  of.     He  sat  in  "contemplation  sweeL" 

"  Whence  comes  that  knocking  ?"  he  might  have  said,  had  not  the 
servant-maid  saved  him  the  trouble,  by  saying  a  young  man  wanted 
to  see  him. 

"  Me  I"  ejaculated  Theophilus. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  was  the  reply ,  and,  after  much  scrubbing  on  the  door- 
mat, in  a  vain  endeavour  to  rub  his  boots  clean,  the  yoitng  tiua*  was 
shown  up,  soaked  to  the  skin,  and  dripping  like  a  watering-poL 
Theophilus  opened  his  eyes ;  the  young  man  took  the  same  liberty 
with  his  mouth,  and  inquired  if  his  name  was  Bullfinch  7  The  answer 
was  !n  the  affirmative.  A  chair  was  set ;  the  servant  left  the  room, 
and,  looking  at  the  muddy  footsteps  on  the  stair-carpeta,  uttered 
sundry  pretty  little  sayings  about  "  dirty  feet,"  "  her  trouble  in  the 
momingj"  &c.  and  retailed  her  complaints  to  the  goddess  of  the 
kitchen. 

The  young  man  commenced  by  saying  be  had  brought  a  little 
account. 

"  And  a  great  deal  of  wet,"  gently  murmured  Theof^ilus.  "  A 
little  account  I"  ' 

■'  Yes,  sir, — for  board  and  lod^ng." 

Bullfinch  opened  bis  eyes  still  wider,  and  echoed  "  Board  and 
lodging!" 

"  The  bill,  sir,  is  four-and-twenty  pounds." 

Another  echo,  and  still  higher  uplifting  of  the  eyebrows :  "  Where 
do  you  come  from  7" 

"  Blackheath,  sir." 
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"  Blockheath  I     What !  tArou^  the  rain  7" 

The  young  maa  Tentured  s  smile  as  he  replies),  "  No,  sir ;  I  wish  I 
had." 

"  Board  and  lodging ! — you  must  have  made  a  mistake." 

"  Oh  oo,  sir,"  said  &e  young  man ;  "  here  is  the  bill) — twenty^four 
weekst  at  a  pound  a-week,  as  a  parloui-boarder,  at  Mrs.  Twig's  esta- 
blishment for  young  ladies." 

Theophilus  looked  suspiciously  at  his  silver  spoons,  and  eyed  the 
bell-rope.  But  a  new  light  seemed  to  break  upon  him  at  the  mention 
of  the  word  "establishment,"  as  he  replied, 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  good  sir,  the  '  establishment '  you  come  from  is 
in  St.  Geoi^'s  Fields,  I  a  parlour-boarder  at  a  young  ladies' 
school r 

"  No,  sir ;  not  you." 

"  Who  then  ?"  cried  Theophilus. 

"  Mrs.  Jennings,  sir," 

"  Mrs.  Who!" 

"  Jennings,  sir," 

Bullfinch  sunk  back  into  his  tcneasy-chair,  "  Mrs.  Jennings  I — Mrs. 
Devil  r  and  in  the  bitterness  of  his  spleen  he  deemed  her  no  lees  a 

Eersonage.  "  Mrs. "  The  word,  like  Macbeth's  amert,  "  stuck  in 
is  throat." 

There  was  a  pause.  At  length,  plucking  his  courage  by  the  ears, 
be  continued  ;  "  And  do  you  expect  me  to  pay  for  this  old  -  1" 
We  omit  the  word ;  do  lady  admires  being  likened  to  a  dog. 

"  If  you  please,  air,  I  have  put '  paid '  to  the  biU." 

"  That 's  lucky,  for  it 's  the  only  way  you  '11  ever  have  the  satisfac- 
tion of  seeing  it  'paid.'  Four-and- twenty  pounds  I — not  so  many 
&rthings  1"  but  the  goodness  of  his  disposition  got  the  better  of  bis 
anger  as  he  added,  "  unless  to  buy  her  a  rope." 

It  is  needless  to  dwell  longer  upon  this  occurrence,  further  than  by 
saying,  that  the  "young  maa,"  finding  the  bill  not  in  a  way  of  being 
"setued,"  or  Mrs.  Jennings  either,  took  his  beaver,  or— we  like  to  be 
particular — his  four-and-ninepenny,  no  longer  a  hat,  but  a  piece  of 
omanaented  brown  paper  in  a  fine  state  of  decomposition,  and  was  in 
the  act  of  leaving  the  room,  when  rat  I  tat !  tat  I  went  the  door,  and 
another  young  man  was  announced  with  a  bill  for  acceptance,  drawn 
by  Mewrs.  Lutestring  &  Co.  for  silks,  flannels,  &c.  supplied  to— Mrs. 
Jennings  !  Monsieur  Tonson  was  nothing  to  this  !  Another  knock, 
and  a  female  was  ushered  up  with  a  yard-long  bill  for  millinery,  &c 
done  for.— Mrs.  Jennings  I  The  "  Storm"  upon  the  grand  piano  was 
a  mere  puff  to  that  raised  by  Bullfinch.  He  swore,  raved,  ordered 
them  IVom  bis  house,  and  finally,  thrusting  his  head  between  his 
hands,  groaned  a  bitter  groan,  and,  smiting  his  brow,  cried,  '■  Oh,  that 
d— d  poppy  I" 

The  following  morning,  a  suspicious-looking  person,  of  a  pick- 
pockety  exterior,  and  belonging  to  a  similar  industrious  calling — be 
was  a  lawyer's  clerk-^knockeu  at  the  knocker  of  Theophilus  Bull- 
finch, and  with  that  gentlemanly  ease  and  accomplished  manner  so 
peculiar  to  young  men  in  the  law,  handed  to  the  aforesaid  personage 
a  letter,  prettily  worded,  and  headed  "  Jennings  vertiu  Bullfinch." 
It  was  a  notice  of  action  for  "  breach." 

Tremble,  oh,  ye  bachelors !— and  oh,  ye  spinsters!  smirk  in  the 
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hope  of  one  day  convincing  the  world  yon  ow^  to  have  been  mar- 
ried. Mrs.  Jenningi  was  of  the  same  opinion,  and,  in  ■  Bfurit  of 
justice  to  her  sex,  put  her  case  into  (he  hands  of  Messrs.  Twist  and 
Straber,  as  respectable  a  finn  as  ever  undertook  a  "  breach  of  pro- 
mise case."  It  is  needless  to  say  they  issued  their  processes  witb 
becoming  expedition ;  and  Bullfinch,  sordy  galled,  mastered  bis  anti- 
pathy,— we  cannot  bat  think  a  very  foolish  one, — and  if)plied  to  an 
attorney  I — in  the  hope — men  catch  at  straws — that  an  attorney  miffit 
be  an  bonest  man  I  Alas  [  that  a  person  of  his  years  should  not 
have  more  vrisdom  I — It  is  perhaps  necessary  to  inform  tbe  reader 
that  the  damages  were  laid  at  five  thousand  pounds, 

Tlie  day  of  trial  arrived.  Hieophilus,  with  a  blushing  face  and 
tremulous  heart,  squeezed  himself  into  a  seat  beside  his  legal  ad- 
viser j  his  eyes  upon  the  fioor,  and  his  hands  feelingly  placed  in  his 
pockets.  He  fancied  all  eyes  bent  on  his,  and  smarten  under  them 
as  they  were  burning-glasses.  By  degrees  hie  timidity  abated,  and 
at  the  bustle  occasioned  by  the  judge  coming  into  cotut  had  ao  far 
summoned  coiu-age  as  to  raise  bis  eyes.  They  met,  "  gently  beam- 
ing," the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Jennings,  who  was  seated  in  the  gallery.  He 
would  rather  have  looked  on  a  wolf's;  but  a  sort  of  feacination, 
as  birds  feel  looking  at  serpents,  kept  them  fixed, — nailed  to  the  eyes 
of  what  seemed  to  him  his  evil  genius ;  whilst  she,  with  the  bland  loolc 
of  injured  innocence,  jerked  a  flew  tears  into  her  eyts,  and,  taking 
out  her  pocket-handkerchief, — a  clean  one  for  the  occasion, — wep^ 
that  is,  she  appeared  to  do  so;  but  a  woman's  tears,  like  her  orna- 
ments, are  not  always  real- 
She  looked,  and  Bullfinch  spell-bound  met  her  gaxe ;  but,  as  B 
fnend  of  ours  once  said,  '■  He  gave  ber  a  look !" 

The  proceedings  commenced.  The  learned  counsel  opened  the 
case  by  enlarging  upon  "  the  enormity  of,  the  defendant's  crime,  and 
the  plaintiff's  unprotected  state;  a  crime,"  the  learned  couitsel  went 
on  to  say,  "  unptu^eled  in  the  annals  of  the  law ;  a  crime,  ray  lord 
and  gentlemen,  which  breaks  into  the  peace  of  families,  and  takes 
from  the  lovely  and  the  virtuous  that  jewel  no  weahh  can  barter, — 
her  reputation,  gentlemen,  her  unspotted,  her  unblushing  reputation ! 
Not  that  I  would  be  understood  to  accuse  the  defendant  of  seduction. 
No,  gentlemen ;  the  lady  whose  case  I  am  pleading  is  too  &ir  a  flower 

to  be  hurt  by  his  calumniating  breath ! — she  is " 

Here  Theophilus  uttered  a  word ;  we  are  grieved  we  cannot  re- 
peat it ;  but  the  officer  of  the  court  bawled  "  Silence  I"  in  so  loud  a 
tone  as  completely  to  drown  it.     The  learned  counsel  continued : 

"  Yes,  my  lord  and  gentlemen,  the  defendant — I  blush,  gentlemen, 
I  blush,"  and  the  learned  counsel  was  evidently  overcome  with  the 
novelty  of  his  situation, — "  the  defendant  is  a  man,"  he  resumed, 
*<past  the  intoxicating  meridian  of  life,  when  the  feelings  of  youth 
flutter  like  bees  sipping  flowers  of  the  fairest  hue.    He  has  proved 


Another  ejaculation  from  Theophilus,  and  again  the  officer  "Si- 
lence'd  I" 

"  He  has  proved  himself  a  monster  of  the  blackest  dye, — a  r^tile 
who  ought  to  be  crushed  off  tbe  &ce  of  the  earth  I  C^  gratlemen, 
did  you  but  know  the  lady  as  I  do, — have  known  the  saactity  of  her 
private  life,  and  the  ethereal  nature  of  her  puUtc  one :  her  loveliness. 
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her  virgiii  excdlence,  belove^b^  rdatkUs,  idolned  by  ber  family  I" 
The  la£es  in  the  gallery  were  visibly  affected,  and  iooked  daggers  at 
the  brute  of  a  defendant.  The  counsel,  after  a  pause,  resumed: 
"  This,  gentlemen,  is  the  being  for  whom  1  am  to  plead.  English- 
men wiU,  I  am  sure,  never  desert  the  ladies  I" 

The  juiy-box  felt  the  i^peal,  and  looked  proudly  dignified ;  and 
after  dwelling  for  two  hours  and  three  quarters  on  "  the  villain  who 
by  his  insidious  wiles" — Thec^failus  looked  patiently  unconscious  of 
his  Don  Juan  accomplishments  —  "  had  wormed  himself  into  the 
lady's  affections,  and  then  basely  leh  her,  a  daisy  on  the  stalk,  to 
pine  r  he  called  upon  them  as  husbands, — "  Think  of  your  wives," 
continued  the  counsel :  they  evidently  did,  and  looked  anything 
but  pleased;  and  urgmg  them  as  fathers  and  as  men  to  give  the 
plaintiff  Bucb  damages  as  the  enwrnity  of  the  crime  and  the  wealth 
of  the  defendant  warranted,  the  learned  counsel  sat  down,  evidently 
to  the  satisfaction  of  himself  and  all  who  heard  him. 

It  is  needless  to  dwell  longer  upon  this  interesting  trial,  as  the 
curiously  inclined  may  read  a  full  account  of  it  in  any  newspaper  of 
the  date,  and  therein  they  will  see  it  stated  in  evidence  how  the 
"  mutual  friend  "  bore  witness  to  Mr.  Bullfinch  picking  the  poppy  and 
paying  for  the  widow  at  cards,  Theo^ilus  had  often  accused  him- 
self of  the  f<^>  and  sundry  other  littie  etceteras  "  to?  numerous  to 
mentimi."  ifie  housekeeper,  in  being  cross-examined,  also  bore  evi- 
dence, though  much  against  her  will,  to  the  intimacy  of  the  parties. 
The  maid — women  invariably  hold  by  each  other — always  considered 
master  'gaffed  to  Mrs.  Jennings.  The  jury  seemed  to  think  so  too, 
and  returned  a  verdict  of— Tbe(^hilua  never  recovered  the  shock — 
five  hundred  pomids  1 

Ye  elderly  bachelors,  and  ye  bachelors  of  all  decrees,  hear  this 
and  pause  I  There  are  specks  in  the  sun  ;  can  you,  in  the  vanity  of 
your  hearts,  think  women  more  immaculate  F  Alas,  the  error  I 
Pause  then,  and,  whenever  you  play  at  cards  with  a  lady,  think  <^ 
Theophilus  Bullfinch,  and  never  pay  fos  your  partner ;  and  for  the 
nst  of  your  lives,  if  you  would  escape  acti(nu  for  "  breach,"  never 
pick  poppies,  or  walk  in  clover  with  widows  I 

"  After  all,"  said  Tbeophilut,  as  he  wrote  a  check  for  the  amount 
of  damages,  and  another  for  the  costs,  "  even  this  is  better  than  being 
bothered  by  Mra.  Jennings,  especially  as  she  wanted  warndxidy  to  eare 
/orJur."  H.H. 


HINTS  FOR  AN  HISTORICAL  PLAY, 

TO  BK  CA1,I.U> 

WILLIAM  RUFUS;  OR,  THE  RED  ROVER. 

Act  1. 
Waltek  Ttiiel,  the  ion  of  a  Norman  Papa, 
Has,  somehow  or  other,  a  Saxon  Msmma : 
Tbnq^  hnnble,  yet  far  above  mere  vtilgv  loons, 
"   'sasonofaSnb  in  the  RnfuidiagMiiM; 
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And  Kuce  hai  he  pkk'd  out,  lud  stuck  to  his  quiver, 

11m  utow  that  pierc'd  the  old  geDtlemaii's  liver. 

When  he  finda,  as  miarortunes  come  nrely  alone, 

lliat  his  Sweetheart  has  bolted,'-w)lh  »bom  is  not  known. 

But,  as  murder  will  out,  be  at  last  finds  the  ladjr 

At  court,  with  her  chaiticter  grown  rather  shady ; 

Thu  gives  him  the  "  Blues,"  and  impairs  the  dellgbt 

He'd  have  otherwiie  frit  when  they  dub  kin  a  Knight 

For  giving  a  runaway  stallion  a  check, 

And  preventing  his  breaking  King  Hufui's  neck. 


Sir  Walter  has  dren'd  himself  up  like  a  Ghoat, 
And  frightens  a  soldier  away  from  his  post ; 
Then,  discarding  hi*  helmet,  he  palls  bis  doak  higher. 
Draws  it  over  his  ears,  and  pretends  he  '■  a  Fiiar. 
This  gains  him  access  to  his  Sweetheart,  Miss  Faueit ; 
But,  (he  King  coming  in,  he  hides  up  in  her  closet, 
Where,  oddly  enough,  among  some  of  her  things 
He  discovers  some  arrows  he 's  sure  aie  the  King's, 
or  the  very  tame  pattern  with  that  which  he  found 
Slicking  into  his  ftlher  when  dead  on  the  groand  ! 
Forgetting  hi*  fiiDk,  he  barits  open  the  door, 
Bounces  into  the  Drawing-room,  stamps  on  the  floor. 
With  an  oath  on  his  toaRue,  and  revenge  in  hit  eya. 
And  blows  up  King  William  the  Second  sky-high, 
Swears,  storms,  shakes  bis  fist,  and  exhibits  such  uii, 
Tltat  his  Majesty  bids  bia  men  kick  him  down  stairs. 

Act  3. 
King  Ruros  is  cross  when  he  comes  to  reflect 
That  as  King  he's  been  treated  with  gross  ditmspBct; 
So  he  pens  a  short  note  to  a  holy  physician. 
And  gives  him  a  rather  unholy  coramissiou. 
Viz.  to  mil  up  some  arsenic  and  ale  in  a  cup. 
Which  the  chances  ate  Tynel  may  find  and  drink  up, 
Stne  enough,  on  the  very  next  morning.  Sir  Walter 
Perceives  in  his  walks  this  same  cup  on  the  allar. 
As  he  feels  rather  thirsty,  be 's  just  about  drinking, 
When  Miss  Faueit,  in  tears,  come*  in  running  like  wmking  j 
He  pauses  of  course,  and,  as  she 's  ihirstv  too^ 
Says,  very  politely,  "  Miss  F^  after  youf" 
The  young  Lady  curtsies,  and,  being  so  dry. 
Raises  somehow  her  fair  little-finger  so  bigti. 
That  there '»  not  a  drop  left  him  to  "  wet  t'other  eye ;'" 
While,  the  dose  is  so  strong,  to  his  grief  and  surprise. 
She  merely  says,  "  Thankee,  Sir  Walter  V  and  dies. 
At  that  moment  the  King,  who  in  riding  to  cover. 
Pops  in  en  pauant  on  the  desperate  lover, 
Who  has  vow'd,  not  five  minutes  before,  to  transfix  him ; 
— So  be  does, — he  just  pulls  out  his  arrow  and  sticks  him. 
From  the  strength  of  his  arm,  and  the  force  of  his  blows, 
The  Red-bearded  Rover  blls  flat  on  his  nose ; 
And  Sir  Walter,  thus  having  concluded  his  quarrel. 
Walks  down  to  the  foot-ligbis,  and  draws  this  fine  moial. 
"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 

Lwd  sober  lives ; — 
Don't  maddle  with  otb^  folks'  Sw«etheatts  or  Wivea  I — 
When  you  go  out  a  sporting,  take  care  of  vour  Gun, 
And — Nevar  ihool  eUUrly  people  for  ftin  l" 
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THE   VICTIH  or    IMPROVRUENTS ! 

It  was  on  a  fine  warm  day  in  June,  several  yeari  before  Beulah  Spa 
waa  invented,  that,  eviting  leafy  Hampatead,  and  airy  Highgate,  and 
woody  Horncey,  John  Pooledoune,  with  a  party  of  compeniong,  sought 
the  delight*  of  a  rural  ramble  and  )»c-nic,  amid  the  sylvan  scenery  of 
Norwood,  or  the  journey  thither,  the  sporting  there,  the  banquet  on 
the  grass,  the  hilarious  after-dinner  bumpers,  the  casting  away  of 
bottles,  and  the  wide-spread  waste  of  orta,  there  is  no  occasion  to 
speak  ;  suffice  it  to  state,  that  the  frolic  and  profusion  attracted  a  visit 
from  a  couple  of  dark-haired  and  bright-glancing  GipsieK,  whose  so- 
journ was  thereabouts,  and  who,  though  reckless  of  the  present,  were, 
or  pretended  to  be,  deeply  read  in  the  future-  Their  appearance  added 
to  the  merriment  of  the  occasion ;  and,  with  that  natural  (mriosity 
which  belongs  to  human  nature,  our  revellers  agreed  to  have  a  peep 
into  futurity  palmed  upon  them,  at  the  small  cost  of  a  few  silver  coins. 
One  after  another  were  their  lines  submitted  to  Sibylllc  inspection; 
and  loud  were  their  laughs  as  the  pretty  "  brows  of  Egypt"  bent  over 
their  destinies,  and  told  of  coming  estates,  and  wives,  and  children, 
and,  sooth  to  add,  little  amours  and  indiscretions  which  nevertheless 
promised  pleasures  hardly  less  acceptable  to  the  expectant  listeners. 
At  length  it  fell  to  the  turn  of  Jack  Pooledoune,  who  was  indeed  so 
well  off  in  the  world,  that  he  bad  httle  either  to  hope  or  to  fear  from 
the  fickle  goddess ;  when,  all  at  once,  a  sudden  chdl  crept  over  tlie 
group,  "a  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  their  dream,'' and  the  hitherto 
gay  and  giggling  priestesses  of  mystery  assumed  aspects  of  horror  and 
dismay.  What  before  was  curiosity  was  now  intense  interest.  Whence 
the  cause  of  this  awful  alteration  7 — why  had  mirth  in  a  moment  given 
place  to  these  boding  looks  and  signs  of  terror?  Time  and  our  tale 
will  show ;  and  we  have  only  here  to  record  the  prediction  reluctantly 
wrung  from  one  of  the  distraught  and  shuddering  Gipsies. 

"  Oh !  strange  unfortunate  Fortunate  I"  she  exclaimed  a*  she  con- 
ned John  Pooledoune's  hand, 

"  By  making  rich,  made  poor; 

By  making  happy,  misenble ; 

By  amendiDg,  hurt ;  by  curing,  slain ; 
never  Lost  on  earth,  alive  or  dead,  yet  Found  by  numbers  ;  bodiless 
corpse ;  77u  Victim  i^  Improvement,  for  ever  to  improve ; — 
"  No  hsad  to  close  thy  eyes. 

No  eye  to  see  thy  rrsTe, 

No  pave  to  give  thee  rest, — 

STa«HOE  BeivcI 

Dead  ;  resembling  Death,  yet  keeping  thy  place  among  the  dead  and 

the  living ;  thy  end  shall  not  be  an  ending,  and  every  one  shall  know 

that  thou  art  and  art  not !" 

With  this  fearful  prophecy  the  Gipsies  took  to  their  heels ;  and  Jack, 
with  an  oath  at  their  impudent  mummery,  shied  half  a  half-quartern 
loaf  at  their  retreating  heads.  The  iced  punch  was  speedily  resumed ; 
but,  to  strong  is  the  hold  of  superstition  upon  us,  even  when  wine  and 
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punch  have  iniiiBed  a  ftctitioui  courage,  it  was  found  Impossible  to 
re-animate  the  convivial  feativa],  and  the  party  returned  to  town, 
ei^er  in  tilent  abstraction,  or  reverting  to  and  commenting  on  the 
oddnesa  of  the  Gipsy  foolery  I 

Old  Roger  Pooledoune  was  one  of  the  busiest  and  most  substantial 
of  hosiers  in  the  ward  of  Cheap ;  a  respectable  citizen,  whose  heart 
and  soul  were  in  his  business,  to  which  he  attended  from  morning  to 
night  M  if,  instead  of  toil,  it  were  pleasure ;  and  indeed  it  did  com- 
prehend the  mighty  pleasure  of  profit,  the  be-all  end  the  end-all  of 
many  a  cit.  Stockings,  stocks,  and  socks,  braces,  collars,  gloves,  night* 
cape,  and  garters,  were  all  the  same  to  honest  Roger;  and  he  would 
serve  his  customers  with  equal  cordiality  with  every  one  of  these  ar- 
ticles, from  the  price  of  a  grey  groat  to  the  cost  of  sterling  gold. 
Thus  he  dealt  and  throve.  His  shop  was  never  empty,  for  his  com- 
modities were  reputed  to  be  of  good  quality ;  and,  in  process  of  years, 
his  industry  was  rewarded  with  such  increase,  that  his  neighhourm 
declared  him  to  be  a  warm  man,  and  guessed  his  worth  at  no  less 
than  thirty  thousand  pounds.     Nor  were  they  far  wrong. 

Roger,  like  a  man  ignorant  of  Malthus,  had  in  Uie  midst  of  all  his 
occupations  found  leisure  to  court  and  win  a  wife ;  and,  in  due  pro- 
cess, a  certain  portion  of  the  stock  in  the  warehouse,  namely,  some 
very  small  socks,  gaiters,  &c.  had  to  be  transferred  gratu  to  the  nur- 
sery, where  Isabella,  Matilda,  and  Margaret,  and  last,  John  Poole- 
doune, the  only  son,  the  fruits  of  his  marriage-bed,  required  sucfa 
equipments  from  their  fund  fother, — the  fonder  in  consequence  of  the 
last  family  event  having  made  him  a  widower.  Twenty  years  had 
elapsed  since  that  periodof  mingled  joy  and  woe,  of  birth  and  death, — 
the  conjunction  of  the  two  extremes  of  human  life, — when  it  occurred 
to  the  corporation  of  the  city  of  London  that  it  would  he  a  vast  im- 
provement in  the  approaches  thereto,  and  accommodation  to  the  traffic 
thereof,  to  have  a  new  bridge  thrown  across  the  bosom  of  old  Father 
Thames,  just  where  it  suited  a  company  of  keen-sighted,  speculative, 
and  money-making  gentry  to  have  that  operation  performed  for  the 
public  and  their  own  benefit.  It  so  happened  that  the  site  so  agree- 
able to  them  was  exceedingly  disagreeable  to  Roger  Pooledoune,  in- 
asmuch as  it  created  a  necessity  for  carrying  a  street,  as  it  were  the 
string  of  a  bow,  direct  to  the  bridge,  not  only  leaving  his  shop  at  the 
farthest  bend  of  the  said  bow,  but  plunging  it  into  an  unfrequented 
valley,  or  cui  de  toe,  at  which  it  was  irksome  to  look  from  the  popular 
balustrades  of  the  recent  direct  and  splendid  erections.  Old  Roger, 
it  is  true,  claimed  and  received  a  handsome, — a  very  handsome,  and 
neighbourly,  and  citizen-like  compensation :  for  his  loss  in  the  duly 
sale  of  nightcaps  and  garters  was  estimated  at  the  sum  of  fourteen 
thousand  eight  hundred  and  seventy-seven  pounds  sixteen  shillings 
and  fivepence  three  forthings :  but,  like  Othello,  his  occupation  was 
gone.  The  money  obtained  in  a  lump  was  not  like  the  money  gained 
by  slow  and  minute  degrees.  He  became  uncomfortable,  uneasy, 
irritable ;  he  would  gaze  up  towards  the  new  street  to  the  new  brid{^ 
and,  counting  the  passing  crowds,  would  calculate  on  the  proportional 
passing  demand  for  ready-made  hosiery  of  every  description.  The 
whole  was  diverted  into  another  channel :  he  could  not  bear  the  sigbt, 
he  could  not  endure  the  idea;  and  so  he  pined,  and  he  sickened,  and 
he  died,  for  want  of  a  brisk  retail. 


jM,Googlc 


JOHN  POOLEDOOBE.  601 

The  dispoBitioD  of  the  defunct  hoaier's  property  was  such  u  might 
be  expected  from  a  wealthy  and  prudent  tradesman.  He  had  sunk 
the  fourteea  thouiand  and  odd  pounds  in  annuities  on  his  three 
daughters,  and  so  tied  them  up,  that  none  but  themselves — aor  bro- 
ther, nor  friend,  nor  husband,  nor  lover — could  receive  the  half- 
yearly  dividends ;  and,  if  loan  ormortgage  were  attempted  upon. them, 
they  were  forfeited  for  ever.  Thus  were  they  provided  wiUi  inalien- 
able competencies  for  the  terms  of  tlieir  natural  lives.  To  John  was 
left  the  residue,  which,  when  the  good  will  of  the  shop  was  with 
good  will  disposed  of  for  nothing,  everything  else  settled,  and  affairs 
wound  up,  was  ascertained  to  amount  to  the  neat  round  sum  of  two- 
and-thirty  thousand  pounds ;  and  th\is  warmly  provided,  the  gipsy- 
fore  doomed  Victim  of  Improvements  began  the  world,  his  own  master, 
and  for  himself  alone. 

John  Pooledoune  had  received  what  is  called  a  first-rate  "  commer- 
cial and  classical  education,"  at  a  boarding-school  near  Deptford, 
where  these  identical  words  were  painted  in  capital  letters  on  a  board 
which  ran  along  the  entire  facade  of  the  building.  He  had  thus  been 
prepared  for  more  general  and  severer  pursuits ;  and  accordingly, 
about  that  era  when  the  first  drum  was  beat  for  the  March  of  Intel- 
lect, he  enrolled  himself  in  the  ranks  for  the  diffusion  of  knowledge, 
aod,  to  speak  comparatively,  soon  reached  the  distinction  of  a  halbert 
in  the  cause.  He  became  a  leading  man  in  the  Mechanics'  Institutes, 
attended  lectures  on  every  possible  subject  at  least  five  evenings  in 
every  week,  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Arts  and  of  the 
Statistical  Society,  joined  the  British  Association  at  Bristol,"  and,  in 
fine,  adopted  the  most  admired  course  to  become  a  utilitarian  of  the 
first  water.  He  was  acknowledged  to  be  an  independent,  and  sensible, 
and  well-informed  individual ;  he  needed  neither  favour  nor  Assist- 
ance, had  plenty  of  ready  money  in  the  funds,  and  was  courted  and 
caressed  accordmgly.     He  was,  m  short,  a  faultless  monster. 

But  not  only  had  Fortune  been  kind  to  him  ;  Nature  was  equally 
liberal:  he  was  well-proportioned  in  lith  and  limb;  stout,  healthy,  and 
well-lookjng.  If  not  a  perfect,  but,  rather,  as  George,  the  Fourth 
would  say,  an  ungentlemanly  gentleman,  he  was  not  a  vulgar  ple- 
beian ;  and,  altogether,  hardly  ever  did  a  man  start  in  the  middle 
walks  of  life  with  so  fair  a  promise  of  prosperity  and  happiness.  John 
Pooledoune  had  the  silver  spoon  to  his  mouth, — the  salt  of  the  earth 
to  his  portion. 

With  such  qualities,  and  to  such  a  character,  inactivity  was  impos- 
sible. Inclination  and  means  led  to  projects  of  utility,  and  John  was 
determined  to  benefit  mankind  by  his  efforts  in  promoting  the  inge- 
nious conceptions  of  the  clever  and  the  "  talented,"  His  apartments 
were  encumbered  with  models,  his  chairs  and  his  tables  laden  with 
plans ;  nay,  he  even  &ncied  at  times  that  he  was  himself  an  inventor. 
It  was,  to  be  sure,  only  in  a  small  way,  but  it  kept  the  ruling  passim 
in  a  blaze  ;  and  when  he  took  out  his  first  patent  for  a  broom  to  eat 
its  own  dust,  his  ecstasies  had  nearly  laid  him  with  the  dust,  to  which 
he  was  thus  made  doubly  akin. 

It  is  wonderful  te  behold  how  many  of  our  species,  fiill  of  the  most 
extraordinary  and  indubitable  inventions,  from  which  indescribable 
riches  must  accrue,  languish  in   abject  poverty:  to  such,  a  Jtdin 

*  All  anachtonisms  are  wilful.    Witness  the  baod  of  ibe  writer  hereof  §^. 
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Fotdcdoiuie  »  a  godsend,  even  though  it  may  be  that  in  the  isaue  he 
ie  reduced  to  fratemizatioD.  He  was  the  friead  of  projectoiSi  the 
believer  in  perfectibility,  but  singularly  unlucky  in  aearly  all  hisjvB- 
dutakiflgt.  Of  these  we  must  mention  a  few,  the  leading  ioctdcnta 
(^  a  brief  career. 

We  have  alluded  to  the  patent  for  a  dust-conauming  broom,  with 
which  John  was  ao  marvellously  elated.  The  worst  of  it  waa.  that  it 
involved  him  in  a  law<suit  with  Mr.  Pratt,  who  clearly  proved  to  the 
judge  and  jury  that  he  had  perfected  and  patented  a  similar  beaosn 
five  years  betbre.  It  was  in  vain  John's  counsel  argued  that  bis 
broom  acted  transversely,  not  horizontally;  and  possessed  a  Tertical, 
not  a  rotatory  action :  in  vain  he  asserted  tliat  new  broocw  swqit 
cleanest :  the  verdict  was  for  the  plaintiff;  and  the  infringement  of  the 
right  to  use  a  useless  brush  cost  Mr.  Fooledoune  within  a  trifle  of  a 
thousand  pounds.  The  lawyers  and  attorneys  declared  that  it  waa  a 
shamefid  verdict,  and  advised  Mr.  Pooledonne  to  move  for  a  new  trial : 
but  he  had  sense  enough  to  be  satisfied  with  one. 

Misfortunes,  we  are  told,  never  come  single.  Like  crows,  if  yois 
see  one  alight  on  a  field,  you  may  be  pretty  sure  there  will  soon  be  a 
few  more,  and  probably  a  flock ;  and  so  it  tell  out  with  oui  hero's  mia- 


A  company  was  formed  upon  the  most  admirable  principlea  to  sup- 
ply the  metropolis  with  pure  water  instead  of  the  aboininatMin  hitherto 
imbibed  from  the  polluted  river,  the  grand  redpient  of  the  filth  of  a 
million  and  a  half  of  nasty  people.  It  was  to  he  brought  from  Ton- 
bridge  Wells,  laid  on  in  crystal  pipes,  and  supplied  with  a  bonnty  that 
defied  competition.  John  Pooledoune  became  a  laige  shareboldec 
and  a  director ;  but  somehow  or  other  the  stream  did  not  run  sntooth, 
the  crystal  pipes  broke,  and  so  did  the  company ;  and  John,  behtg  a 
responsible  person,  got  out  witli  the  largest  share — of  the  loss.  Uo 
next  embarked  in  gas  works,  the  most  proq>eroue  that  ever  were  de- 
monstrated by  calculations  and  estimates  on  the  tables  printed  by  the 
{MXijectors.  But  this  design,  alas !  also  failed  :  the  gas  dissolved  into 
thin  air  ;  and  another  troublesome  and  expensive  law-suit  proved  that 
the  thousands  of  tons  of  coke  which  had  been  consumed  were  utteHy 
wasted,  as  their  use  in  that  particular  way,  custom,  and  manner,  woa 
not  sanctioned  by  Coke  upon  Lyttelton. — See  Vaej/'i  Seporit,  di*.  4, 
cap.  d,  lib.  2,  page  ]. 

This  was  another  rather  severe  blow  upon  Mr,  Pooledoime,  who 
began  to  reflect  on  the  uncertainty  of  all  pursuit*  of  the  kind.  "I 
will  not,"  said  he  to  himself,  "  risk  any  more  considerable  sums  in 
such  plans.  Houses  and  lands,"  said  he,  "are  certain,  real,  viMble, 
tangible  property  :  I  will  buy  an  estate,  and  build  a  house  wpon  iL" 
Accordingly,  day  after  day  did  he  examine  those  oracles  of  truth,  the 
morning  newspapers ;  ano  particularly  that  portion  of  them  which  is 
Uie  truest  of  the  true,  the  advertisements  of  the  auctioneers.  Lm^ 
did  he  ponder  over  the  most  desirable  of  investments,  the  moat  eligflde 
of  sites,  the  paradises  of  nature,  the  soils  which  scantly  concealed  in- 
exhaustible mines,  the  views  of  hanging  woods  whose  trees  never 
changed  their  fruits:  long  did  he  balance  which  it  were  best  to  poi> 
aeas ;  and  at  last  he  was  fortunate  enough  to  be  allowed  to  purchase 
one  ,of  Ceorge  Robins'  most  extraordinary  bargains,  an  estate  which 
was  positively  "i  given  away."    It  waa  nevertheless  dear  enough  t»  Ibc 
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buyer ;  and  the  uUer  bad  not  w>  mudi  reawn  as  might  b«  iiugtiMd 
to  be  diiBadified  with  the  prodigal  liberality  of  his  agent  on  the  occa- 
sioD.  The  land  was  foimd  to  be  susceptible  of  do  inconsiderable  im- 
provement ;  and  the  charming,  picturesque,  indescribably  interesting, 
and  gothically  elegant,  fine,  ancient  mansion,  was  in  truth  little  better 
than  an  inconvenient  and  incongruous  pile  of  ruins.  But  as  Mr. 
Po<dedaime  bad,  firom  the  first,  intended  to  cultivate  the  earth  in  his 
own  way,  and  to  erect  a  mauntm  upon  his  own  design,  these  slight 
discrepancies  did  not  so  much  signify.  The  titles  were  actually  grod, 
and  old  Hnrlepoer  Hall  was  regularly  transferred,  made  over,  granted, 
and  assigned  to  its  new  proprietor,  John  Pooledoune,  esquire^  It  is  a 
proud  thing  to  be  an  esquire,  the  owner  of  broad  acres,  to  walk  over 
fields  you  can  csll  your  own,  to  speak  of  your  domain  and  your  coun- 
try  house,  of  your  Hurl^poer  Hall,  and  the  parts  and  appurtenances 
thereunto  pertainiug.  Never  did  Jcdin  Pooledoune  feel  so  elevated  as 
when  he  arrived  in  a  post-chaise  to  take  possession  of  his  beautifol 
estate.  It  was  only  an  amusing  drawback,  which  served  to  occupy 
his  time,  that  he  had  to  pull  down  the  old  hall  and  re-edify  it  in  a 
modem  style.  There  was  ready  money,  and  the  work  went  briskly 
on,  till  at  last  a  handsome  villa  stood  where  Hurl^poer,  or  at  least  some 
of  its  walls,  had  outbraved  the  winds  and  rains  two  hundred  winters. 
It  was  christened  Hosiery  Hall  by  some  of  the  poor  and  envious  land- 
lords round  about ;  but  it  was  nevertheless  a  very  pretty  place,  and 
constructed  on  the  moat  novel  and  approved  principles  of  architecture. 
The  fonndationg  were  laid  in  Roman  cement,  the  tunbers  were  steeped 
to  saturation  in  Kyao's  anti-dry-rot  composition,  and  the  roof  was  of 
patent  cast-iron.  Nor  had  Mr.  F.  during  the  season  been  inattentive 
to  the  cultivation  of  his  ground.  The  steward,  a  positive,  ignorant, 
and  impracticaUe  ass,  was  dismissed  the  service,  for  inuidng  upon 
sowing  wheat,  and  barley,  and  oats ;  laying  certain  portions  ftillow,  and 
turnip-cropping  other  parts.  The  squire  taking  aSairs  into  his  own 
hands,  the  farm-horses  were  sold,  and  a  wonderfully  perfect  steam- 
plough  put  into  operation.  Instead  of  turnips,  die  cow-cabbage  ' 
was  introduced,  and  room  left  about  every  plant  to  allow  it  to  ex- 
tend to  its  full  dimensions  of  from  eighteen  to  twenty-two  feet  in 
diameter.  The  corn-arable  was  converted  into  plantations' of  beet- 
root for  the  manufacture  of  sugar,  and  a  thousand  hogsheads  for 
its  reception  were  ordered  of  the  coopers.  Everything  went  on  to- 
lerably well  for  a  while,  except  the  plough,  which  alwayB  refiised 
to  move  up  hill  or  to  go  straight  on  the  level,  and  very  soon  denied 
motion  in  any  manner,  or  in  anv  direction.  Mr.  Pooledoune,  in- 
censed at  this  misconduct,  which  he  attributed  to  the  stupidity  of 
the  ploughman  and  the  malice  of  the  quondam  driver,  who  had  no 
longer  any  horses  to  drive,  and  consequently  went  whistling  along- 
side, occasionally  eyeing  his  useless  whip,  as  if  he  would  gladly 
apply  it  to  bis  master's  back,  in  a  moment  of  anger  took  the  stilts 
himself,  to  show  the  boors  how  it  ought  to  be  done.  He  poked  die 
fire  and  filled  the  kettle,  and  off  set  the  machine  with  a  run.  Un 
luckily  there  was  a  great  stone  in  the  line  of  the  furrow,  against  which 
the  plough  was  dashed  with  so  much  force  that  it  tilted  up,  and, 
throwing  down  its  unfortunate  bolder,  dashed  the  buming  coals  and 
boiling  steam  all  over  bis  body.  Dreadfully  scalded,  it  was  mastj 
week*  belbre  the  squire  was  suffici«itly  convalesceot  t«  leave  ha 
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tooih ;  and  when  be  did'wm  tf^  nslt  his  d-dnnmt  ^ce-ea  fieldit  it 
wai  u  a  cripple  from  the  Mvere  accident  The  meliuicholy  of  au- 
tumn, too,  was  upon  the  Bcene, — a  mclanciiolj  nntempered  to  him  by 
the  Bight  of  iwe^i  of  ripened  grain,  (the  yellow  goM  of  nature,)  and 
the  busy  hum  of  harveit.  The  Kaun  had  been  unuiually  dry,  and 
the  soil  waa  chalky.  Owing  to  thU  the  cow-cabbageB  had  not  flou~ 
rished,  and  only  one  here  and  there  was  Tieible,  and  about  the  ordi- 
nary eise  of  a  tailor'i  dinner,  though  with  plenty  of  room  to  grow 
lai^er  if  it  liked.  The  cultivation  of  the  beet-root  was  hardly  more 
■uocmaful;  idll  there  was  wherewithal  to  try  the  experiment  of 
augarimaking,  and  to  this  our  sanguine  hero  turned  with  bis  indo- 
mitafale  spirit.  The  process  went  on,  and  the  roota  were  crtuhed; — 
■o,  speedily,  were  his  hopes.  Twenty-seven  barrels  of  bad  molasws 
waa  the  produce  of  above  eight  hundred  acres  of  the  best  land  be- 
longing to  Hurlfepoer  Hall.  It  was  a  vear  of  dead  loss,  end  there  waa 
nodiing  left  for  it  but  to  get  througii  the  winter  as  comfortably  as 
possible,  and  prepare  fi>r  taking  the  field  in  the  spring  with  greater 
experience,  ana  a  more  improved  system  throughout. 

It  is  a  well-known  fHct  with  rt^wd  to  the  weather  in  England,  that 
if  there  be  a  balance  af  good  and  bad,  the  latter  never  fiuls  to  occupy 
itt  fwr  proportion  of  foulness.  As  die  summer  had  been  unnsu^y 
warm  and  dry,  the  winter  turned  out  anusually  cold  and  wet.  The 
rain  hardly  ceased  during  four  months,  the  country  was  a  swamp,  and 
there  was  not  even  enough  for  a  dry  joke  in  the  parish.  One  night 
the  storm  descended,  hail  was  shaken  and  lightning  glanced  from  the 
wings  of  the  mighty  tempest:  it  was  a  perfect  hurricane,  (for  hurri- 
canea  are  so  called  when  they  are  most  fearfully  outrageous,)  and 
Uew  great  guns.  In  the  miiut  of  the  rattling,  and  spouting,  and 
howling,  a  dreadful  crash  waa  heard  by  the  inhabitants  of  HurUpoo' 
villa  ;  the  walla  tottered,  and  they  rushed  fbrtii  in  nakedneas  and  de- 
speration. Nor  had  thev  a  moment  to  spare ;  for  the  Roman-cement 
loundalioni  gave  way,  the  anti-dry-rot  timbers  split  into  a  tbousmd 
splinters,  and  the  ponderous  patent  iron  roof  descended  with  one 
awful  and  crushing  demolition  upon  the  wrecks  below.  Poor  Fo<rie- 
doune  was  again  unfortunate.  Having  delayed  a  minute  to  save  an 
electrical  amiaratua  for  making  diamonds  of  flints  and  asparagus,  in 
which  he  had  all  but  succeeded,  he  was  struck  by  a  projected  mess  of 
the  broken  wood,  and  had  his  right  arm  very  badly  fractured. 

With  these  calamities  terminated  John  Pooledoune's  rural  experi- 
ments. Hurl^poer  was  soon  again  in  the  market,  but  the  value  of 
land  had  &llen  tremendously  within  the  last  eighteen  months  ;  andi 
tilough  the  auctioneer  did  his  utmost,  that  which  had  cost  twen^ 
thousand  pounds  so  short  a  while  ago  was  sold  for  eight  thousand 
pounds,  and  John's  whole  fi»'tune  reduced  to  little  more  thui  ten. 
Still  there  was  a  competency  ;  and  with  the  mind  of  a  projector  there 
it  always  contentment.  John  bought  a  small  ready-furnished  houses 
about  two  miles  out  of  London,  and  sat  down  under  its  lowly  slate 
roof,  and  all  his  troubles,  with  most  philosophic  apathy. 

He  engaged  in  lesser  speculations  with  the  same  araonr  with  which 
he  had  eml»rked  in  extensive  undertakings ;  but  the  doom  of  the  Gi|H 
aiet  of  Norwood  was  still  upon  him,  and 


"  By  making  rich,  made  poor ; 
By  making  bappy,  miserable ; 
By  amending,  kurtj''  •  ■  • 
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contioued  to  mark  hia  progress — his  progreis !— hii  retrograde  pro- 
gress  in  life. 

He  had  not  been  Httled  in  his  humble  abode  be^rond  the  first 
quarter,  making  discoveries  in  science  of  the  tuost  astonishing  descrip- 
uon,  when  a  railroad  between  Billingsgate  and  Blackwall  drove  him 
irom  his  home.  Private  interests  must  always  yield  to  public  advan- 
tages. The  road  went  right  through  Mr.  Fooledoune's  parlour;  but 
then,  when  completed,  how  easy  it  would  be  to  bring,  by  its  ready 
meaoB,  white-bait  from  the  water-side  to  the  city ;  and  how  much 
toil  and  expense  would  be  saved  to  the  citizens  in  having  their  feed 
without  the  trouble  of  journeying  so  far  for  it  in  the  heat  of  sultry 
summer.  The  greatest  affliction  to  the  individual  was  not  the  dete- 
rioration which  his  fortune  again  experienced  in  removing,  but  a  cala- 
mity which  had  almost  overwhelmed  even  his  steadfast  soul.  We 
hane  said  be  was  on  the  point  of  realising  the  most  amazing  disco- 
veries in  natural  science.  By  a  battery  of  unlimited  galvanic  power, 
continually  directed  to  stones  abstracted  from  St.  Paul's  Cathedral, 
Waterloo-bridge,  and  the  Monument,  he  had  ascertained  that  the 
(^urch  was  built  of  the  fiir  of  the  puUx,  the  bridge  of  butterflies' 
ftcets,  and  the  Monument  of  midges'  wings.  Indeed  be  had  obtained 
all  these  creatures  entire  and  lively,  in  the  course  of  his  experiments 
upon  decomposing  the  St.  Paul  pebbles,  the  Waterloo-bridge  granite, 
and  the  Mcmumental  free-stone;  and  the  only  difficulty  which  re- 
mained for  solution  was,  that  above  a  hundred  other  unknown  and 
undescribed  insects,  probably  of  the  antediluvian  world,  bad  been 
produced  at  the  same  time,  and  by  the  same  means.  It  was  hard, 
but  the  railroad  caused  the  destruction  of  this  theory ;  and  several  of 
the  retorts  being  broken,  the  revivification  interrupted,  the  reanimated 
killed,  and  the  whole  process  served  out,  Mr.  Pooledoune  never  enjoy- 
ed another  opportunity  for  demonstrating  these  incomparable  results. 
Thousands  of  years  may  elapse  before  any  other  experimentalist  suc- 
ceed to  such  an  extent ;  and  millions  of  men  and  philosophers  of  in- 
termediate generations  will  die  meanwhile,  ignorant  of  the  prodigious 
injury  done  to  science  and  to  John  Pooledoune  by  the  railroad  be- 
tween Billingsgate  and  Blackwall. 

As  we  descend,  we  diminish  in  the  eyes  of  those  to  whom  we  were 
distinguished  objects  whilst  dwelling  on  the  same  or  a  higher  eleva- 
tion : — do  we  not  really  become  less  and  less  P  Fooledoune's  pursuits 
coQtJnued  to  be  similar  in  character,  in  opinions,  in  expectations ;  but, 
ab  I  how  different  in  worldly  esteem  I  At  the  Mechanics'  Institutes  he 
was  no  longer  promoted  to  the  front-seats, — at  the  Society  of  Arts  he 
was  no  more  invited  to  deliver  his  sentiments, — his  little  contribution 
of  insulated  facts  was  unsought  by  the  Stadsticals, — and  the  British 
Association  was  too  far  off,  with  its  Edinburgh  and  Dublin  festivities, 
to  meet  hts  conveniency.  Yet  he  devoted  himself  to  the  confusion 
of  knowledge ;  and,  in  order  to  obtain  larger  interest  on  bis  fading  ca- 
pital, he  dabbled  in  Mexican  and  Payous,  and  Greek  loans. 

Perfecting  a  fulminating  powder  to  supersede  the  use  of  gunpowder, 
which  could  not  explode  except  by  the  touch  of  a  parUcular  prepara- 
tion, an  ounce  of  it  accidentally  ignited  one  day,  and  blew  out  his 
right  eye. 

.John's  hair  grew  prematurely  grey  with  such  crosses,  and  he  in- 
vented a  dye  to  render  it  beautifufly  Mack.     Most  of  those  whom  be 
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pereusded  to  give  it  ■  trial  were  torned  most  curiotislj  grixzle,  ptea, 
or  yellow  ;*  but,  perhapi  from  unng  on  inordinate  quantity,  hia  own 
tcup  was  utterly  removedj  and  hia  gcull  rendered  sa  bald  and  drilling 
aa  a  polished  pewter  plate,  whence  the  meat  had  been  removed,  but 
not  the  gravy. 

He  patroniaed  Mechi's  razor-atrops  and  Hubert's  roseate  powder,  in 
consequence  of  which  all  the  lower  featurea  of  his  face  became  a 
maea  of  purulent  oBence. 

He  toolc  to  an  infallible  dentJirice,  which  preserved  the  enamel,  and 
whitened  without  injuring  the  teeth.  It  was  a  noble  Bped6c,  and 
did  not  contradict  its  advertiaement :  but  all  John's  teeth  fell  out; 
and  though  the  enamel  was  preserved,  and  they  were  white,  his  gums 
were  exposed,  empty,  and  red.  He  supplied  hia  loss  with  a  set  of 
china  ornaments,  which  made  him  grin  and  nod  like  a  Mandarin,  bat 
with  which  he  could  not  eat  like  a  Christian,  nor  sleep  like  a  savage. 

John  got  poorer  and  poorer,  shabbier  and  shabbier,  sicklier  and 
sicklier.  He  had  been  blown  up  by  gas,  burnt  down  by  steam,  ruined 
by  railroads,  cursed  by  every  improvement  on  the  whole  pock  of 
cards.  He  was  crippled  in  his  limbs,  deficient  of  an  eye,  disfigured 
in  face  and  person,  and,  worse  than  worst  of  all,  his  friends  knew  that 
he  had  hut  little  lef^  and  less  to  hope  for.  It  was  not  four  years 
since  John  Pooledoune  had  begun  his  career  with  a  aound  constitu- 
tion, and  two-and-thirty  thousand  pounds  of  ready  money, — worth 
sixty  thousand  in  any  other  way  I  Surely  he  was  the  "  Vktim  o^ 
Improvement," 

Nearly  at  last,  when  seen  io  the  streets,  John  woidd  point  to  Us 
waterproof  shoes,  and  hat  the  better  tor  being  soaked  twenty-four 
hours  in  a  wasliing-tub  ;  and  one  noticed  that  his  ugly-looking  outer 
garment  was  a  proof  Macintosh,  and  his  patent  spectacles  set  in  cases 
of  india-rubber.  And  even  his  sorry  truckle-bed,  to  whitA  the  late 
squire  of  HurUpoer  Hall  now  nightly  sough  this  obscure  and  darkling 
way,  was  surmounted  by  a  patent  tick  (it  was  douUe  tick,  for  he  had 
it  on  credit  from  an  old  philosophical  crony,)  filled  with  hot  water, 
— as  had  been  the  brief  course  of  the  unfortunate  to  whom  it  could 
aiford  no  rest. 

Whether  from  the  Macintosh  preservative  doak,  the  waterproof 
shoes,  the  water-filled  bed,  the  india-rubber,  or  the  rubs  of  the 
weather,  we  have  not  ascertained;  but  poor  John  c»ught  a  horrid 
cold,  and  his  cough  was  sadly  aggravated  by  a  omtrivance  in  his 
chimney  for  consuming  its  own  smoke.  This  the  chimney  resolutely 
refused;  and,  like  all  other  quarrels,  got  so  incensed  that  it  would 
not  even  carry  the  imoke  up.  Cold,  asthma,  suffocation,  and  starva- 
tion, were  then  the  miserable  companions  of  the  quondam  wealthy 
John  Pooledoune. 

In  the  misery  of  his  heart,  the  wretched  man  took  to  drinking. 
T^al  resource,  under  any  circumstances,  must  very  quickly  have 
brought  on  the  crisis ;  but,  true  to  the  last,  John  resorted  to  patent 
British  brandy,  and  his  fate  was  aatonishingly  accelerated. 

One  dusky  evening,  in  a  state  of  inebriety,  the  ragged  pbiloaopher 
walked,  or  rather  staggered  out.  The  cool  air  breathed  upon  hi* 
fevered  brow ;  he  saw  the  streets  illumed  with  gas,  be  witneased  tbe 

■  Three  under  the  metamorplioies  were  called  by  their  .acquaintance,  tint 
Grey  Goose,  tbe  Merman,  and  the  Yellow-haired  Laddie.— Kole,  passiis. 
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smoke  ascending  irom  steaming  in  et,  and,  overcome  bj  hii  emotions, 
wjtea  a  Gravesend  steamer,  having  beautifully  run  down  another  ■ 
hundred  yards  betoir,  swept  into  the  Adelaide  Wbarf,  he  threw  him- 
self over  London  Bridge,  and  sank  in  the  disturbed  bosom  of  the 
silver,  insulted,  and  persecuted  Thames. 

Wearily  had  his  life  draped  on  for  many  a  day,  and  yet  it  was 
doomed  to  another  drag.  Before  he  had  been  two  minutes  in  the 
water,  this  last-mentioned  combination  of  cards,  creepers,  and  hooka, 
brought  him  to  the  surface,  having  caught  him  by  his  bald  pate,  and 
he  was  carried  ashore  in  a  sculler.  The  nearest  surgeon  bebg  call- 
ed in,  happened  to  differ  from  the  Humane  Society,  and  hung  hira 
up  by  the  heels  while  he  administered  stimulants ;  hut  John  had 
imbibed  so  little  of  the  element,  that  even  this  treatment  did  not 
kill  him.  But  his  look  was  deadly,  aod  he  was  so  debilitated  by 
the  medical  treatment,  that  to  be  restored  was  impossible  ;  and  toe 

parish  authorities  of  SairU  ■ ,  inspecting  his  sorry  equipments, 

became  alarmed  lest  he  should  die  where  he  had  no  business,  and 

t)ut  them  to  the  expense  of  a  funeral.  He  was  asked  where  he 
ived,  in  order  that  he  might  also  die  there ;  and  a  cart  being  pro- 
cured, under  the  New  Poor  Law  Act,  he  was  carted  towards  the 
dismal  abode  he  bad  indicated.  His  road  lay  along  the  new  street 
(o  the  new  bridge ;  and,  about  a  hundred  yards  down,  in  a  dark  ave- 
nue OD  his  left,  he  could  not,  though  others  might  see,  the  once  rich 
and  respected  tenement  of  his  father,  Roger  Pooledoune,  hosier  and 
dtizen  of  London. 

The  night  was  frosty  and  bleak :  John's  clothes  were  thin  and  wet. 
Had  he  been  taken  to  an  old  woman  instead  of  a  medical  theorist,  and 
dried  and  cherished  even  by  the  commonest  fire  of  the  parish  work- 
house, he  would  have  survived  his  "  accident ;"  but  the  law  was  im- 
perative ;  he  must  be  moved  to  his  own  parish,  and  he  was  moved 
into  the  parish  of  Eternity,— the  parish  which  holds  the  ridi  and 
the  poor,  and  Heaven  only  knows  how  they  are  provided  for.  Before 
the  cart  reached  the  "  Union,"  John  Pouledoune  was  a  corpse. 

On  the  ensuing  day  but  one,  a  coroner's  inquest  sat  upon  his  body, 
and  one  or  two  of  the  jurors  were  men  who  had  known  him  in  his 
prosperity.  They  could  hardly  identify  the  meagre  and  mutilated 
remains ;  but,  in  tenderness  to  the  officials,  who  had  killed  him  by 
doing  all  for  the  best,  they  returned  a  verdict  of  "  Found  Drowned." 

Not  being  conch ologists,  we  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the 
shell  in  which  it  was  pretended  that  John  Pooledoune  was  buried. 
lo  that  shell  no  muscle  of  his  ever  reposed ;  it  held  a  few  of  the 
paving-stones  of  the  adjacent  lane,  which,  if  John  had  been  alive  to 
submit  to  his  galvanic  battery,  would  have  been  demonstrated  to  be 
composed  of  bumblebees'  sacctiyrometers.  About  the  same  hour  that 
the  stones  were  interred  with  the  solemn  ritual  of  the  church  service 
by  the  chaplain,  the  body  also  furnished  the  subject  of  a  lecture 
by  tlie  surgeon  of  the  workhoune  to  the  pupils  in  an  adjoining  hoft- 
pital.  The  scull  in  particular  was  singularly  formed,  at  least  it  was 
so  declared  by  the  phrenologists,  who  were  allowed  to  claw  it,  and 
who  clearly  showed  that  the  bumps  (caused  by  the  watermen's  drags) 
nwe  organs  of  philoprogenitiveness,  amativeness,  and  destructivenese. 

In  due  time  a  perfect  skeleton  of  John  Pooledoune  was  scraped 
ahd  prepared,  aiid  placed  in  a  glass  case  in  the  museum  of  the  hos- 
pital. 


jM,Googlc 


008  THE    LEGEND   OP   MOUNT   PILATE. 

And  thug  wts  fulfilled  the  Gipsy's  prophecy.    He  was  "  by  curing; 
slain ;"  lie  was  "  never  lost  on  earUi,  alive  or  dead,"  for  be  was  drag- 
ged from  the  river  and  preserved  in  the  Burgeons'  hall;    he  was 
"  found  by  numbers  "  of  seoHible  coroner's  inquest  men  !  he  is  yet  in 
his  glasB  case  a  "  bodileu  corpse,  the  vic^m  of  improvement,  for 
«*er  to  improre  "  the  students  of  anatomy.     There  was 
"  No  liand  lo  elcte  kit  eytt; 
Noiyeto  lee  hiigroBe; 
No  grmttognxhimrtttP' 
He  is  "  dead,  resembling  Death,"  yet  keeps  "his  place  among  the 
dead  and  the  living."    "  His  end  has  not  been  an  ending,"  and  every 
one  who  inspects  the  hospital  collection  may  Imow  that  "  he  »  and 
it  not  r 

In  a  moral  magazine  such  as  Bentley's  Miscellany  it  is  naturally  ex- 
pected that  a  useful  and  instructive  inference  should  be  drawn  frmi 
every  tale ;  and  assuredly  ours  needs  little  to  point  it :  "  Mag  vx  aU 
be  pretervedjrom  ihe/eucmaiiofu  of  GiptieM  /" 


THE  LEGEND  OF  MOUNT  MLATE. 

SuFERSTiTioN  is  to  this  day  a  strong  characteristic  of  the  inha- 
bitants of  the  Alps.  A  reason  for  this,  is  easily  found  tn  the  various 
and  imposing  phenomena  of  Nature,  to  which  these  simple  moun- 
taineers are  daily  and  nightly  witnesses.  A  storm,  which  on  the 
filains  would  scarcely  attract  attention,  offers  at  each  instant,  in  these 
ofty  and  diversified  regions,  some  new  and  appalling  spectacle.  Eadi 
dap  of  thunder  finds  a  thousand  echoes,  and  is  reverberated  almost 
to  infinity.  The  lightning's  flash  plays  not  only  above,  but  about  and 
underneath  the  beholder.  Here  a  roaring  torrent  dashes  past  him 
down  the  precipitous  rocks,  driving  all  before  it  in  its  impetuous 
course ;  there  a  sudden  whirlwind  uproots  the  sturdy  monarch  of  the 
fitrest,  and  bears  it  aloft,  as  though  it  were  a  feather  on  the  breece. 
The  heavy  cloud,  which  one  moment  envelopes  the  poor  shepherd  in 
its  vapoury  folds,  in  the  next  is  seen  rolling  its  dense  masses  over  the 
lower  eaith,  hundreds  of  fathoms  beneath  his  feet.  Nor  are  the 
calmer  sublimities  by  which  he  is  at  other  times  surrounded  lets 
calculated  to  speak  to  his  imagination  than  the  loud  voice  of  the  bel- 
lowing tempest.  The  plaintive  murmuring  of  the  vernal  breeze  omtd 
the  lofty  pines ;  the  deep  silence  of  the  summer's  burning  noon ;  tha 
fentastic  changes  of  the  fleecy  cloud,  whose  fonn  is  varied  by  evei^ 
pinnacle  of  the  mountain  ;  the  hollow  and  mournful  moaning  of  the 
autumnal  gusts  as  t^ey  scatter  far  and  wide  the  falling  leaves;  the 
bright  beam  of  the  resplendent  moon,  across  which  each  jutting  crag 
throws  some  grotesque  shadow ;  and  above  all,  the  mist,  which,  rising 
from  the  pliuns  a  mere  mass  of  dull  and  dank  vapour,  here  first  a|>- 
pears  to  receive  life,  and  takes  innumeraUe  shapes  and  fonat,  ven- 
dible to  those  who  have  never  witnessed  its  airy  evolutions  I  These 
are  Ute  ever^varying  phantasmata  of  nature  that  pass  in  scenic  soc- 
cessioD  before  the  eyes  of  ^e  Alpine  peasant,  and  add  fresh  fiiel  to 
the  fire  of  his  superstitious  inclinatioos. 
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It  wu  in  Bcenea  of  this  tnapiring  character  that  OuUu'uir  hit  iha>- 
dowy  artnies,  his  warrior  ghosts,  his  fisionary  maida,  and  heard  the 
wild  music  of  their  aerial  harps.  And  although,  from  the  imperfect- 
ness  of  our  nature,  we  are  all  liable  to  have  "  our  eyes  made  die  fools 
of  the  other  senBes,"  yet  is  it  in  these  cloud-capped  regions  atone  that 
the  iltuBioDs  are  always  of  a  dignified  order,  and  that  poetry  spreads 
ber  veil  of  enchantment  over  the  dull  realities  of  life. 

Such  was  the  nature  of  my  reflections  after  I  had  retired  to  rest 
upon  the  night  before  my  intended  pilgrimage  to  Mount  Pilate  ;  and, 
having  made  them,  I  slept  soundly  until  the  bright  beams  of  a  July 
■un  darting  in  at  my  latticed  window  gave  me  notice  of  the  mornings 
growth.  I  arose  from  my  bed  of  leaves  and  rushes,  and,  strolling  forth 
into  the  open  air,  tasted  the  delicious  sweetness  of  the  hour.  Never 
do  I  remember  a  more  enchanting  prospect  than  here  met  my  view. 
It  seemed  as  if  Nature  had  proclauned  a  universal  holiday.  She  was 
abroad  in  her  gala  dress ;  while  Spring  and  Summer,  her  vernal  and 
blooming  handmaids, — the  former  lingering  as  though  loth  to  quit  her 
mistress,  the  latter  rushing  to  anticipate  ber  call, — appeared  on  either 
side  of  her,  and  strewed  her  roa^  path  with  freshaeu  and  fra- 
grance. The  dews  of  night,  gliitenmg  in  the  first  rays  of  the  slanting 
sun,  spangled  the  green  carpet  of  the  earth  ;  and  the  tall  pines,  ever 
the  first  to  greet  the  morning  breeze,  gracefully  bowed  their  dark 
beads  to  welcome  day's  return.  Far  across  the  intervening  lake,  tbe 
flocks  and  herds  were  seen  winding  slowly  up  the  mountain's  side  in 
search  of  their  wholesome  pasture  ;  while  the  simple  harmony  of  their 
bells,  mingling  with  the  wild  song  or  whistle  of  their  urchin  conduct- 
ors, came  upon  my  ear  oyer  the  still  waters  in  distant  snatches,  and 
formed,  with  the  loud  melody  of  the  feathered  minstrels  close  around 
me,  a  rural  concert  in  happiest  unison  with  the  scene.  A  tap  on  the 
shoulder  from  my  vener^le  conductor  aroused  tne  from  my  reverie. 
Our  preparations  were  soon  made ;  and  with  a  small  wallet  destined  to 
contain  tbe  necessary  provision  for  such  a  journey,  and  each  a  long 
staff*,  painted  at  one  end  and  hooked  at  the  other,  such  as  is  required 
for  the  ascent  and  descent  of  the  precipitous  paths  we  were  to  tread, 
we  commenced  our  march.  We  proceeded  first  to  Brunnen,  where 
we  took  water  upon  the  feirest  of  Switzer's  lakes,  and  before  sunset 
arrived  at  Lucerne,  the  town  from  which  it  takes  its  name.  The  next 
morning  we  were  again  afoot  betimes,  and,  as  we  jo^ed  along,  I  ob- 
tained die  result  of  my  companion's  long  gleanings  in  this  fruitful  land 
of  romance  and  superstition, 

"First,"  said  he,  "with  regard  to  the  name*  of  this  celebrated 
mountain.  Some  have  thouglit  that  it  obtained  tbe  designation  of 
MountPilate  from  a  tradition  of  its  having  been  formerly  peopled  by  a 
band  of  Roman  deserters,  who  sought  refuge  among  its  almost  iaac- 
cesaible  rocks,— tbe  Latin  word  pifa  having  been  often  used  to  signify 
a  mountain-pass ;  others,  that  it  is  a  corruption  firom  pilau,  a  hat, 
because  its  bald  summit  is  often  covered  by  a  comftlete  c^  of  clouds, 
—and  faence  the  old  proverb  so  often  quoted  'ta  this  coun^, 
" '  Qosnd  Pilate  a  mis  loti  chapeau, 
he  temps  sera  serein  et  beui.' 


*  Its  Gennan  name  is  Fremont,  from  the  I^tiD  words  **  Mom  fiactns,"  an 
•ppellatioa  natnnlly  bestowed  upon  its  brokcm  and  imgalar  summit. 
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But  the  exiflaDation  drawing  most  largely  upon  the  liberal  credulity 
of  the  simple  inhabitants  of  the  Underwald,  and  therefore  sure  to  be 
the  best  received,  is  the  following  amusing  fiible  : 

"  Pontius  Pilate  having  been  condemned  to  death  far  big  crimes, 
to  avert  the  ahame  of  a  public  execution,  committed  suicide.  His 
body  being  found,  was  by  the  enraged  multitude  fastened  to  an  im- 
mense weight  of  stones,  and  thrown  into  the  Tyber.  But  the  spirit 
of  that  noble  river,  outraged  by  her  waters  being  made  the  deposit  of 
BO  foul  a  carcase,  from  that  hour  rose  in  foam  and  torrent  to  resent 
the  injury ;  and,  interesting  great  Nature  in  her  behalf,  the  most 
frightful  storms  and  whirlwinds,  with  hail,  thunder,  and  lightning,  ra- 
vaged the  whole  country  from  the  Mediterranean  shores  to  the  oppo- 
site Adriatic ;  aor  did  tite  elemental  uproar  cease  until  the  terrmed 
inhabitants,  by  dint  of  the  greatest  exertions,  dragged  the  body  up 
again,  and  in  all  haste  caused  it  to  be  conveyed  as  far  as  Vienne  in 
Dauphiny,  and  there  anew  committed  to  the  deep.*  But  what  was 
the  consequence  ?  The  Rhone  would  no  more  suffer  such  an  insult 
than  had  the  Tyber ;  and  its  blue  waters,  swelling  with  the  indignity 
offered  them,  over€owed  their  natural  banks,  and  rushed  w'ith  head- 
long rapidity,  as  if  to  fly  the  spot  of  poUudon.  No  bark  could  live  an 
instant  on  the  tremendous  waves,  which  now  so  frightfully  disguised 
this  hitherto  calmly  majestic  stream ;  and  the  Dauphinois,  liLe  the 
Romans,  had  no  remedy  for  the  crying  evil,  but,  as  they  bad  done,  to 
rid  themselves  and  their  river  of  such  an  ill-omened  guest.  This  was 
at  length  accomplished :  but  the  noble  Rhone,  although  cleansed  of 
his  '  filthy  bargain,'  could  not  so  easily  forget  the  deep  affront ;  and 
yearly,  at  that  very  season,  he  has  ever  since  marked  his  undying 
resentment  by  a  repetition  of  the  same  angry  demonstrations.  Mean- 
time the  offending  cause  of  all  this  tribulation  was  secretly  transported 
to  Lausanne,  and  there  condemned  to  a  third  watery  grave.  Why  a 
preference  so  little  flattering  was  given  to  this  beautiful  spot,  is  not 
known ;  but  certain  it  is  that  its  inhabitants,  being  made  acquainted 
with  the  new  arrival,  presaged  but  little  good  to  their  ^ placid Lenum' 
fhnn  so  confirmed  a  disturber  of  the  silent  waters,  and  before  his  pre- 
sence could  have  time  to  create  its  usual  uproar,  and  thus  prevent  or 
impede  such  a  measure,  the  body  was  once  more  brought  to  land; 
and,  a  coui),cil  being  held,  it  was  then  determined  that  a  small  and 
isdated  lake,t  situated  near  the  summit  of  the  Frakmont,  should  be 

•  EusebEus,  in  his  "  Hiitoire  Eccktiaitigue,''  (liv.  ii.  chsp.  7,)  relates  that, 
aboat  forty  years  after  the  birth  of  Chriat,  and  under  Ifae  reign  of  Csiigula,  Pon- 
tius Pilate  was  recalled  from  the  KOverament  of  Judeato  IU»iie,  aod,  fearing  tbe 
consequeoces  with  which  his  conduct  was  threatened,  be  committed  suicide ;  bnt 
he  does  not  say  where  tbis  lact  occurced.  Nauclei  lells  us  thai  Pilate,  having 
been  baniahea  to  Lyons  by  the  emperor,  there  died  by  his  own  sword;  and 
other  authors,  among  whom  is  Otho  of  Frisinguen,  assert  that,  being  exiled  by 
Caligula,  he  threw  himself  into  tlie  Rhone  atVieune  ia  Dauphiny,  and  was 
drowned.  He  adds,  that,  according  to  the  slatement  of  the  inhabitants  of  that 
neighbourhood,  the  river  has  ever  since  thai  period,  at  certain  intervals,  beeo  «!• 
tremely  difGcolt  and  dangerous  to  narigatB. — (Vide  Pa  Chrotuque,  liv.  iii. 
chap.  13.) 

f  This  mountain  lake  is  situated  in  the  centre  of  a  small  forest  of  dark  and 
time-worn  pinei,  and  is  surrounded  by  bogs  and  marshes.  In  form  It  is  nearly 
elliptical,  being  one  hundred  and  fifly-four  feet  long,  and  serenty-eigbt  broad, 
and  it  is  in  no  part  more  than  foorfeet  deep.     In  the  year  1560  it —  "* 


jM,Googlc 


THE   LEGEND   OF   UOUNT   PILATE.  611 

the  cboseu  place  of  interment  Being  situated  at  a  good  forty  leagues 
from  their  city,  they  would  at  least  have  little  to  oread  fi'<«i  hie  6x- 
ture  operations;  and  the  bleak  and  barren  nature  of  the  soil  surround- 
iog  hi*  new  resideuce  would,  as  they  hoped,  neutralize,  if  not  entirely 
destroy,  his  baneful  influence. 

"  There,  then,  he  was  finally  deposited ;  but  soon  this  desolate 
region,  as  though  doubly  cursed  by  his  coming,  felt  the  dire  effects  of 
his  sojourn.  The  lake  itself  turned  black ;  and  its  surrounding  shores, 
iofected  by  the  noxious  vapours  which  it  now  emitted,  could  no 
longer  yield  a  wholesome  herbage,  but  became  one  huge  and  marshy 
■wamp,  where  the  rankest  weeds  alone  could  thrive.  The  surface  of 
the  water  was  covered  with  the  blanched  bodies  of  its  finny  inhabit- 
ants ;  the  water'fbwt  that  used  to  haunt  its  banks  no  sooner  came 
within  its  unbealthful  precincts  than  they  shared  the  universal  doo^ 
and  fell  dead  upon  the  earth ;  the  venomous  snake  lay  stiffrnaag  in 
the  sun,  conquered  by  a  superior  poison ;  and  the  slim^  Umi  expired 
in  a  vain  attempt  to  crawl  from  an  atmosphere  too  ftUA  even  for  his 
loathsome  nature.* 

"  The  peasants,  from  their  hamlets  in  the  Bcifhbouring  plains,  had 
marked  the  striking  change  in  the  appearaaee  of  the  mountain's  top, 
which,  instead  of  standing  out  clear  ^HMst  the  blue  sky,  was  almost 
always  enveloped  in  a  shroudy  mist,  or,  if  for  a  short  period  it  could  rid 
itselfof  that  encumbrance)  still  ayMUed  like  a  heavy  blot  upon  the  sur- 
face of  the  earth,  reflecting  no  sii^Te  ray  of  that  bright  sun  which  beamed 
on  all  around  it.  Coovioced  that  Buch  a  sudden  change  could  proceed 
but  from  some  supernatufri  cause,  a  thousand  speculations  were  hazard- 
ed as  to  what  was  actually  going  on  at  the  summit  itself;  and  at  length 
one  among  them,  more  hardy  than  the  rest,  set  out,  determined  to  ex- 

Silore  the  mystery.  His  presumption,  however,  was  awfully  punished ; 
i>r  although,  by  dint  of  an  eKtraordinary  courage,  he  returned  to  his 
anxious  friends,  yet  the  sights  be  had  seen,  the  (right  he  had  endured, 
and  the  bodily  exertions  he  had  used  to  quicken  his  descent,  were  too 
much  for  him.  It  was  permitted  only  that  he  should  relate  to  the 
throng  crowding  around  him  the  pestilent  appearances  of  the  once 
beautiful  little  lake,  and  then  ague-fits,  convulsions,  and  a  raging 
fever  ended  the  poor  wretch's  mortal  struggles. 

"  Whether  the  circumstances  of  this  intrusive  visit  added  fresh  fuel 
to  the  demon's  rage,  or  whether  the  moment  was  now  come  when, 
having  no  longer  within  his  reach  any  living  object  on  which  to  vent 
fais  diabolical  vengeance,  he  became  impatient  of  his  watery  incarcera-' 
tion,  certain  it  is  that,  from  the  very  day  of  the  luckless  villager's 
return,  new  sounds  and  sights  of  horror  and  desolation  startled  the 
whole  country  around.  A  hollow  rumbling  noise,  as  of  distant  thun- 
der or  a  stnoUiered  volcano,  issued,  with  scarcely  a  minute's  intermis- 
sion, during  the  hours  of  light,  from  the  mountain's  summit;  while  the 
deep  silence  of  midnight  was  suddenly  broken  by  shrieks  and  yells  so 

by  Ciiat,  snd,  according  to  his  account  of  its  dimensioui,  was  at  that  time  just 
oDe-thiid  lew  than  it  is  known  to  be  now ;  but  wbether  bis  admeasuiement  was 
defectire,  or  whether  the  body  of  water  has  actually  increased  sinci:  that  period, 
may  be  matter  of  doubt. 

*  Treatise  on  GzorcismB,  entitled  "  Malleus  Msleficanim,''  (a  Hammer  for 
Sorcerers,)  by  Felix  Hemmerlein,  Provost  of  Soleure;  printed  at  Frankfort,  in 
1SB2, 
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bideoin  sad  piercing,  that,  compared  with  them,  the  wv-wboop  of '« 
whole  nation  of  Whyndota  or  Cherokeei  would  have  seemed  toft 
miuic.  Thus  were  announced  to  the  affright^  listenera  the  terrific 
struggles  then  msldng  by  the  foul  spirit  to  burst  his  liquid  bonds.  At 
length,  one  luckless  mom,  he  succeeded  in  his  attempt  to  breathe 
s^ain  the  iree  air ;  and  hii  first  feat  was  to  celebrate  the  unboly  tri- 
umph by  a  storm  that  hid  the  sun's  face  from  the  world  daring  eight 
ana  forty  hours,  being  the  exact  nomber  of  days  of  bis  forced  sojounk 
in  the  Idee. 

"  It  seemed,  irom  his  remaining  afterwards  on  this  bleak  and  deao- 
late  statioo,  either  that  his  infernal  art  could  not  ccnnpaas  his  entire 
removal  from  the  mountain,  or  that  he  preferred  it  to  the  low  grounds 
on  account  of  the  advantage  which  its  elevated  situaUon  gave  him  (o 
direct  the  tempests,  and  with  greater  certainty  to  launch  the  firea 
of  destrucdoB  upon  those  particular  parts  of  the  country  from  which 
he  was  at  the  moment  pleased  to  select  his  victims.  Whichever  of 
these  was  the  caase  of  bis  stay,  he,  at  any  rate,  by  force,  or  by  choioe, 
did  remain  there  for  some  hundreds  of  years ;  during  the  whole  of 
which  period  be  continued  more  or  less,  and  by  every  means  within 
his  fell  power,  to  vent  his  undying  rage  upon  the  hapless  peasantry 
and  their  little  possessions.  In  the  midst  oT  the  most  terrific  of  tlw 
storms  with  which  it  was  his  custom  to  visit  the  valleys  below,  the 
[Aantom  himself  would  sometimes  be  for  a  moment  visible  to  one  or 
odier  of  the  terror-struck  shepherds,  and  then  some  dreadful  mor- 
tality among  his  flocks  and  herds  was  sure  to  be  the  lot  of  the  ludt- 
less  wight  fay  whom  the  apparition  had  been  seen. 

"  Once,  during  a  dreadful  hurricane  that  tore  up  the  largest  tree* 
by  the  roots,  and  scattered  ruin  and  dismay  abroad,  the  grisly  fiend 
was  plainly  seen  perched  upon  the  very  highest  pinnacle  of  his  rocky 
dominion,  in  desperate  conflict  with  a  second  unearthly  being,  wb^ 
by  the  violent  gesticulations  displayed  on  both  sides,  could  be  no 
other  than  his  once  mortal  enemy,  the  renowned  King  Herod.  In 
short,  nothing  could  exceed  either  in  variety  or  extent,  the  mischief 
caused  to  the  pastoral  inhabitants  of  the  two  cantons  of  Lucerne  aad 
Und^rwald  by  this  '  Lord  ofl&t  BlaA  MountaiTi,'  the  name  by  which 
their  demoniac  tormentor  was  universally  known.  It  gave  tbem^ 
therefore,  joy  beyond  expression  when  tbeir  good  genius  at  last  sent 
them  some  nope  of  deliverance  from  the  evil  povrer,  in  the  person  of 
a  pious  and  learned  doctor,  who,  being  informed  c^  the  devastation, 
i^eed  to  try  conclusions  with  the  imp  of  Satan,  Hub  chatopioo  ia 
the  good  cause  was  a  celebrated  brother  of  the  Rosy  Cross,  who  bad 
already  taken  the  highest  degrees  in  the  university  oi  Salamanca,  and 
who,  having  dived  deeper  than  his  fellow  students  into  the  mysteries 
of  the  lar-fiuned  Bactrian  sage,  possessed  a  reputation  that  placed 
bim  almost  on  a  level  with  Zoroaster  himself.  Like  a  good  alchrnust, 
gold  was  the  ultimate  abject  of  his  [^ilosophical  researches ;  and  for  a 
sufficient  sum,  (to  obtain  which  many  a  poor  peasant  was  deprived  of 
his  last  kreutzer,)  he  undertook  to  rid  the  country  of  what  had  been 
so  long  a  scourge  to  it. 

"  He  set  out  accordingly  for  the  conflict ;  but  alone  and  unarmed, 
having  refused  all  aid  or  guidance  but  such  as  his  sacred  mission  and 
his  hidden  knowledge  gave  liim.  The  combat  was  long  and  obstinate^ 
but  never  for  a  moment  doubtful.    Arrived  at  the  moontain's  simmit. 
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the  RouorucUn  took,  up  hiv  station  on  a  commanding  point  of  the 
rock,  snd  called  upon  the  phantom  to  appear  before  him.  This  simple 
sumnuuu  remaining  uDOoticed,  lie  proceeded  to  a  display  of  his  caba- 
lijtic  powers,  and  finally  brought  the  stubbora  offender  into  his  pre- 
semce ;  but  not  until  the  force  of  his  mystic  coDJurations  had  torn  the 
huge  fragment  on  which  he  stood  irom  its  solid  base,  and  left  it 
balanciog  on  a  mere  point,  where,  indeed,  it  may  to  this  day  be  seen, 
a  trembliftg  memento  of  that  awful  hour. 

"  Unable  to  make  bead  at^ainst  the  superior  prowess  of  his  i^po- 
nent,  the  malignant  spirit  sou^t  safety  in  tligbt,  but  was  pursued  by 
the  victorious  astrologer,  who,  coming  up  with  him  again  on  the  part 
of  the  mountain  now  called  the  Hill  of  Widerfield,  renewed  the  con- 
tent with  fresh  vigour ;  and  so  furious  were  the  attack  and  defence  on 
this  spot,  and  so  violent  the  arts  of  exorcism  to  which  the  reverend 
champion  had  recourse,  that  tlie  grass  beneath  their  feet  was  burnt 
up  as  by  the  fire  of  heaven,  and  has  never  since  reaivered  from  the. 
unnatural  blight.  Success  at  length  crowned  the  efforts  of  the  holy, 
father,  who,  however,  was  forced  to  consent  to  a  sort  of  honourable 
capitulation  on  the  part  of  the  vanquished.  It  wag  therefore  finally 
agreed  between  them,  that  the  spectre  should  return  to  hie  watery 
sepulchre,  there  to  remain  inactive  during  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
four  d^s  in  every  year.  On  Good  Friday  alone  he  was  to  be  per- 
mitted to  walk  abroad,  clothed  in  those  magisterial  robes  which  he 
was  wont  to  wear  when  living ;  even  then,  however,  pledging  himself 
not  to  overstep  the  limits  of  the  motmtain's  summit,  and  never,  unless 
provoked  by  previous  violence  or  insult,  to  do  harm  to  aught  that  had 
existence. 

"  This  settled,  he  mounted  a  coal-black  charger,  which,  as  a  ratifi- 
cBtimi  of  their  solemn  treaty,  was  presented  to  him  by  his  conqueror, 
and  which  on  startmg  struck  his  hoof  into  the  neighbouring  rock,  and 
left  to  all  eternity  its  huge  print  there.  Then,  with  a  noise  that 
resembled  the  hissing  of  an  army  of  serpents,  he  plunged  iuto  the 
take  and  disappeared ;  nor  has  he  ever  since  been  known  to  violate 
the  eDgagenReuts  then  incurred  by  showing  himself  to  the  world,  save 
on  tbe  anniversary  of  the  day  above  mentioned,  or  when  irritated 
beyond  his  bearing  by  the  language  of  i^use  or  some  overt  act  of 
aggression,  such  as  the  throwing  t^  stones  or  other  substances  into 
his  prison-lake,  llie  treaty  thus  broken,  he  has  never  Jailed  to  exer- 
cise the  power  still  left  him,  and  to  evince  his  anger  by  some  terrific 
storm  or  inundation,  which  would  shortly  afler,  and  generally  in  the 
very  midst  of  the  In-ightest  and  clearest  weather,  suddenly  proclaim 
his  sense  of  the  insult  offered  him. 

"  In  consequence  of  these  infractions,  by  the  ignorant  or  the  dis- 
obedient, of  a  treaty  solemnly  entered  into,  a  general  order  was  issued 
by  the  competent  authorities,  interdicting  all  persons  whatsoever, 
under  severe  pains  and  punishments,  from  making  the  ascent  of  this 
mountain  without  a  special  permission  to  that  effect  from  the  chief 
magistrate  of  the  district,  who  at  the  same-time  was  to  appoint  proper 
and  trustworthy  guides,  they  being  answerable  with  Uieir  lives  for 
the  attention  of  the  whole  party  to  certain  prescribed  rules.*  The 
ehei^erds,  too,  by  whom  the  lower  part  of  the  Pilate  was  peopled, 

*  Vadian's  Commentaries,  published  at  Vienna  in  1516. 
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were  obliged  erety  year  to  ^ipear  before  «  certain  tribimal,  &im1  to 
take  sn  ostb  that  thejr  wonld  make  no  attenqit  to  rieit  tbeK  prohibited 
region!.* 

"  Things  remained  nearly  in  this  state  until  tbe  event  of  the  Re- 
formation ;  after  which  both  Catholic  and  Protestant  united  to  reniOTe 
from  the  minds  f^  tbe  vulgar,  prejudices  which  ages  of  ignorant  habita 
had  t«nded  to  fix  on  them.  Among  the  rest,  in  the  year  1665,  one 
Mulier,  the  cur^  of  Lucerne,  having  appointed  a  day  for  that  pur- 
pose, and.  invited  all  who  were  willing  so  to  do  to  accompany  him,  set 
out  oa  an  expedition  to  the  summit  of  Mount  Pilate,  and  was  followed 
thither  by  some  hundreds  of  his  pari^oners.  Arrived  at  the  to 
much  dreaded  lake  itaetf,  he  proceeded  to  throw  into  it,  stones,  blocks 
ef  wood,  and  miasites  of  various  descriptions,  accompanying  the  action 
with  words  the  most  likely  to  provoke  the  wrath  of  the  redoubted  fiend ; 
but,  to  the  surprise  of  the  assembled  multitude,  who  had  beheld  with 
aflright  the  audacious  ceremony,  all  remained  silent,— neither  sound 
nor  sight  replied  to  the  daring  invocation,  and  the  sky  was  not  in  otm- 
sequence  overcast  by  a  single  cloud.  In  order  to  follow  up  the  par- 
tial light  which  he  had  thus  let  in  upon  the  darkness  of  ages,  the 
worthy  cur^  soon  afterwards  obtained  an  order  from  tbe  government 
at  Lucerne,  authorizing  the  drwning  of  the  lake  itself, — a  work  which 
was  actually  hegun  in  the  year  1594,  but  to  which  a  want  of  the  ne- 
cessary funds,  and  other  minor  causes,  put  a  stop  bef««  it  could  be 
entirely  accomplished," 

I  have  thus  repeated  at  some  length  the  fabulous  hiatories  which  I 
that  day  learned  during  our  long  and  laborious  ascent  to  the  summit 
cf  the  mountain  in  question ;  and  I  will  now  only  add,  that  the  various 
scenes  therein  nlluded  to,  as  having  been  the  theatre  of  tbe  phantom's 
exploits,  were  pointed  out  to  me  by  my  companion ;  nor  could  I  avoid 
perceiving,  by  the  fondness  with  which  he  dwelt  rather  upon  tbe 
superstition  itself,  than  such  refutation  as  followed  it,  that  bewes  him- 
self in  no  dight  degree  tinged  with  the  popular  belief. 


GLORVINA,  THE  MAID  OF  MEATH. 

ar   JAUK8  SHKBIDAN  KNOWLBS. 

Irbland  has  had  her  heroines.  Glorvina,  the  daughter  of  Malachi, 
king  of-Meath,  was  the  joy  and  pride  of  her  father,  yet  at  the  same 
time  his  anxious,  never-resting  care;  for  the  Dane  was  in  the 
land'  The  rovers  were  led  by  Turgesius,  a  voluptuous  prince,  though 
s^vanced  in  years.  Turgesius  approached  the  gate  of  Malachi  with 
the  smile  of  peace  upon  his  countenance,  but  with  the  thoughts  of 
rapine  in  his  heart.  He  was  hospitably  received  ;  the  banquet  waa 
spread  for  him  ;  and  when  he  was  weary  with  feasting  and  hilarity,  be 
was  conducted  to  the  Hcheat,  soAest  couch. 

He  had  not  yet  seen  Glorvina,  but  he  had  heard  of  her  surpassing 

beauty ;  and  one  day  he  requested  of  the  king  that  his  daughter  should 

sit  at  d)e  feast.     A  shade  came  over  the  brow  of  Malachi ;  but  he 

bowed  his  head,  and  it  was  gtaie-    With  a  timid,  yet  stately  step,  the 

■  ConierTOItnr  Snisse,  vol.  i*. 
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vir^iD  entered  the  hsll.  Thick  and  clustering,  and  reacbing  far  beloiR 
her  twering  waist,  bui^  her  auburn  hair  ;  her  eyes  were  cast  dowo  ; 
her  ftir  skin  mantJed  and  faded,  u  her  colour  came  and  went ;  and 
she  apake  not  ae  she  sank  in  modest,  graceful  obeisance,  to  the  saluta- 
tion of  Turgesius. 

The  Dane  had  no  appetite  for  the  banquet  that  day.  He  seemed 
to  be  conBcious  of  nothtng  but  the  presence  of  Glorvina.  Alarm  and 
ire  were  painted  in  the  countenance  of  the  king,  but  Turgesius  noted 
it  noL  He  never  removed  his  eyes  from  the  royal  maidi  they  wan* 
dered  incessantly  over  her  features  and  her  form,  and  followed  the 
movements  of  her  white,  roundly-moulded  arms,  as  she  accepted  tO' 
returned  the  cup  or  the  viands  which  were  proffered  for  her  use. 
Haughty  for  the  first  time  was  the  &ir  brow  of  Glorvina :  the  bold 
■tare  of  man  was  a  stranger  to  her.  Again  and  again  she  offered  to 
retire,  but  was  withheld  by  the  dissuasi<Hu  of  Turgesius,  seconded  by 
the  admonishing  glances  of  her  father.  At  last,  however,  in  ^te  of 
all  opposition,  she  withdrew. 

The  Dane  sat  abstracted  with  a  clouded  brdw ;  deep  sighs  came 
thick  and  stru^linglr  from  his  breast.  Malachi  tried  to  rouse  his 
goest,  and  succeeded  at  last,  with  the  aid  of  the  cup.  Turgesius 
waxed  wildly  joyous ;  he  spc^e  of  love,  and  of  the  idol  before  which 
the  passion  bows ;  and  he  asked  for  the  strain  that  was  in  unison  with 
the  tone  of  his  soul ;  the  song  of  desire  was  awakened  at  his  call ; 
and  as  it  flowed,  swelling  and  sinking  with  the  mood  of  the  fitful 
theme,  the  rover's  cheek  flushed  mwe  and  more,  and  his  eyes  more 
wildly  flamed. 

Turgesius  did  not  sle^  at  the  castle  that  night.  He  was  suni- 
moned  on  a  sudden  to  a  distance  :  oppression  had  produced  reaction. 
In  the  place  of  the  slave,  the  man  bad  started  up;  and  the  air  all  at 
once  was  thick  with  weapons,  where  for  months  the  glare  of  brass  or 
of  steel  had  not  been  seen,  except  in  the  hand  of  the  foreigner.  Out- 
posts had  been  driven  in;  large  bands  were  retracing  steps  which 
they  had  no  right  to  take ;  the  sway  of  the  freebooter  was  tottering. 
His  presence  saved  it,  and  the  native  again  bowed  sullenly  to  resume 
the  yoke. 

Ailer  the  lapse  of  a  few  weeks,  Turgesius  once  more  drew  near  the 
gate  of  Malachi.  Loudly  the  blast  of  his  herald  demanded  the  cus- 
tomed admission,  and  with  impatience  the  Dane  awaited  the  reply  to 
his  summons.  It  came;  but  there  was  wailing  in  the  voice  of  wel- 
come, and  the  visitor  felt  that  he  grew  cold.  The  mourner  received 
him  in  the  hall : — Glorvina  was  no  more  I  Turgesius  turned  his  foce 
away  from  the  house  of  death,  and  departed  for  his  own  stronghold, 
where  with  alternate  sports  and  revels  he  endeavoured  to  assuage 
disappointment  and  obliterate  recoUection. 

Dusk  fell.  Silent  and  gloomy  was  the  aisle  of  the  royal  chapel. 
Before  a  monument,  newly  erected,  stood  a  lonely  figure  gazing  upon 
the  name  of  Glorvina,  which  was  carved  upon  the  atone.  Tbe  figure 
was  that  of  a  youth,  tall,  and  of  matchless  symmetry.  His  arms  were 
folded,  his  bead  drooped,  he  uttered  no  sound ;  his  soul  was  with  the 
inmate  of  the  narrow  house.  He  heard  not  the  step  of  the  bard  who 
was  ^proaching,  and  who  presently  stood  by  his  side  unnoted  by  him. 
Long  did  the  reverend  man  gaze  upon  tbe  youth  without  attempt- 
ing to  acooet  him.    More  and  more  he  wondered  who  it  could  be 
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whom  sorrow  bo  enchaioed  in  abstraction.  At  length  the  Kp«  of  the 
6gure  moved,  and  a  sigh,  deep-drawn,  luhered  forth  the  name  of 
Glorvina.  No  stranger  to  the  bard  was  the  voice  that  fell  upon  his 
ear.  *'  Niall  1"  he  exclaimed.  The  youth  started  and  turned ;  it 
toaa  Niall.  He  threw  himself  upon  the  neck  of  the  hard.  The  flood 
of  the  eyes  began  to  flow :  he  sobbed  forth  aloud  and  incontinently 
the  name  of  Gloivipa  I 

"  Niall,"  said  the  bard,  as  soon  as  the  paroxysm  of  grief  had  a  little 
subsided,—"  Niall,  you  are  changed  in  form,  your  stature  has  shot  up, 
your  shoulders  have  spread,  and  your  chest  has  rounded.  Your  f^- 
tares,  too,  I  can  see  by  this  spare  light,  have  received  from  manhood 
a  stamp  which  they  did  not  bear  before  ;  but  your  heart,  my  son,  is 
the  same.  Niall  in  his  afiections  has  come  back  what  he  went.  The 
Saxon  has  not  changed  him,  nor  the  Saxon's  daughter ;  her  golden 
hair  has  waved  before  his  eyes,  her  skin  of  pearl  has  shone  upon  them, 
the  silver  harp  of  her  voice  has  streamed  upon  his  ear ;  but  his  heart 
hath  been  still  with  Glorvina  I" 

"  To  what  end  ?"  passionately  burst  forth  the  youth.  "  Glorvina  is 
in  the  tomb  I"     The  tears  gushed  again  ;  the  bard  was  silent. 

"  Where  is  your  prophetic  Psalter  ?"  resumed  Niall ;  "  where  is  it  ? 
Who  will  give  credence  to  it  now  ?  Did  you  not  say  that  Glorvina 
was  the  fair  maid  of  Meath  by  whom  it  foretold  that  the  land  was  to 
be  rescued  from  the  Dane;  and  that  I  was  that  son  of  my  house  who 
should  be  joined  with  her  in  perilous,  yet  happy  wedlock?  This  did 
you  not  say  and  repeat  a  thousand  times  ? — Then  why  do  I  look  upon 
that  tomb  ?" 

<■  Niall,"  said  the  bard,  "  have  faith,  though  you  look  upon  the  tomb 
of  Glorvina !"  The  youth  shook  his  head. — "  Have  you  yet  seen  the 
king?' inquired  the  bard.  Niall  replied  in  the  negative.  "Come, 
then,  young  man,  and  look  upon  a  father's  grief." 
-  The  bard  led  the  way  towards  the  closet  of  the  king.  The  light 
of  the  taper  streamed  from  the  half-open  door  :  and  as  Niall,  by  the 
«de  of  the  bard,  stood  in  the  comparative  darkness  of  the  ante- 
chamber, he  stared  upon  the  face  of  Malachi,  bright  with  a  smile  at  a 
lalse  move  at  chess  which  a  person  with  whom  the  king  was  play- 
ing had  just  that  moment  made.  Niall  could  scarce  believe  his 
vision. — "  Where  is  the  grief  of  the  fatber  ?"  whispered  he  to  the  bard. 

*'  Note  on  I"  was  the  old  man's  reply. 

"  He  laughs !"  exclaimed  Niall,  almost  loud  enough  to  be  heard  t^ 
those  within. — '■  Yes,"  said  the  bard ;  "  he  who  wins  may  laugh.  He 
has  got  the  game." 

"  And  where  is  his  child  ?"  qaculated  Niall  with  a  groan  so  audiUe 
that  Malachi  heard  it  and  started ;  but  the  bard  hurried  the  youth 
from  the  room. 

Niall  and  the  bard  sat  alone  in  the  apartment  of  the  latter.  Spar- 
ingly the  youth  partook  of  the  repast,  which  was  presently  removed. 
He  sat  silent,  leaning  his  head  upon  his  hand.  At  length  he  lifted 
his  eyes  to  the  face  of  the  bard ;  it  was  smiling  like  the  king's,  as  he 
played  the  game  of  chess.   The  young  man  stared ;  the  bard  Rmited  on. 

"A  strain  I"  cried  the  reverend  man,  and  took  his  harp  and  tnned 
it,  and  tried  the  chords  till  every  string  had  its  proper  tone.  "  Now  !'' 
he  exclaimed,  ready  to  begin.  'The  young  man  watched  the  waking  of 
the  lay,  which  he  expected  would  be  in  unison  with  the  mood  of  his 


jM,Googlc 


CLORVINA.  617 

soul :  but,  lo  I  note  ri^idU'  followed  note  in  mirthful  chase,  still 
quickening  to  the  dose ;  and  the  countenance  of  Niall,  overcast  before 
with  grie^  noir  lowered  with  anger. 

"  I  list  not  strain  like  that !"  he  exclaimed,  starting  from  his  seat. 

"  You  list  no  other,  boy,  from  me,"  rejoined  the  old  man  ;  "  it  is 
your  welcome  home." — '■  My  home,"  ejaculated  Niall,  "  is  the  t«Mnb 
where  Glorvioa  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death  !" 

"  The  Psalter,"  said  the  old  man  solemnly,  "  is  the  promise  of 
Destiny,  and  is  sure  to  be  fulfilled." 

"  Why,  then,"  asked  the  youth  sternly, — "  why,  tlien,  is  Glorvina  no 
longer  among  the  living  ? —  Why  in  the  place  of  her  glowing  cheek  do 
I  meet  the  tomb  ? — the  silence  of  death,  instead  of  her  »oice  ?" 

The  bard  made  no  reply,  but  leaned  over  his  harp  again,  and 
spanned  its  golden  strings.  He  sang  of  the  chase.  The  game  was  a 
beauteous  hind ;  esger  was  the  hunter,  but  too  swifl  was  her  light 
fiwt  for  his  wish.  She  distanced  him  like  the  wind,  which  at  one 
moment  brushes  the  cheek,  and  the  next  will  be  leagues  away;  and 
now  she  was  safe,  pressing  the  mossy  sward  in  the  region  of  the 
mountain  and  the  lake,  where  the  waters  mingle  and  spread  one 
silvery  sheet  for  the  fair  tall  heavens  to  look  into. 

Miall  sat  amazedl — conjecture  and  doubt  seemed  to  divide  his  soul. 
He  sprang  towards  the  old  man,  and,  throwing  himself  at  his  feet, 
Boaitihed  the  hand  that  stiU  lay  upon  the  strings  and  caught  it  to  his 
bosom.  Yet  he  spake  not,  save  by  his  eyes ;  in  the  intense  expression 
of  which,  inquiry,  and  entreaty,  and  deprecation  were  mingled. 

The  old  man  rose  and  stood  silent  for  a  time,  looking  down  benevo- 
lently upon  Niall,  who  seemed  scarcely  to  breathe,  watching  the  lipa 
that  he  felt  were  shout  to  move. 

"  Niall,"  at  length  said  the  bard, — "  Niall,  the  strength  of  the  day  is 
the  rest  of  night.  Fair  upon  the  eye  of  the  sleeper,  awakening  him, 
breaks  the  light  of  morning.  Then  he  springs  from  his  couch, 
and  stretches  his  limbs,  and  braces  them,  eager  for  action  ;  and  he 
asks  who  will  go  with  him  to  the  field  of  the  feat;  or  haply  betakes 
him  to  the  road  to  try  his  strength  alone ;  and  following  it  through 
hill  and  valley,  moor  and  mead,  suddenly  shows  his  triumph-shining 
face  to  the  far  friend  that  looked  not  for  him  !" 

The  bard  ceased.  Both  he  and  the  youth  remained  motionless  for 
several  seconds,  intently  regarding  one  another.  At  last  Niall  sprang 
upon  his  feet,  and  threw  himself  upon  the  neck  of  the  old  man,  whose 
arms  simultaneously  closed  around  the  boy. 

"  You  will  sleep  to-night,  ray  son,"  said  the  bard,  withdrawing  him- 
self at  length  from  the  embrace  of  Niall.  "  The  dawn  shall  not  come 
to  thy  casement  before  thou  sbalt  hear  my  summons  at  thy  door. 
Good-night !"    They  parted. 

•  •  •  •  • 

By  the  side  of  a  bright  river  strayed  band  in  hand  two  young  fe- 
males, seemingly  rustics.  Rain  had  fallen.  The  thousand  torrents  of 
tfae  mountains  were  in  play ;  and  the  general  waters,  swoln  beyond 
the  capacity  of  their  customed  channel,  ran  hurried  and  ruffled. 

"  Who  would  think,''  remarked  the  younger  of  the  two, — "who 
would  think  that  this  was  the  river  we  saw  yesterday  ?" 

"  'Tig  changed  indeed,"  said  her  companion  ;  "  but  the  sky  that  was 
lowering  yesterday,  you  see,  is  bright  and  serene  to-day.  Did  you 
hear  the  storm  in  the  night  F" 
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"Noi  I  woidd  1  hod.  It  would  have  laved  me  from  a  Jream 
dariEcr  than  any  itonn." 

"  A  dream  1— rTell  it  me.    I  am  a  reader  of  dreams." 

"  You  know,"  began  the  youager, — "  you  know  I  was  brought  up 
with  the  only  son  of  a  distant  branch  of  my  father's  house.  I  know 
not  how  it  was,  but,  from  my  earliest  recollection,  my  foster-mother, 
and  others  as  well  as  she,  set  me  down  for  hia  wife ;  and,  strangely 
enough,  I  fancied  myself  so.  Yet  could  it  be  nothing  more  than  a 
sister's  love  that  I  bore  him.  Much  he  used  to  make  of  me.  His 
pastime — even  bis  studies — were  regiilated  by  my  will.  Being  older 
than  I,  he  let  me  play  the  fool  to  the  very  height  of  my  caprice, 
which  cost  me  many  a  chiding, — but  not  from  him,  though  he  bad  to 
bear  the  greater  portion  of  the  consequences.  You  know  by  bis 
father's  wUl  he  was  enjoined  to  travel  the  last  four  years  preceding 
his  m^ority.  He  set  out  the  very  day  that  1  com[deted  my  four- 
teenth year.  I  wish  it  had  been  before.  I  should  have  felt  die  se- 
paration less,  for  indeed  it  cost  me  real  agony.  For  months  after, 
they  would  catch  me  weeping:  they  did  not  know  the  cause;  but 
'twas  for  him  !  Still  I  only  loved  him  as  a  brother — but  a  dear  one, 
— Oh,  Myra  I  I  cannot  tell  you  how  dear  I — and  absence  has  not  abated 
my  feelings,  as  you  may  more  than  guess  by  my  dream  last  nighL" 

"Lookl"  interrupted  the  other;  "see  you  not  some  one  through 
the  interval  of  the  trees  descending  yonder  road  that  winds  round 
the  foot  of  the  nearest  mountain?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  former,  afler  she  had  looked  in  the  direction  a 
moment  or  two.  "  But  attend  to  my  dream.  I  thought  I  was  mar- 
ried indeed,  and  that  he  was  my  husband;  and  that  we  were  siting 
at  the  bridal  feast,  placed  on  each  side  of  my  father;  and  there  were 
the  viands,  and  the  wine,  and  the  company,  and  everything  as  plain 
as  you  are  that  are  standing  there  before  me;  when,  all  at  once " 

"  I  see  him  again  I"  a  second  time  interrupted  the  friend.  "  Look  I 
don't  you  catch  the  figure  ?" — "  No." 

"  Ihen  you  11  not  catch  it  at  all  now,  for  be  has  dived,  into  the 
wood  through  which  the  road  runs." 

"  Was  it  a  single  person  ?" — "  Yes." 

"  Then  we  have  nothing  to  care  for;  so  don't  interrupt  me  in  my 
dream  again." 

"Go  on  with  it,"  said  the  other, 

"  Well ;  we  were  sitting,  as  I  said,  at  the  bridal  feast,  when,  turo- 
ittg  to  speak  to  my  fether,  the  fiery  eyes  of  one  I  hope  never  to  see 
again  were  glaring  on  me,  and  my  father  was  gone  ;  and  fierce  men, 
with  gleammg  weapons  waving  above  their  heads,  surrounded  him  to 
whom  I  had  just  pledged  my  troth,  and  bore  him,  in  spite  of  his 
struggles  and  my  screams,  away:  leaving  me  to  the  mercy  of  the 
spoiler,  who  straight,  methought,  started  up  with  the  intent  of  drag- 
ging  me  to  the  couch  which  hod  been  prepared  for  another !" 

"  Do  you  mark,"  interrupted  the  friend,  "  as  you  increase  in  loud- 
ness, the  echoes  waken  p  I  heard  the  last  word  repeated  as  distinctly 
as  you  yourself  uttered  iL  But  go  on.  Yet  beware  these  echoes; 
they  may  be  tell-tales.    What  followed?" 

"Oh,  what  harrows  my  soul  even  now  I     Thither,  where  I  told 

did  he  try  to  force  me,  stru^ling  with  all  my  might  to  resist 

I  called  on  my  lather, — I  ^led  (m  my  bridegroono,— I  called 


him. 
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on  every  one  I  could  thiok  of;  but  no  one  came  to  me,  acd  fast  we 
approacbed  the  door,  on  the  threshold  of  which  to  have  died,  I 
thought  in  my  dreani,  would  be  biiss  to  the  horror  of  croBsing  it,  and 
there  at  last  we  stood :  but  it  was  shut.  Yet  soon  it  moved ;  and 
who  think  you  it  was  that  opened  it?  Nialll — Niall  himself  I  and 
no  resistance  did  he  ofier  to  him  that  forced  me  onward, — none, 
though  I  called  to  him  by  his  name,  shrieking  it  louder  than  I  tan 
speaking  now,  '  Niall  I— Niall  I'  Me  spoke  not, — he  moved  noti  and 
I  was  within  a  foot  of  the  very  couch,  when  I  awoke,  my  face  bathed 
in  the  dew  of  terror.  'Niall I — Nialll'  did  I  cry,  did  I  shriek;  and 
NisJl  was  there,  and  1  shrieked>in  vain — <  Niall  I — Niall !' " 

"  Here  !"  cried  Niall  himself,  springing  from  a  copse,  out  of  which 
led  a  path  that  made  a  short  cut  across  an  angle  of  the  road,  and 
throwing  himself  breathless  at  the  feet  of  Glorvina. 

The  astonished  maid  stood  motionless,  gazing  on  the  young  man, 
who  remained  kneeling,  until  her  companion,  taking  her  hand,  and  calU 
ing  her  by  her  name,  aroused  her  from  the  trance  of  astonishmenL 

"Come,"  said  Myra,  "let  us  return;  and,  motioning  to  the  young 
man  to  follow  them,  she  led  her  passive  companion  back  to  the 
lonely  retreat  whither  Malachi  had  transported  his  fair  child. 

Glorvina  did  not  perfectly  recover  her  self-possession  till  she 
arrived  at  the  door.  Then  she  stopped,  and,  turning,  bent  her 
brightgaze  full  upon  the  wondering  Niall,  who  moved  not  another  step. 

"  Niall — if  you  are  Niall—"  said  the  maid.  She  paused,  and  a  sigh 
passed,  in  spite  of  them,  the  lips  that  would  have  kept  it  in :  "  If 
you  are  the  Niall,"  she  resumed,  "  to  whom  1  said  farewell  four  yean 
ago,  the  day  and  the  hour  are  not  unwelcome  that  bring  back,  in 
health,  and  strength,  and  happiness,  the  playmate  of  our  childhood 
to  the  land  of  his  fathers ;  and  we  hiess  God  that  he  has  suffered 
them  to  shine.  But  why  comes  Niall  hither  7  Who  taught  him  to 
doubt  the  testimony  of  the  tomb  7  Who  directed  his  steps  to  the 
solitudes  of  the  mountains,  the  woods,  and  the  lakes?  Who  cried, 
'God  speed  I'when  his  heel  left  the  home  of  my  father  behind  it? 
Was  it  the  master  of  that  home  ? — was  it  Malachi,  my  father  ?" 

A  thought  that  had  not  occurred  to  bim  before,  seemed  suddenly  to 
cross  the  mind  of  Niall.  His  lips  that  would  have  spoken  remained 
motionless,  his  cheek  coloured,  his  eye  fell  to  the  feet  of  Glorvina ;  he 
stood  confounded  and  abashed. 

"'Tis  well  I"  cried  the  stately  maid.  "The  tongue  of  Niall  is  yet 
unacq^uainted  with  falsehood,  though  his  feet  may  be  no  strangers  to 
the  steps  of  rashness.  The  repast  is  spread  ;  enter  and  partake  I"  and 
she  paused  for  a  second  or  two.  Niall  slowly  lifted  his  eyes  till  they 
met  those  of  Glorvina;  apprehension  and  supplication  mingled  in  the 
gaze  of  the  youth.  At  length,  with  a  tone  that  spoke  at  once  com- 
passion and  resolve,  the  word  "  Depart !"  found  utterance ;  and  the 
maid  and  her  companion,  stepping  aside,  left  the  entrance  of  their 
lonely  habitation  free,  as  Niall  mechanically  passed  in. 
(To  be  conclvdtd  in  ovr  next.) 
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THE  ROYAL  ROSE  OF  ENGLAND. 

AN  IKISH  BALLAD, 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  THE  PRINCESS  VICTORIA, 
Mxr  34,  1837. 

BY  J.   A.   VADB. 
Tuoe — "  Tovng  Lovt  Uved  once." 

Within  a  fine  ould  ancient  pile 

(Where  long  may  eplendour 

And  luck  attend  her!) 
The  Royal  Hope  of  Rriiain's  isle 
Has  shed  her  eighteenth  gurnmer's  smile  ! 

No  winter  morn  in' 

Was  at  her  bomin'. 
But  with  the  spring  she  did  come  forth, 
A  flow'r  of  Beauty,  without  guile, 
Perfumin'  sweet  U)e  neigh b'rin'  earth  ! 


We  've  seen  the  blossom  'pon  the  stem 

From  early  childhood — 

Both  in  tlie  wild-wood 
And  in  the  halls  where  many  a  gem 
Did  sparkle  from  the  diadem, 

Rut  always  bloomin'. 

Without  presumin' 
On  the  rich  cradle  of  her  birth  ; 
Her  eyes  beam'd  softly — while  from  ihetn 
All  oAeri  gather'd  love  and  mirth  [ 


Dear  ofTspring  of  a  royal  race, 

In  this  dominion 

(It's  my  opinion) 
There  's  not  a  soul  that  sees  your  ftce, 
But  prays  for  it  sweet  Heaven's  grace. 

May  every  birth-day 

Be  found  a  mirth-day, — 
No  clouds  or  tears  e'er  frown  or  weep. 
But  Pleasure's  smile  where'er  you  pace 
Bless  you  for  ever  'wake  or  'sleep ! 
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NIGHTS  AT  SEA ; 

Or,  Skelclut  of  Naval  Life  during  the  War. 

BY   THE  OLD   SAILOH. 

No.  III. 

WITH  tn    ILLUSTBATIOV   BT    OEOBCE  CItniKSKAIIK. 

THE  CHASE.— THE  FORECASTLE  YARN. 
"  Not  a  cloud  is  before  her 
To  dim  her  pure  light ; 
Not  A  shadow  cornea  o'er  her, 
^  Her  beaut^r  to  blifthl: 

But  she  glows  io  soft  lustre — 

One  star  by  lier  side^ 

From  her  throne  in  thf  azure, 

Earth's  beautifal  bride." 

A  CHEERLESS  and  disheartening  Bpectacle  is  a  dismasted  ship,  with 
all  her  mass  of  wreck  still  clinging  to  the  hull,  that  it  once  bore 
proudly  over  the  billows !  "Tis  tike  the  unfortunate  abandoned  by  his 
friends,  who,  however,  continue  to  hang  around  him,  though  more  to 
impede  his  way  than  to  retrieve  his  fortunes !  And  there  lay  the 
Spankaway,  with  her  long  line  of  taper  spars  reversed,  their  heads  in 
the  water,  and  tlieir  heels  uppermost ;  and,  as  if  in  mockery  of  the 
mishap,  the  beautiful  bright  moon  showed  their  diminished  shadows 
on  the  again  smooth  surface  of  the  ocean.  The  squall  had  passed  far 
away  to  leeward,  and  was  dwindling  to  a  mere  speck  of  silvery  va- 
pour, whilst  all  besides  was  still,  and  calm,  and  passionless. 

Now  it  was  no  pleasant  sight  to  Lord  Eustace  Daah  and  his  offi- 
cers to  witness  the  dismantling  of  the  craft  they  loved;  and,  as  the 
chief,  it  may  be  naturally  supposed  that  the  chagrin  of  his_  lordship 
far  exceeded  that  of  his  subs  :  but  there  was  one  amongst  them  al- 
most affected  to  tears,  and  that  was  old  Will  Parallel,  the  muter. 

■■  Smack  smooth  to  the  lower  caps,  by !"  said  his  lordship,  as 

he  surveyed  the  havoc  made  in  his  dashing  frigate ;  "  not  a  rope- 
yam  attove  the  lower  mast-heads,  and — " 

"Not  a  bit  of  canvass  abroad  big  enough  to  make  a  clobt  for  a 
babby,"  chimed  in  the  old  master i  "spanker,  jib,  topsels  all  gone  to 
the  devil,  as  'II  have  no  more  manner  a'  use  for  'em  than  a  seijeant 
of  jollies  has  for  a  hand-bible." 

■■  Where 's  Mr. ?"  shouted  his  lordship,  and  the  master's  mate 

who  had  bad  charge  of  the  deck  atood  before  him.     "How  came  all 
this,  sir  ?" 

"  It  was  a  white  squall,  my  lord,"  returned  the  young  man  addresfi- 
ed;  "  not  a  soul  saw  it  till  it  caught  the  ship,  and  the  topmasts  went 
over  the  side  immediately." 

"  I  shall  inquire  into  the  fact  presently,  sir,"  rejoined  his  lordship, 
excessively  vexed  and  mortified.  "  Turn  the  hands  up — clear  the 
wreck  r* 

"  Hands  up — clear  the  wreck !"  shouted  the  first  lieutenant. 

"  Hands  up — clear  the  wreck  I"  repeated  the  master's  mate. 

"  Boatswain's  mate,  pipe  '  Clear  the  wreck  !' "  reiterated  the  mid- 
shipmen. "  Twbit  [  twhit !''  went  the  call ;  and,  "  Clear  wi^ck, 
B-hny !''  vociferated  Jack  Sbeavehole,  in  a  voice  resembling  the  roar 
of  the  bellows  of  an  anchor-forge.    The  summons,  however,  was 
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hardly  Deceaiaiy,  u  every  Mid  had  tumHeJ  up  st  the  moment  the 
frigate  righted ;  and  all  turned  to  with  a  hearty  good-will  to  repmr 
dmiages,  every  officer  and  man  using  his  beat  exertioDS. 

"  The  aquall  spoilt  our  fmi,  master,"  said  the  first  Iteutenont  to  old 
Parallel,  as  the  latter  was  superintending  the  preparatic»a  for  unrig- 
ging the  old,  and  rigging  the  new  ^wre  topmasts. 

"Ay!  ay]  'twas  an  onfortunate  bioto  to  the  hannony  of  the 
evening ;  but  it  will  do  for  an  incident  for  Nugent,"  responded  the 
veteran.  "  Where 's  his  fine  lady  curtcheying  to  herself  in  a  mirror 
now  ?  If  he  had  stuck  to  plain  matter-of-iacti  mayhap  the  spars  would 
have  behaved  better ;  though,  arter  all,  it 's  a  marcy  Ihey  were  to 
carroty,  or  mayhap  her  ladyship  might  have  curtcheyed  so  low  as  to 
bare  gone  to  the  bottom." 

That  night  was  a  night  of  arduous  but  light-hearted  toll ;  no  man 
shrunk  from  his  task ;  and,  when  they  piped  to  breaUast  next  morn- 
ing, the  frigate  was  once  more  all  ataunt'o,  with  royals  and  studdiug- 
sails  set,  in  chase  of  a  large  ship  of  warlike  appearance  that  was  seen 
in  the  north-west,  running  away  large,  apparently  bound  in  for  Toulon. 

"Foretopsel-yard,  there!"  shouted  Lord  Eustace,  from  the  quarter- 
deck.    "  What  do  you  make  of  her,  Mr.  Nugent  ?" 

"  She  *s  nearly  end  on,  my  lord,"  responded  the  young  lieutenant, 
as,  steadying  himself  by  the  topsail-tie,  he  directed  his  glass  towards 
the  stranger  ;  and  then,  in  a  few  minutes,  added, "  She  spreads  a  broad 
cloth,  my  lord ;  and,  from  the  cut  of  her  canvasst  I  should  most  cer- 
tainly say "  and  he  paused  to  take  another  look. 

"I'd  take  my  da^  on  it.  Mister  Nugent,"  said  the  look-out  man, 
"  ber  topiels  are  more  hollowed  out  than  oum ;  her  royals  never  came 
out  of  a  British  dock-yard ;  and  I  'd  bet  my  six  months'  whack  again  a 
scupper-nail  that  she 's  a  Frenchman,  and  a  large  frigate  too." 

"Well,  what  is  she,  Nugent?"  shouted  the  noble  captain.  "Can 
you  see  down  to  her  courses !" 

"  Ves,  my  lord,"  responded  the  lieutenant ;  "  we  shall,  I  hope,  have 
her  hull  in  sight  before  long,  as  I  have  no  hesitation  ia  saying — that 
is,  my  lord,  1  think  she 's  an  enemy's  frigate." 

This  annunciation  was  heard  fore  and  aft ;  for,  during  the  dme  of 
his  lordship  hailing,  every  whisper  was  hushed,  and  scarcely  even  m 
limb  moved,  lest  the  listener  should  lose  the  replies.  Expectations 
had  been  raised  that  the  vessel  in  sight  might  be  a  French  transport, 
from  the  EgypUan  coast,  or  perhaps  a  merchantman ;  but  the  chance 
of  an  enemy's  frigate  was  indeed  joyous  news.  Break&st  was  hastily 
despatched ;  the  mess-kids  were  speedily  stowed  away,  and  the  boat- 
swain's shrill  call  echoed  amongst  the  canvass  as  he  piped  '■  Malte 
sail,  ahoy !"  In  an  instant  every  man  was  at  hie  station ;  every  yard 
of  cloth  that  could  catch  a  breath  of  wind  was  packed  upon  the 
Spankaway,  who  seemed  to  glide  along  through  the  water  just  aa 
easy  as  when  she  first  started  from  the  buttered  slips.  Indeed,  Jac^ 
Sheavehole  declared  that  "  she  wur  all  the  better  for  the  spree  she  'd 
had  the  night  afore." 

An  exciting  period  is  the  time  of  chase,  and  it  is  extremely  inter- 
esting to  observe  the  anxious  looks  of  the  officers  as  they  eye  the 
trim  of  the  sails,  and  the  ready  attention  of  the  tars  as  they  execute 
the  most  minute  command,  as  if  everything  depended  on  their  own 
individual  exertions.    The  usual  routine  ofduty  frequently  gives  place 
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to  the-  aU-Abmbing  ■timulm  which  KtuatM  every  mind  alike ;  and, 
m  the  seamen  group  themielTee  tt^ther,  they  ifHD  their  yani»  of 
battles  and  captures,  and  calculate  their  share  of  the  amount  of  prize- 
money  before  they  engage  the  enemy,  totally  regardless  of  the  advice 
in  \he  "  Cook's  Oracle,"  viz.  "  First  cat<A  an  eeCand  then  skin  him." 
But  what  have  they  to  do  with  the  "  Code's  Orade,"  where  every  man 
is  by  rotation  cook  of  the  mess  in  his  own  natural  right,  and  "  gets  the 
plush  (overplus)  of  grt^  ?" 

All  day  the  chase  continued  ;  and  the  Spankaway  overhauled  (he 
stranger  to  as  materially  to  lessen  the  distance  between  them  t  in 
ftct,  her  hull  could  be  plainly  discerned  from  the  deck,  and  there  waa 
DO  longer  any  doubt  of  her  national  character.  In  the  afternoon  per- 
mission waa  given  to  take  the  hammocks  below,  but  not  a  man  avail- 
ed himself  of  it ;  they  were  therefore  re-stowMl  in  reodmesi  for  that 
engagement  which  all  hearts  were  eager  for,  all  hands  itching  to  be- 
gin. Evening  closed  in,  and  keen  eyes  were  employed  to  keep  sight 
of  the  enemy.  The  men  lay  down  at  their  quarters  ;  some  to  take  a 
Uigur's  sleep,— one  eye  shut  and  the  other  open  ;  some  to  converse 
in  good  audible  whispers  ;  some  leaning  out  at  the  ports,  and  watch- 
ing the  moonbeams  reflected  on  the  waters,  whilst  the  hissing  and 
chatterii^  noise  made  by  the  fnttgress  d*  the  ^ip  waa  sweet  music  to 
their  eara. 

It  was  a  lovely  ni^t  for  contemplation, — bat  what  did  Jack  want 
with  contemplation  whilst  an  enemy's  Ingate  was  in  sight?  The 
breeze  was  light  enough  to  please  a  lady, — it  would  have  scarcely 
vibrated  the  cords  of  an  .£olian  lyre :  but  this  waa  not  the  breeze  for 
our  honest  tars ;  they  wanted  to  hear  the  gale  thrilling  through  the 
harpstringa  of  the  standing  rigging,  with  a  running  accompaniment 
of  deep  bass  from  the  ocean,  as  their  counter,  set  in  sea,  trebled  the 
piping  noise  of  the  wind.  Yet  there  was  one  satislaction ;  the  French- 
man had  no  more  than  themselves,  and  they  crarried  every  freah  cap- 
ful along  with  them  before  it  reached  the  diase.  The  full  round 
moon  tried  her  best  endeavour  to  make  her  borrowed  radiance  equal- 
ly as  luminous  as  that  of  the  glorioos  orb  which  mo  generously  grant- 
ed the  loan,  with  oa\j  one  provision,  that  a  certain  rate  of  interest 
should  be  paid  to  the  earth  ;  but  the  old  girl  on  this  night  tried  to 
sport  the  priodpal.  The  waters  were  luddly  clear,  and  the  mimic 
waves  on  its  sivface  would  scarcely  have  been  a  rough  sea  to  that 
model  of  a  Dutch  dogger — a  walnnt-sfaell.  Yet  the  Sjpankaway  was 
stealing  along  some  seven  knots  an  hour,  and  the  sails  just  slept  a 
dreamer's  steep. 

On  die  forecastle—that  post  of  honour  to  a  seaman,  where  the 
tallest  end  the  best  of  Britain's  pride  are  always  to  be  found — men 
who  can  take  the  weather-wheel,  heave  the  lead,  splice  a  cable,  or 
furl  a  foresail, — the  A.  B.'s  of  die  royal  navy, — on  the  forecasde, 
jost  in  amidships,  before  the  mast,  sat  our  old  friend.  Jack  Sheave- 
hole,  Sam  Slide,  the  ship'stailor,  Joe  Nighthead,  Hungo  Pearl,  a  negro 
cmtain  of  the  sweepers,  Jemmy  Docks,  the  poulterer,  Bob  Martingal, 
a  forecastle-nun,  and  several  others,  who  were  stationed  at  the  fore- 
most guns, 

« I  just  tell  you  what  it  is.  Jack,"  said  Bob  Martingal,  continuing  a 
dispute  that  had  arisen,  ■'  I  tell  you  what  it  is  ;  some  on  you  is  as  on- 
believing  as  that  'ere  Jew  aa  they  've  legged  down  so  much  again, 
and  who,  they  say,  is  working  a  traverse  all  over  the  world  to  this 
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very  hour,  with  a  billy-goat's  beard  afore  hiin  as  long  a*  a  cjufii^ 
nMt.  But,  take  care,  myboyo,  you  aro't  conwincetecated  Hnue  o' 
theae  here  odd  timea,  when  you  leait  expects  it." 

"  Onbelieving  about  what.  Bob?"  respouded  the  boatswain's  mate. 
"Onbelievitig 'cause  we  don't  hoist  in  all  your  precious  tough  yams 
as  'ud  raise  a  fellow's  hair  on  eend,  and  make  his  bead  look  a  main- 
shroud  dead-eye  stuck  round  with  luaTlin'-spikes  ?" 

"  Or  a  cushionful  of  ping,"  chimed  in  Sam  Slick. 

"  Or  a  duck  with  hii  tail  up,"  added  the  poulterer. 

"  Mould  your  precious  tongues,  you  lubbers ! — what  should  yoa 
know  about  the  build  and  rig  of*  a  devil's  own  craft  ?"  retorted  Bob, 
addressing  the  two  officials.  "  My  messmate  here,  and  tbat  's  ould 
Jack,  has  got  a  good  and  nat'ral  right  to  calculate  the  jometry  of  die 
thing,  seeing  as  he  ha<  sarved  his  life  to  the  ocean,  man  and  boy,  and 
knows  an  eyelet-hole  Irom  a  goose's  gun-room,  which,  I  take  it,  is 
more  nor  both  on  you  tt^cther  can  diskiver  either  in  the  twist  of  a 
button -catcher  or  the  drawing  of  a  pullet.  But  I  'm  saying,  Jack,  you 
are  onbeliering,— else  why  do  you  misdoubt  the  woracity  of  ray  reck- 

"  'Cause  you  pitches  it  too  strong.  Bob,"  answered  the  boatswain's 
mate ;  "  ynur  reck'ning  is  summut  like  ould  Btowhard's,  as  keeps  the 
Duncan's  Head  at  Castle-rag, — chalks  two  for  one.  Spin  your  yams 
to  the  marines,  Bob ;  they  'II  always  believe  you.  Cause  why  ? — they 
eipects  you  'II  just  hould  on  by  their  monkey-tails  in  return." 

"  Monkey  •tails  or  no  monkey-tails  arn't  the  question,"  returned 
Bob  with  some  warmth ;  "it's  the  devil's  tail  as  I'm  veering  away 
upon,  and " 

"  1  'm  blessed  if  it  won't  bring  you  up  all  standing  with  a  roundtum 
round  your  neck  some  o'  these  here  days,"  uttered  Jack,  interrupting 

"  Never  mind  that,"  returned  Bob  with  a  knowing  shake  of  the 
head ;  "  I  shall  uncoil  it  again,  if  be  arn't  got  the  king's  broad  arrow 
on  the  end  on  it.  But  mayhap,  then,  you  won't  believe  as  there  is 
such  a  justice  o'  peace  as  ould  DavyP" 

«  Do  I  believe  my  catechia  as  I  forgot  long  ago?"  responded  old 
Jack.  "  Why,  yes,  messmate,  I  wooll  believe  that  there  is  a  consom 
o'  the  kind ;  but  not  such  a  justice  o'  peace  as  you  'd  make  of  him, 
rigged  out  in  one  o'  your  'long-shore  clargy's  sky-scraper  shovel-nosed 
trucks,  leather  breeches,  and  top-boots  !  I  tell  you  it  won't  do.  Bob, 
in  the  regard  o'  the  jography  o'  the  matter.  Why,  where  the  h —  is 
he  to  coil  sway  his  outrigger  in  a  pair  of  tight  leather  rudder  casir^ 
over  his  starn?  Ax  the  tailor  there  whether  it  ani't  onposaiblK 
And  how  could  he  keep  top-boots  on  to  his  d — d  cMiprincipled  shanks, 
as  are  no  better  in  the  fashion  of  their  cut  than  a  couple  of  cow's 
trotters  P  And  what  single  truck  would  fit  two  mast-heads  at  once, 
seeing  as  he  al'ays  carries  a  pair  of  horns  as  big  as  a  bull's.  No,  no, 
Bob;  you  wants  to  make  a  gentleman  of  the  picarooning  wogabone^ 
when  everybody  as  knows  anything  about  him  knows  be  's  a  thunder- 
ing blagguard,  as  my  ould  captain,  Sir  Joseph  Y — ke,  used  to  say  in 
one  of  his  beautilul  sormons,  'he  goes  cruising  about  seeking  Is 
devour  a  roaring  lion,'  and  that 's  no  child's  play  anyhow  1  But,  how- 
somever,  a  yam  's  a  yarn,  ould  chap ;  so  lather  away  with  your  oak 
stick  !  1  'II  hoist  in  all  I  can,  just  to  confiir  s  ftvour  on  you ;  and,  «s 
for  ttie  rest,  why  I  'II  let  it  go  by  the  run." 
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V.  I  must  crave  permiision  to  put  in  a  word,  udm  1  have  been  pro> 
teuioaall;  appealed  to,"  »aid  Sam  Slick  with  becoming  gravity,  and 
unoothing  down  the  napof  hia  sleeping-jacket.  "  With  respect  to  the 
breecbea, — wasb-leather,  after  they  have  been  worn  for  aome  time, 
will  give  and  stretch,  and " 

"  Come,  none  o'  your  stretching,  Sam,"  chimed  in  Jemmy  Duclu. 
"  What  you  've  got  to  show  ic,  whether  you  can  stow  a  cable  in  a 
hen-coop." 

"  Not  exactly,"  returned  Sam ;"  for  I  'in  sure  Mister  Sheavehole 
must  allow  that  the  capacity  and  capability  of  a  pair  of  leather 
breeches " 

"  I  shan't  never  allow  no  such  coniams  as  them  'ere  I"  exclaimed 
Jack.  "Do,  Bob,  get  on  with  your  yam,  and  clap  a  stopper  on  the 
lubber's  jawing- gear." 

"  Well,  since  you  've  put  nie  upon  it  by  misdoubting  my  woracity," 
said  Bob,  "  why,  1 11  up  and  tell  you  a  thing  or  two.  Which  on  you 
has  ever  been  down  to  Baltimore  7" 

'*I  have,"  returned  a  forecastleman,  impatient  to  wedge  in  a  word 
or  two.  "  I  was  there  onest  in  a  ship  transp<H't,  and  our  jolly-boat 
broke  adrift  in  the  night,  and  went  ashore  without  leave ;  and  so,  next 
morning,  we  sees  her  lying  on  the  beach  sU  alone,  as  if  »he  'd  been  a 
liberty-boy  hard  up  in  the  regard  o'  the  whiskey.  And  so  the  second 
mate  and  a  party  goes  to  launch  her:  but  lome  wild  Ingines,  only 
they  wam't  quite  black,  came  down,  and  wouldn't  let  us  lay  a  finger 
on  her  till  we  'd  paid  summut  for  hauling  her  up,  whici)  was  all  nat  ral 
in  course ;  but  the  second  mate  hadn't  never  got  not  a  single  copper 
whatsomever  about  him,  and  so  he  orders  us  to  launch  her  wheUier  or 
no,  Tom  Collins ;  and,  my  eyes  !  but  they  did  kick  up  a  shindy,  jab- 
bering in  a  lingo  like  double  Dutch  coiled  again  the  sun;  and  aays 
one  on  'em,  seeing  as  we  were  man-handling  the  boat,  says  he,  ■  Ar- 
rah,  Tim,  call  to  de  boys  to  bring  down  de  shticks ' " 

"  You  means  Baltimore  in  Ireland,"  uttered  Bob,  with  some  degree 
of  contempt,  "  and  I  means  Baltimore  in  the  United  States  o'  Mary- 
land, where  the  river  runs  along  about  three  leagues  out  of  Chesa- 
peake Bay, — and  a  pretty  place  it  is  too  of  a  Saturday  night  for  a  bit 
of  a  John  Canooing,  and  a  bite  of  pigtail,  letting  alone  the  grog  and 
the  gals " 

"  Which  you  never  did.  Bob,  1  '11  be  sworn,"  said  Jack  laughing. 

"  Never  did  what.  Jack?"  asked  the  other,  apparently  surprised  at 
the  positive  assertion. 

"  Why,  let  the  grog  and  the  gals  alone,  God  A'mighty  bless  both 
on  'em  I"  replied  the  boatswain's  mate ;  "  but  heave  a-head,  my 
hearty." 

Bob  gave  a  self-satisfied  grin,  and  proceeded.  "  Why,  d'ye  mind, 
I  'd  been  fool  enough  to  grease  my  heels  from  a  hooker, — no  matter 
whatsomever  her  name  might  be  or  where  she  sailed  from,  seeing  as 
she  carried  a  coach-whip  at  her  main-truck  and  a  rogue's  yarn  in  her 
standing  and  lunniDg  gear.  But  I  was  young  and  foolish,  and  mv 
brains  hadn't  come  to  their  proper  growth ;  and  one  o'  your  lana- 
sharks  had  got  a  grip  o'  me;  and  there  I  was  a-caperiog  ashore,  and 
jumping  about  like  a  ring-tail  monkey  over  a  hw  plantain ;  and  so 
I  brings  up  at  the  sign  of  the  General  Washingtub,  and  there  used  to 
be  a  lot  of  outrageous  tarnation  swankers  atett  there  for  a  night's 
spree, — fellows  aa  carried  bright  marlin'-spikes  in  their  pockets  &tr 
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tootliptcks,  snd  what  not,  sod  sported  Spanish  dtdlara  on  their  jackets 
for  buttons.  Tliey  belonged  to  a  craft  as  loJd  in  the  harboor,— a 
reg'lar  dipper,  all  legs  and  wings:  she  had  a  white  cherry-buBi  fin-  ■ 
figure-head ;  ounly  there  wax  a  couple  o'  grease-horns  sprouting  oat 
on  the  forehead,  and  she  was  as  pretty  a  piece  of  timber  up<m  the 
water  as  ever  tras  modelled  by  the  hand  rf  the  devil." 

"  Why,  how  do  you  know  who  moulded  her  firame.  Bob  ?"  inquired 
Jack  provokingly.  "It  might  have  been  some  honest  man's  ago, 
inatead  of  the  ould  chap  as  you  mentions.  But  if  any  one  sees  a 
beautiful  hooker  that 's  more  beautifuUer  nor  anodier,  then  she's 
l<^ged  down  as  the  devil's  own  build,  and  rigged  by  the  captain  of  the 
sweepers." 

"  Wbarra  you  mean  by  dat,  Massa  Jack  ?"  exclaimed  M ungo  Pearl, 
who  held  that  honourable  station,  and  felt  his  dignity  ofiended  by  the 
allusion  ;  "  wharra  you  mean  by  dat,  eh  ?" 

"  Just  shut  your  black-hole,"  answered  Jack  with  a  knowmg  look ; 
"don't  the  odd  witches  ride  upon  birch-brooms,  and  swe^  tkroi^ 
the  air, — and  am't  the  devil  their  commander -JD-diief  ?  Well,  thai, 
in  course  he  is  captain  o'  the  sweepers.  Bnt  go  alotte.  Bob.  I  'U  lay 
my  allowance  o'  grog  to-morrow  she  was  painted  biack." 

"  Well,  so  she  wss.  Jack,"  responded  Martingal, "  all  but  a  namMr 
fiery  red  ribbon  round  her  sid^,  as  lodied  for  all  the  world  like  m 
flash  a'  lightning  darting  out  of  a  thunderKrloud ;  and  ber  name  was 
the  In-fun-oh  (Infemaux),  but  I'm  d — d  if  there  was  any  fun  in  the 
consam  arter  all.  Well,  d'ye  see,  the  hands  were  a  jdly  jovial  s^ 
with  dollars  as  plentifd  as  boys'  dumps,  and  they  pitched  'en  away 
at  the  lucky,  and  made  all  sneer  again.  The  skq>per  was  a  ctvit- 
spdcen  gendeman,  widi  a  goodish-sized  u|^y  figure^tead  oC  his  own, 
one  eye  kivered  over  with  a  black  natch,  and  the  other  summsnt  like  a 
stale  mackerel's ;  but  it  never  laid  still,  and  was  ai'ays  slninc  round 
and  round,  'cause  it  bad  to  do  double  duty.  Still  he  was  a  {ueaaant- 
ish  sort  of  a  chap,  and  had  such  a  'ticing  way  with  him,  that  when 
he  axed  me  to  ship  in  the  craft,  I'm  blow'd  if  I  could  say  *  No,' 
though  I  felt  Bummut  dubersome  about  the  conaam ;  and  the  more  in 
regard  of  an  ould  tar  tdhng  me  the  blade  patch  was  all  a  sham,  bat 
he  was  obliged  to  kiver  the  eye  up,  'cause  it  was  a  ball  o'  fire 
as  looked  like  a  glowing  cinder  in  a  fresh  breeze.  He  'd  sailed  widi 
bim  a  voyage  or  two,  and  he  awore  that  be  bad  oAoi  seen  the  dipper 
clap  his  cigar  under  the  false  port  and  light  it  by  his  eye ;  and  one  night 
in  a  gale  o'  wind,  when  the  binnade-lamp  couldn't  be  kept  bmiiin^  be 
steered  the  ship  a  straight  course  by  the  compass  fiywi  the  brightness 
of  his  eye  upon  the  card.  Howsomev^,  I  didn't  much  heed  to  all  that 
'ere,  seeing  as  I  know'd  how  to  spin  a  tough  yam  myself:  and  then 
there  was  the  grog  and  the  shinera,  a  sweet  ship  and  civil  deeliag ; 
and  I  'U  just  ax  what 's  the  use  o'  being  nice  about  owners,  as  long  as 
you  do  what 's  right  and  ship-shape  ?  '  Still,  messmate^'  thinks  I  to 
myself,  '  it 's  best  not  to  be  too  much  in  a  hmry ;'  so  I  bat^  and  fills, 
just  droftping  with  the  tide  of  inclination,  and  now  and  then  letting  go 
Uie  kedge  o'  contradiction  to  swing  off  from  the  shore;  and  at  last  I  taM 
bim  '  I  'd  let  him  know  oext  day.'  Well,  I  goes  to  the  ould  tar  as  I  me»- 
titmed  afore,  aad  I  tells  him  all  about  it.  '  Don't  go  for  to  sign  artides 
in  no  such  a  craft  aa  that  'ere,'  says  he  in  a  moknchoty  waj^~f  Why 
not  P'  says  I,  quite  gleesome  and  careless,  though  there  was  a  •ommnt 
that  ctRnothcred  me  all  over  when  he  qioke.— ^  I  nuMn't  tell  yoi^' 
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Mayi  he ;  '  but  take  my  advice,  and  never  set  foot  on  board  a  craft 
tfaat  am't  got  no  'sponaible  owaen,'  mjt  he-^'  You  muit  tell  me  more 
nor  that,'  tayt  I, '  or  you  may  aa  well  tell  me  nothing.  You  've  been 
to  aea  in  ber,  and  are  safe  enough ;  why  shouldn't  I  ?' — '  I  advise  you 
fi>r  your  good,'  says  be  again,  all  fatherlike  and  gently  ;  '  you  can  do 
as  you  please.  You  t^  of  my  gatety,'  and  he  looked  cautiously 
round  him  ;  '  but  it 's  the  paisen  as  has  done  it  for  me.' — '  Obi  I  see 
how  the  land  lies,'  says  I ;  '  you  're  a  bit  of  a  metbodish,  and  so 
attained  the  yarns  o'  your  c(»ucience,  'cause  you  made  a  trip  to  the 
coast  o' Guinea  £x  blade  wooL' — He  shook  his  head:  'Black  wool, 
indeed,'  says  he ;  *  but  no  man  as  knows  wbat  I  knows  would  ever  lay 

hand  to  sheet  home  a  topsel  for  a  commander  who '  and  he 

Iwought  up  his  apeech  all  standing.— '  Who  what?'  axes  I;  but  be 
wouldn't  answer:  and  so,  being  a  little  bopstropulous  in  my  mind, 
and  willing  to  try  the  hooker,  '  It 's  no  matter,'  says  I,  '  1 11  have  a  shy 
at  her  if  I  loaes  my  beaver.  No  man  can  expect  to  have  the  devil's 
luck  and  his  own  too.' — '  That 's  it !'  says  he,  starting  out  like  a  dt^- 
vane  in  a  sudden  puffi — '  That 's  what  ?'  axes  I. — '  The  devil's  luck !' 
safi  he :  '  don't  go  for  to  ship  in  that  craft.  She  'a  handsome  to  look 
at;  but,  like  a  painted  scullerpar,  or  sea-poll-ker,  or  some  such  name, 
,  she  'b  fiill  o'  dead  men's  bones.' — '  Gammon  I'  says  I  boldly  with  ray 
toDgne,  though  I  must  own,  shipmates,  there  was  summut  of  a  fiuster- 
adcRi  in  my  heart  as  made  me  rather  timbersome  ;  '  Gammon  !'  says 
I,  '  what  'nd  they  do  with  such  a  cargo  even  in  a  slaver  ?* — ■  I  sees 
you  're  wiUid,'  says  he  angrily ;  '  but  li^  this  down  in  your  memory: 
if  you  do  sldp  in  that  'ere  craft,  you  'II  be  d — d  I' — '  Thm  1 11  be 
d— d  if  I  don't:'  says  I,  '  and  so,  ould  crusty-gripea,  here  goes ;'  and 
away  I  started  down  to  one  of  the  keys  just  to  take  a  look  at  her 
af(H«I  entered  woluntary ;  and  there  she  lay  snoozing  as  quiet  as  a  cat 
on  a  beanhrog,  or  a  mouse  in  the  caulker's  oakum.  Below,  she  waa 
as  Mack  as  the  ace  o'  spadea,  and  almost  as  sharp  in  the  nose ;  but, 
aloAt  her  white  tapering  ipus  showed  like  a  delicate  lady's  fingers  in 
ailk-oet  gloves  ■ " 

**  Or  hoiding  a  skein  of  silk,"  chimed  in  Sam  Slick. 

"  Well,  shipmates,"  continued  Bob ;  "  whilst  I  was  taking  a  pretty 
long  eye^ift  over  her  hull  and  rising,  and  casting  my  thought* 
about  the  skipper,  somebody  taps  me  on  the  arm,  and  when  I  slued 
round,  tbere  he  was  bimsdf,  in  pnperer  penonee ;  and,  '  Tbiok  o'  the 
devil,'  says  I,  'and  he's  over  your  shoulder,  saving  your  honour's 
presence,  and  I  hopes  no  offeoce.'  Well,  I  'm  blessed  but  his  eye — 
that's  hia  onkivered  one,  messmates — twinkled  and  scialed  over  dark 
again,  just  for  all  the  world  like  a  revolving  light,  and  '  Not  no  of- 
fence  at  all.  my  man,'  says  he ;  'it 's  al'ays  best  to  be  plain-spoken 
in  such  coDsams ;  we  shtdl  know  one  another  better  by-and-by.  But 
how  do  you  like  the  ship  ?' — '  She 's  a  sweet  craft,  your  honour,'  says 
I ;  <  and  I  dwuld  have  no  objectioD  to  a  good  berth  on  board  her,  pro- 
vided we  can  comt  to  reg'lar  agreemenL' — '  We  shall  not  quarrel,  I 
dare  say,  my  man,'  says  he,  quite  cool  and  insinivetJng ;  ■  my  people 
never  grumble  with  thnr  wages,  and  you  see  yours^  they  wants  for 
nothing.' — 'All  well  and  good,  your  honour,'  says  I ;  'and,  tn  make 
sboTt  of  the  long  of  it.  Bob  Martingal  'a  your  own.'  Well,  his  eye 
twinUed  again,  m\d  there  seemed  to  be  such  a  heaving  and  setting 
just  under  the  tails  of  his  long  togs,  and  a  sort  o'  rusthng  down  one 
leg  of  bis  trousers,  that  blow  me  if  I  could  tell  what  to  make  on  it; 
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and  '  I  knew  you  'd  be  mine,'  sayt  he :  '  ire  stull  go  to  sea  in  the 
morning,  ao  yoa  'd  better  ^t  yoar  traps  aboard  as  soon  as  possible.' 
Well,  meMonates,  1  bids  bun  good  morning;  but,  thinks  I  to  wayttM, 
I  '11  just  take  a  bit  ctf  a  overhaul  of  the  craft  aTore  I  brings  my  du^ 
aboard ;  and  bo.  jumping  into  a  punt,  a  black  fellow  pulls  me  aloi^side, 
and  away  I  goes  on  to  the  deck,  and  there  the  first  person  I  seed  was 
the  skipoer.  How  he  came  there  was  a  puzzler,  for  d — :  the  boat  had 
left  the  Icey  but  our  own  since  we  parted  a  few  minutes  afore.  '  And  . 
now.  Bob,'  says  he,  '  I  suppose  yoa  are  ready  to  sign.' — '  All  in  good 
time,  your  honour,'  says  I.  '  You  're  aboard  afore  me,  but  I  'm  blessed 
if  I  seed  you  come.' — '  It  warn't  necessary  you  should,'  says  be ; '  ray 
boat  travels  quick,  my  man,  and  makes  short  miles.' — 'All's  the  same 
for  that,  your  honour,'  says  I,  '  whether  you  man  your  barge  or  float 
eff  oo  the  anchor-stock — it's  all  as  one  to  Bob.' — '  You 're  a 'cote 
lad,*  says  he,  twinkling  his.  eye, '  and  must  rise  in  the  sarvice.  Ge 
below  and  visit  your  future  shipnuites.' — '  Thanky,  your  honour,'  saya 
I,  and  down  the  hatchway  1  goes ;  and  there  were  the  messes,  with 
fids  o'  roast  beef  and  boiled  yams  in  shining  silver  platters,  with  silver 
Spoons,  and  bottles  o'  wine,  ^1  in  grand  style,  as  quite  cmnflogtsticateii 
me  ;  and  *  What  cheer — what  cheer,  shipmate?'  says  they  ;  and  then 
they  axed  me  to  take  some  grub  with  'em,  which  in  course  I  did. 
She'd  a  noble  'tween  decks, — broad  in  the  beam,  with  plen^  o'  room 
to  swing  hammocks;  but,  instead  of  finding  ounly  twenty  hands,  I  'm 
blowed  if  there  wam't  more  nor  a  hundred.  So  arter  I  'dhad  a  good 
tuck-out,  I  goes  on  deck  again  and  looks  about  me.  She  was  a  cor- 
vette, flush  fore  and  aft,  with  a  tier  of  port-holes,  but  ounly  six  guna 
mounted  ;  and  never  even  in  a  inan-o'-war  did  I  see  everything  bo  iui^ 
and  neaL  '  Well,  your  honour,  I  'm  ready  to  sign  articles,'  says  I. — 
'  Very  good,'  says  he ;  and  down  we  goes  into  the  cabin;  and,  my 
eyes .'  but  there  was  a  set-out, — gold  candlesticks  and  lamps,  and 
large  silver  figures,  like  young  himps,  and  clear  loolong-glasses,  and 
silk  curtains,  and  handsome  sofas;  and  there  upon  one  on  'em  sat  a 
beautiful  young  creatur,  with  such  a  pair  of  targe  full  eyet  as  blue 
as  the  sky,  and  white  flaxen  hair  that  hung  like  fleecy  clouds  about 
her  forehead, — it  made  a  fellow  think  of  heaven  and  the  angels :  but 
she  never  smiled,  shipmates, — there  was  a  moloncholy  about  :tbe 
lower  part  of  her  &ce  as  showed  she  wam't  by  no. manner  o'  means 
happy ;  and  whilst  the  skipper  was  getting  Uie  ardcles  out  of  the 
locker,  she  motioned  to  me,  but  I  couldn't  make  out  what  she  meant. 
The  skipper  did,  though ;  for  he  turned  round  in  a  fury,  and. stamped 
on  the  cabin  deck  as  he  lifted  up  the  black  patch,  and  a  stream  of 
light  for  all  the  world  like  the  glow  of  a  furnace  through  a  chink  in  a 
dark  night  fell  upon  her.  He  had  his  back  to  me,  ao  1  couldn't  make 
out  where  the  light  came  from  ;  but  the  poor  young  lady  gave  a 
skreek  and  fell  backard  on  the  so&.  Now,  messmates,  1  'd  ohaarved 
that  when  he  stamped  with  his  foot  that  it  wam't  at  all  like  a  na^ral 
human  stamp,  for  it  came  down  more  like  the  hoof  of  a  horse  or  a 
box  ;  and  thinks  I  to  myself,  '  1  'm  d — ,  Bob,  but  you  're  b  for  it  now  ; 
the  skipper  must  be  a  devil  of  a  fellow  to  use  such  a  lovely  cnatiK 
arter  that  fashion.' — '  You're  right,  my  man,'  says  he,  grinning  like 
one  o'  them  faces  on  the  cat-head,  '  he  i«  a  deeil  of  a  fellow.' — '  I 
never  spoke  not  never  a  word,  your  honour,'  says  I,  thrown  all  aback 
by  the  concussion.  '  No,  but  you  thought  it,'  says-he ; '  don't  trouble 
yourself  to  deny  it :  tell  lies  to  everybody  else,  if  you  f' 
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it 's  no  use  telling  'en  to  me.' — '  God  forbid,  jraur—'  I  wu  going  to 
ny  '  honour,'  but  he  ■t(q>ped  tne  with  another  atamp,  and  '  Never 
■peak  that  name  in  my  presence  again,'  saya  he;  'if  you  do,  it  uU 
be  the  woree  fiir  you.  Come  and  sign  the  articles.'  Mj  eyes !  ship- 
tnatea,  but  I  was  in  a  pretty  conflobergasticationnient ;  there  stood 
the  skipper,  with  a  bright  steel  pen  in  his  hand  as  looked  like  a  doc- 
tor's lanchet,  and  there  close  by  his  side,  upon  her  beam-ends,  laid 
that  lovely  youog  creatur,  the  sparkling  jewels  in  her  dress  mocking 
the  wretchedness  of  her  count«iance.  *  Are  you  ready  ?'  says  he ; 
and  his  onkivered  eye  rolled  round  and  round,  and  seemed  to  send 
out  sparks  through  the  friction.  <  Not  exactly,  your  honour,'  says  I, 
*  for  I  cam't  write,  in  regard  o'  my  having  sprained  both  ankles,  and 
got  a  twist  in  my  knee-joint  when  I  wam't  much  higher  than  a  quart 
pot.' — '  That 's  a  lie.  Bob,'  says  he ;  and  so  it  was,  messmates,  for  I 
thought  I  must  make  some  excuse  to  save  time.  '  Howsomerer,' 
says  he,  '  you  can  make  your  mark.' — Thinks  I  to  myself,  '  I  would 

Eretty  soon,  my  tight  un,  if  I  had  you  ashore.' — 'I  know  it,'  says 
e  ;  '  but  you  're  aboard  now,  and  so  you  may  either  sign  or  not,  just 
as  it  suits  your  fancy,  my  man  ;  ounly  understand  this — if  you  don't 
■ign,  you  shall  be  clapped  in  iroog,  and  fed  upon  iron  hoc^s  and 
•cupper-nails  for  the  next  six  months,  and  I  wish  you  a  good  disgestion.' 
— 'Thanky,your  honour,'  says  I;  'and  what  ifldo  ugn  ?' — 'Why 
then,'  says  he,  '  you  shall  live  like  a  fighting-cock,  and  have  as 
much  suction  as  the  Prince  of  Wliales.'  Well,  shipmates,  I  was 
just  like  the  Yankee's  schooner  when  she  got  jammed  atwixt  two 
winds,  and  so  I  thought  there  could  be  no  very  great  damage  in 
making  a  scratch  or  two  upon  a  bit  o'  parchment ;  and '  All  right, 
your  honour,'  says  I ;  '  hand  ub  over  the  pen :  but  your  honour  haso't 
got  not  never  an  inkstand.' — '  That 's  none  o'  your  busineBS,'  says  he ; 
'  if  you  are  resolved  to  iign,  I  '11  find  materials.' — '  Very  good,'  says 
I;  '1 11  just  make  my  mark.' — '  Hould  upl'says  he  to  the  young  luly ; 
and  she  scringed  all  together  in  a  heap,  aiid  shut  her  large  blue 
^es  as  she  held  up  a  beautiful  white  round  arm,  bare  op  to  the  shoul- 
der :  it  looked  as  solid  and  as  firm  as  a  piece  of  marble  stationery." 

"  Statuary,  you  mean,"  said  Sam  Slick,  interrupting  the  narrative. 
"  But  I  say.  Bob,  do  you  expect  us  to  believe  all  this?" 

"  I  believes  every  word  on  it,"  asserted  Jemmy  Ducks,  who  had 
been  attentively  listening,  with  his  mouth  wide  open  to  catch  all  that 
was  uttered;  "  what  can  you  find  onnat'nd  or  dubersome  about  itP 
The  skipper  was  no  doubt  a  black-hearted  nigger." 

"  Nigger  yousef,  Massa  Jemmy  Ducks,"  exclaimed  Mungo  Pearl ; 
"  d—  you  black  heart  for  twist  'em  poultry  neck." 

"  Silence  there  in  amidships,"  said  Mr.  Parallel :  "  you  make  so 
much  noise  that  I  can't  keep  my  glass  steady.  Spin  your  yams,  Mr. 
Pear),  with  your  mouth  shut,  like  an  oyster ;"  and  then,  addressing 
the  captain,  "  We  rise  her  fast,  my  lord,  and  the  breeze  freshens  :  the 
ould  beauty  knows  she's  got  some  work  cut  out  for  her  ;  she  begins 
to  smell  garlic,  and  walks  along  like  an  ostrich  on  the  stretch — legs 
and  wings,  and  all  in  full  play." 

"What  distance  are  we  from  Toulon?"  inquired  Lord  Eustace,  as 
he  carefully  and  anxiously  scanned  the  stranger  through  his  glass. 

"About  nine  leagues,"  promptly  answered  Mr.  Parallel;  "and  if 
the  breeze  houlds  on,  or  comes  stronger,  another  three  hours  will 
carry  ns  alongaide  of  the  enemy."  2  u 
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"  We  ihall  MOD  have  her  within  reach  of  the  bow-giuu,"  iiud  the 
first  lieutenant,  "and  a  shot  well  thrown  may  take  in'sooie  of  her 
canvasB." 

"  That  '■  a  good  deid  of  it  chance- work,"  responded  the  master ; 
"  it  mought  and  it  moughtn't ;  but  firing  ia  aure  to  frighten  the " 

"  Spirits  of  the  wind, '  adiled  Nugent,  who  stood  close  beside  him ; 
"  they  become  alarmed  and  take  to  Sight,  and  so  we  lose  the  flap- 
ping  of  their  airy  wings." 

"Hairy  grandmother,"  grumbled  old  Parallel,  "hairy  wmgs  in- 
deed; why,  who  ever  seed  such  a  thing?  Spirits  of  wind,  too, — 
rum  spirits,  mayhap,  to  cure  flatulency.  Stick  to  uatur,  Mr.  Nugent, 
or  she'll  be  giving  us  another  squall,  Just  out  o'  revenge  for  being 
ridiculed." 

"  Get  on  with  your  yarn,  Bobbo,"  said  Joe  Nighthead  in  an  tmder 
lone ;  "  and  just  you  take  a  reef  in  your  bellows.  Mister  Mungo,  and 
don't  speak  lo  loud  again." 

"Where  was  I?"  inquired  Bob  thoughtfully ;  "oh,  now  1  recollect; 
— down  in  the  cabin,  going  to  ugn  the  articles.  '  Are  you  quite 
'  ready  ?'  says  the  skipper  to  me  as  he  raised  the  pen.  '  All  ready,' 
says  I. — '  Then  houla  up,'  says  he  to  the  young  lady,  and  she  raised 
her  fiiir  arm.  '  Come  here,  my  man,'  says  he  again  to  me,  and  I 
clapped  him  close  alongside  at  the  table;  <be  ready  to  grab  hould  cf 
the  pen  in  a  moment,  and  make  your  mark  iho'e,'  and  he  pointed  to  a 
spot  on  the  parchment,  with  a  brimstone  seal  stomped  again  it — you 
might  have  smelt  it,  messmates,  for  half  a  league — and,  I  'm  blessed 
if  I  didn't  have  a  fit  o'  the  doldrums ;  but,  nevertheless,  I  put  a  bould 
fltce  upon  it,  and,  'Happy  go  lucky,'  savs  I, '  all's  one-  to  Bob  I'  and 
then  uiere  was  another  rustling  noise  aown  the  leg  of  his  trousers, 
and  his  eye — that 's  his  onkivered  one— flashed  again,  and  tooktoroD- 
ing  out  sparks  like  a  flint-mill ;  '  Listen,  my  man,'  says  he,  *  to  what 
I'm  going  to  say,  and  pay  strict  attention  to  it.' — 'I  wool,  your  honour,* 
says  1 ;  *  but  hadn't  the  lady  better  put  down  her  arm  P'  says  1 ;  '  it 
ull  make  it  ache,  keeping  it  up  so  long.' — '  Mind  your  own  business. 
Bob  Martingal,'  says  he,  quite  cantankerously ;  '  she 's  boulding  the 
inkstand.' — 'Who's  cracking  now,  your  honour?'  says  I  laughing; 
'  the  lady  am't  got  not  nothing  whatsomever  in  her  hand,  I  'm  blowed 
if  I  don't  think  you  all  carries  out  the  name  o'  the  craft  In-fun-ob.'— 
'  Right,'  says  he;  '  and  now  attend.  If,  after  1  have  dipt  this  here 
pen  in  the  ink,  you  refuse  to  sign  the  articles — you  have  heard  o' 
this?'  and  he  touched  the  black  patch.  I  gave  a  devil-may-care  sort 
of  a  nod.  'Well,  then,  if  you  refuses  to  sign,  I'll  nillyate  you.' — 
'  Never  fear,'  says  I,  making  out  to  be  as  bould  as  a  lion,  for  there 
was  ounly  he  and  I  men-folk  in  the  cabin ;  and,  thinks  I  to  myself, 
'I'm  a  match  for  him  singly  at  any  rate.' — 'You're  mistaken,  says 
be,  '  and  you  '11  find  it  out  to  your  cost,  if  you  don't  mind  your  be- 
haviour. Bob  MartingaL' — <I  never  opened  my  lips,  your  honour,* 
says  1. — '  Take  care  vou  don't,'  says  he, '  and  be  sure  to  obey  orders.* 
He  turned  to  the  lady.  '  Are  you  prepared,  Marian  P'  axes  he ;  but 
she  never  spoke.  '  She  *b  faint,  your  honour,'  says  I,  '  God  bless  her  !' 
The  spiteful  wretch  g&ve  me  a  red-hot  look,  and  his  d —  Micivil 
clinen  foot — for  I  'd  swear  to  the  mark  it  made — came  crushing  on 
my 'toes,  and  made  me  sing  out  blue  blazes.  '  Is  that  obeying  orders  ?* 
says  he  :  '  didn't  I  command  you  never  to  use  that  name  uore  mc  ?' ' 
— '  You  did,  your  honour,'  says  I ;  '  but  you  might  have  kept  your 
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hooTolFniy  toes,  teeing  as  I  haven't  yet  signed  articles.'-^' It  was  an 
accident,' says  he,  'and  here's  something  to  buy  a  plaster ;'  and  he 
throws  down  a- couple  of  doubloons,  which  I  claps  into  my  pocket. 
'  You  enter  ivoluntarily  into  my  sarvice,  then  ?'  says  he. — '  To  be  sure 
I  do,'  says  !■  though  I  'm  blessed  if  I  wouldn't  have  given  a  treble 
pork-piece  to  have  been  on  shore  again. — ■  And  you  'II  malie  your 
mark  to  that  F'  says  he,  '  and  ax  no  further  questions  ?' — '  To  be  sure 
I  will,'  gays  I ;  and  I  'U  just  tell  you  what  it  is,  messmates,  J  'm  blowed 
if  ever  I  was  more  harder  up  in  my  life  than  when  I  seed  him  raise 
tbe  pen,  as  looked  like  a  sharp  lanchet,  in  his  infernal  thieving-hooks, 
and  job  it  right  into  that  beautiful  arm,  and  the  blood  spun  out,  and 
the  lady  gave  a  skreek  ;  and  '  Sign — sign  !'  says  he ;  '  quick,  my  man 
— your  mark  I' — '  No,  I  'm  d —  if  I  do,'  says  I ;  'let  blood  be  on  them 
as  sheds  'it.' — '  You  won't  ?'  says  he. — '  Never,  you  spawn  o'  Bellze- 
bub !'  says  I ;  for  I  'd  found  him  out,  shipmates. — <  Then  take  the  con- 
wquencea,'  says  he ;  and  up  went  the  black  patch,  and,  by  the  Lord 
Harry  I  he  sported  an  eye  that  nobody  never  seed  the  like  on  in  their 
lives  :  it  looked  as  big  and  as  glaring  as  one  o'  them  red  glass  bottles 
of  a  night-time  as  stands  in  the  potecarry's  windows  with  a  lamp  be- 
hind *em;  but  it  was  ten  thousand  times  more  brilliant  than  tlie 
fiercest  furnace  that  ever  blazed, — you  couldn't  look  upon  it  for  a 
moment;  and  I  felt  a  burning  heat  in  my  heart  and  in  my  stomach, 
as  if  I  'd  swallowed  a  pint  of  vitriol ;  and  my  strength  was  going  away 
and  I  was  withering  to  a  hatomy,  when  all  at  once  1  recollects  a 
cbarm  as  my  ould  mother  hung  round  my  neck  when  I  was  a  babby, 
and  I  snatches  it  off  and  houlds  it  out  at  arm's  length  right  in  his 
very  face.  My  precious  eyes  and  limbs  I  how  he  did  but  caper  about 
tbe  cabin,  till  his  hat  fell  off,  and  there  was  his  two  (bre-tack  bumkins 
reg'larly  shipped  over  his  bows  and  standing  up  with  a  bit  of  a  twist 
outwards  just  like  the  head-gear  of  a  billy-goat.  '  Keep  off,  you  bitch's 
babby  I'  says  I,  for  he  tried  onknown  schemes  and  manoeuvres  to  get 
at  me;  till  suddenly  I  hears  a  loud  ripping  of  stitches,  and  away  went 
the  casings  of  his  lower  stancheons,  and  out  came  a  tail  as  long " 

"  Almost  as  long  as  your'n,  I  suppose,"  said  old  Jack  Sheavebole; 
"  a  precious  yam  you  've  been  spinning  us.  Mister  Bob  I" 

"  But  what  became  of  the  lady?"  inquired  Sam  Slick  ;  "  and  what 
a  l.ubber  of  a  tailor  he  must  have  been  to  have  performed  his  work  so 
badly  I" 

"The  lady?"  repeated  Bob;  "why,  I  gets  her  in  tow  under  my 
arm,  and  thins  away  up  the  companion-ladder,  the  ould  fellow  chasing 
me  along  the  deck  with  a  boarding-pike,  his  tail  sticking  straight  out 
abafl,  just  like  a  spanker-boom  over  his  starn;  but  the  charm  kept 
him  off,  and  away  I  runs  to  the  gangway,  where  the  shore-boat  and 
the  nigger  were  waiting,  and  you  may  guess,  shipmates,  I  warn't  long 
afore,  we  were  hard  at  work  at  the  paddles;  for  1  laid  the  lady  down 
in  the  bottom  o'  the  punt,  and  '  Give  way,  you  bit  of  ebony,'  says  I, 
'  or  Jumbee  'ull  have  you  stock  and  fluke.'  Well,  if  there  warn't  a 
bobbery  aboard  the  Tn-fun-oh,  there  never  was  a  bobbery  kicked  up  in 
the  world  ;  and  ■  Get  ready  that  gun  there  I'  shouted  the  skipper," 

At  this  moment  the  heavy  booming  of  a  piece  of  ordnance  ifp 
heard  sounding  across  the  water.  Up  jumped  Jemmy  Ducks,  and 
roared  out,  "Ob  Lord  I  oh  dear! — there's  the  devil  again!— what 
■halt  I  do  I"  and  a  general  laugh  followed. 
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"  The  chase  is  trying  hii  range,  my  lord,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Seymonr; 
"  but  the  shot  must  have  fallen  Teir  Bhart,  as  we  couldo'cfaear  it." 

"Keep  less  noise  on  the  fokesel,"  said  old  Parallel.  "What  aOs 
that  lubberly  wet-nune  to  all  the  geese  in  the  ship  ?  Ay,  ay,  he  II 
have  hould  on  you  by-and'byl  Get  a  pull  of  that  b^noast-stud'oael 
tack." 

The  men  immediately  obeyed ;  and,  as  they  were  coming  up  last 
with  the  enemy,  excitement  and  impatience  put  an  end  to  long  yamfc 
But  Boh  juat  squeezed  out  time  to  tell  them  that  he  got  safe  ashore 
with  the  lady;  and  the  "In-fun-oh'*  tripped  her  anchor  that  same 
tide,  dropped  down  the  river,  and  put  to  sea,  nor  was  she  erer  heard 
ef  ^ain  afterwards.  The  lady  was  the  daughter  of  a  rich  merchant 
in  Baltimore,  who  had  been  decoyed  away  from  her  iamily,  but  bj 
the  worthy  tar's  instrumentality  was  happily  restored  again.  Bob  goc 
a  glorious  tuck-out  aboard,  the  two  doubloons  were  safe  in  hia  podet, 
and  the  father  of  Marian  treated  him  like  a  prince. 

Half  an  hour  elapsed  from  the  first  discharge  of  tlie  enemy's  stem- 
chaser,  when  he  again  tried  his  range ;  and,  to  prove  how  rapidly  tbey 
were  nearing  each  other,  the  shot  this  time  passed  over  the  British 
firigate.  There  was  something  exhilarating  to  the  ears  of  the  seamen 
in  the  whiz  of  its  flighL  Two  or  three  t^>s  on  the  drum  aroused 
every  man  to  his  quarters ;  the  guns  were  cast  loose,  and  the  bow- 
chasers  cleared  away  for  the  officers  to  practise.  Heavy  bets  were 
made  relative  to  hitting  the  target,  the  iron  was  well  ^rowi^  and 
every  moment  incre&sed  the  eagerness  c^  the  tars  to  getlairly  akiog- 
side.  The  land  was  rising  higher  and  higher  out  of  the  water,— the 
French  port  was  in  view, — the  enemy  b^an  to  exult  in  the  prospect 
of  escape,  when  an  eigh teen-pounder,  pointed  by  the  bands  of  the  oM 
master,  brought  down  hermaintop^aUant>mastj  and  the  Frenchman, 
finding  it  was  utterly  impossible  to  get  away  without  fighting,  >hor^ 
ened  sail,  and  cleared  for  action.  Three  cheers  bailed  this  mantEuvre. 
The  British  tan  now  made  certain  of  their  prise  ;  and,  when  wi^ia 
half  pistol-shot,  in  came  the  Spank&way's  flymg-kites,  and  in  five  mi* 
nutes  he  was  not  only  under  snug  commanding  canvass,  but  the  mo- 
ment they  returned  to  their  qusrtera  they  passed  close  under  the 
French  fi-igate's  stern,  and  steadily  poured  in  a  raking  broadside, 
every  shot  doing  its  own  proper  duty,  and  crashing  and  tearing  the 
enemy's  stern-frame  to  pieces,  ploughing  up  the  decks  as  they  raided 
fore  and  aft,  and  diminishing  the  strength  of  their  opponents  by  do 
less  than  twenty-seven  killed  and  wounded.  Still  the  Frenchman 
fought  bravely,  and  handled  hia  vessel  in  admirable  style.  Six  o(  tbe 
Spankaway's  lay  dead,  and  thirteen  wounded.  Amongst  the  latter 
was  our  worthy  old  friend  Will  Parallel,  the  master  ;  a  splinter  had 
itmck  him  on  the  breast,  and  be  was  carried  below  insensible.  Ses- 
fights  have  so  often  been  described,  that  they  have  now  but  little  no- 
velty ;  let  it  therefore  suffice,  that,  in  fifty-six  minutes  from  the  first 
broadside,  die  tricoloured  fiag  came  down,  and  the  national  frigate  Htp- 
polito,  mounting  forty-four  guns,  struck  to  his  Britannic  nl^estj's 
ship  the  Spankaway,  whose  first  lieutenant,  Mr,  Seymour,  was  matt 
■board  to  take  possession,  as  a  prelude  to  that  step  which  he  waa  now 
^brtun  of  obtaining.  Thus  two  nights  of  labour  passed  away,  and  tibe 
triumph  of  the  second  made  ample  amendment  for  the  misfortunes  of 
tbe  flrat ;  besides  enabling  the  warrant-officera  to  expend  their  storea, 
and  not  a  word  about  the  white  squall. 
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No.n.  169;  No.llI.3T3. 
Hgadlone  Hall,  pieces  hy  iha  anthor  of, 

29.  187. 
Hero  and  Leaoder,  a  poem,  410. 
Herrick,  Mr.  specimen  of  hii  poetry,  99. 
Hints  for  an  Historical  Play,  697. 

-,  the  laal  ot  Tails — a 


.tsbla  I 


e,  319, 


Hc^arth,  Geor^,  piece  b^,  233. 
Hone-pond,  HeSections  in  a,  470. 
Hot  Weill  of  CliTton,  lines  to  the,  64. 

I. 

Itnpmniptu,  hy  George  Colman,  16 ;  < 
"  Boi,"  297. 

Improvement,  the  vii^tim  of,  fl99. 


Ingohlsby,  T.  201 ;  papen  by,  366.  341. 

529. 

,  Caroline,  legend  of'Tapton 

Everaid  "  related  by.  195. 
Inscription  for  a  cemetery,  473. 
Introduction  to  the  BIogt»ihy  of  my  Aunt 

Jemima,  the  Politick  Economitt,  3B2. 
Irory,  Mr.   his  relattftn  of  the  slorj  of 

•■  Plunder  Creek."  127. 


ter  of,  650. 
Jennings,  Mr.  55. 59. 

,  Mis.  story  of,  691. 

Jardan,  W.  pieces  written  by,  178. 319. 

J ,  Madame  de,  B6. 

Jocnndi  Joyce,  piece  written  by,  190. 
Johnson,  Dr.  8  ;  anecdote  of .  9  ;  his  !«■ 

marks  on  Foote,  301.  305  ;  hit  Ras- 

aelai,  5S0. 
Johns,  Richard,  piece  by,  313. 
Jonson,  Ben,  specimen  of  his  poeliy,  98. 

K. 
Kats,  Jacob,  cobbler  of  Doit,  stoij  re- 
specting, 403. 
Kingston,  Duchenof,  ber  perMcntun  of 

Foote.  303. 
Knowlei,  Sheridan,  pap«rrby,  614.   ' 
Kyan'i  Fetent  — the  Nine   Muias  and 

the  Dry-rot,  93. 

L. 
Lament  over  the  BanniUer,  151. 
Lavender,  Lord  John,  accoont  of  his  pro- 

jtcled  marriage  with  Miss  Sophy  Hig- 

gins,  260 
Ltsry  the  Piper's  Ljlt,  song  of  tba  month 

for  May,  429. 
Legends-^  Manor  Hall,  39  ;  of  Hamil- 
ton Tigbe,  266;  of  Bohis  Head.  519: 

of  Mount  Pilate,  608. 
L«  Gros,  C.  F.  paper  by,  247. 
Lea  Pmisons  d'Avril,  397. 
Unes  on  the  "  Young  Veteran,"  John 

Bannister,  168 ;  to  a  Lyric  and  Artist; 

177. 
Linler.  Miss,  poem  to,  420  ;  her  maniaga 

with  Sheridan,  421  j  her  death,  425. 
Lion,  some  porticnlara  concerning  a,  SIS. 
Literature  of  North  A  owrica,  obaemliaai 


Little  Bit  ofTape,  iloiy  of  the,  313. 
Uttlejoho.  Mr.  67. 
London  Fog,  lines  on  a,  492. 
LoTe  and  I'orerty.  469. 
Lovein  the  City,  584. 
Lover,  Samuel,  pieces  by,  30.  SB.  I 
217.  373. 


Madrigal  Society,  description 

Magan,  Mr.  256. 

MagiQti,  Dr.  papers  by,  S.  105. 494.  650. 


C.oo^lc 


Minor  Hall,  legend  of.  29. 
Man  wilh  ihe  'i'uft,  <iT6. 
MKTb<MS,Munjaisde,  81.  82  n. 
Man  BDd  VenuK,  a  poem,  24T. 
Maningal,  Bob.  slory  related  by,  1^5. 
Marvel,  Andre*,  extract  from  bit  poem 

addressed  lo  Lord  Fairfax.  99. 
May  Mornine,  H>ae  of  Iho  looath   for 

May.  429.    . 
Meilitalioa,  an  Eieniag,  350. 
Memoir  of  George  Col  man,  7. 
Alerry  CbriiUnu,  260. 
AlEtasLiiio,  an  tmitalion  of.  BS. 
Mctropalitaa  Men  of  Sciance,  B9. 
Mlwins,   Mr.  Peter,  his  letter  to  Lord 

John  Lavender,  260. 

,  Mii,  Sopbj,  261.  265. 

Miniiter'E  Fate,  the,  677. 

"  Moniire  "  HnllooD.  a  poem,  17. 

MDnlagu,  Lady  Majy  Wortlej,  lemarki 

OD  lier  character,  1^8  ;  compar'ii 

tween,  and  Uyron,  110  ;  eitraci 

her  letten.    Ml  ;  her  obwrviliont  □□ 

AddLion.  362n. 
Montague,  Cbirlet,  F^rl  of  Halifax,  Ad- 

diun'i  letters  to,  356.  358.  360.  363 ; 

remark!  leapecling  him,  358  n.  359. 
Manilla,  wings  of  the,  No.  I.  1 ;  No.  II. 
<.  m:  217;   No.  iV.  326; 


Ii  from 


No.  V.  ■ 


;  No.  VL  £ 


Morgan.  Mr.  25. 

Moner,  J.  Italian  iDccdole  by.  103. 

Itlount  Pilele,  legend  of,  608. 

Morphj,  Murtough,  cheiacler  of,   171  ; 

hii  duel  with  »qnire  Kgan,  373. 
Mnrtougb  Murphy,  see  Murpfcij. 
Musiau,  Prince  I'nckler,  paper  by,  398. 

N. 
Nubli  nt  Sea ;   or,  Sketche*  of  Naval 

Life  dufing  the  War,  No.  1.  260  ;  No. 

11.474;  No.  111.631. 
North  AmericaD  Indiaiu.  remaiis  on  the 

periodical  litetalure  of,  534  ;  dd  their 

poeti7,  S36. 
Nugeot,  Mr.  specimeD   of   bin  poetical 

tute,  272,  273. 


No>h  CUypole,  334;   hit   refractorr 
randuct,  430;  account  of  ''-  ' 
to  IxindoD,  435;   of  bii  re 

the  straage  young  gentlen 

Oilier,  Ciiarle.,  paper  ^.9«! 

Opening  Chaanl  to  (he  MiscellaDy,  6. 

"  Orieinal  "  Dragon,  a  legend  of  the  Ce- 
lestial £mpire,  231. 

Uriginat  of"  Not  a  drum  vai  hearj,''97. 

O'^sughaessy,    Terence,    see     'i'trenct 
U'ShaKghneuy. 

P. 

Paddy  Blake's  Echo,  186. 

Palaver,  Mrs,  character  of,  591. 

Pantomine  of  Ufe,  291. 

Parallel,  Mr.  story  told  by,  277. 616. 

Pari),  nmarks  on  iode^  is,  86;  pidotc 
of,  in  1837,  387. 

Fssiage  in  the  Lile  of  Beanmaichaii,  233. 

Perceval.  Mr.  remarks  on  bit  assasuna- 
tioQ,  679. 

Periodical  Literature  of  the  North  Ame- 
ricaD Indiana,  534. 

Peter  P tumble's  CorteipoDdence,  448. 

Peurs,  Mr.  196. 

— — -,  Mrs.  196. 

Phillips.Ambrose.reniaiti  respecting  him, 
359  ■. 

"Plunder  Creek."  (1783,)  a  legend  of 
New  York,  121. 

Plum,  Sir  Toby,  116. 

,  r^y,  lis. 

Foeti,  Gossip  with  some  Old  English,  S8. 


roent.  599. 

.  Roger,  600. 

Portrait  Gallery,   No.  I.   386;   No.  11. 


Poverty,  glee  in  praise  of,  525. 
Prologue  to  the  Miioellaoy,  2. 
"Prout,   Father,"  pieces  by,   1.  46,  «3. 
96.  397.  625. 


Queersbanks,  Mr.  135. 


Oda  from  the  Emerald  Iile,  < 
U'UiysGull,  Reddy,  c 

45. 397.  525. 
O'Finn,    Mn.    character    of,    33 ;   her 

coDTervatioD  with  Terence  O'Shangh- 

O'FunDidos,  Rigdmn,  piece  nritleu  by, 
30B. 

Ogle,  Miss,  her  marriage  with  Sheridan, 
425. 

Old  Age  and  Youth,  a  poem,  79. 

Old  English  Poets,  a  Gossip  with,  98. 

Oliver  Twist,  hit  birth,  103 ;  education 
and  board,  107 ;  escapet  being  appren- 
tice (o  a  sweep,  218 ;  hi>  entry  into 
public  life,  325;  conduct  during  liii 
apprenliceship,  326;  bis  ijuarrel  wilh 


Btmdolph,  Thomas,  specimen  of  bis 
poetry,  99. 

"  Random  Recordi,"  eitnci  from,  14. 

Rankin,  F.  H.  paper  by.  382. 

"  Ratdin  the  Reefer,'' piece  by  the  au- 
thor of,  65. 

RasseUs,  remarks  on,  550. 

Reckoning  with  Time,  12. 

Recollections  of  Childhood,  187. 

Reflection!  in  a  Hone-pond,  471, 

Remaiaa  of  Hajji  Babi,  280.  364.  487. 

Remnant  of  the  time  of  liask  Walton, 
a  poem,  230. 

Reynolds,  Hamilton,  piece  by,  138. 

Rheims,  Jackdaw  of,  629. 

RichardaoQ,  John,  llie  Sbowroau,  biogra- 
phical account  of,  178. 
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Richie  Buter,  ttotj  of,  116. 

Riunl  FeHodiad.  101. 

KabvtluQ.  H.  da,  Adduos'i  Irttor  to,  3ST. 

KomtDca  of  i  Dkj,  £66. 

RooiKjr,  Ai>djr,  ue  Handg  Andy, 

Row,  itii  George,  piece  t^,  168. 


Sibine  Fanner'i  Serenade,  46. 

Sftddletoo,  EnwniMl,  341. 

Scenes  in  tfae  Life  of  a  Gunblu,  387. 

Scowl,  Ht.  133. 

Seilbnh,  LieuL  Chulei.  ■ccount  of  bii 
■omiunibulifm,  191. 

Seymour,  Mt.  »torj  relaled  bj,  S76. 

SMkipevre-,  cri^ismi  nn  bi<  plBys,  SSI. 

Shakipeare  Fapen,  Ko.  I.  494  :  No.  II. 
£60. 

Sheairabole,  Jack,  itor;r  tol<l  bj,  476. 

SbendiD,  Kichird  Bnnaley,  memoin  of, 
419  i  hn  poem  to  AliH  Uulej,  430  ; 
privite  Tnarri^  with  her.  421  (  hii 
playi,  42'2  ;  hii  parliantenlary  lalenti, 
424 ;  uiecdoUi  of,  435 ;  hit  gecond 
mairiagc,  ib.  ;  hii  misfortnnei.  436  ; 
death,  ib.;  cbaiacter,  427;  ByroD'i 
Dpinioii  of,  it. 

Shorhuid,  Sir  Ralph  de,  tdtrentiuei  of, 
341. 

^Eu  of  the  Zodiac,  ■  gaitronomieal 
chauDt,  397. 

Kmpkiiuen,  Mr.  character  of,  197. 

,  Min  Julia,  her  poetic  taste, 

197  1  her  ode,  200. 

Slowby,  Richard,  account  of  hit  tdveo- 
tnrai,  313. 

,  Sir  Jainei,  313. 

Smyik,  Mr.  Peter,  116. 

Saapi,  Mr.  dory  reapectlng,  210. 

Some  poTticuUn  coacerDing  &  Lioo,  515. 

Songi,  for  the  private  theatre  or  draw- 
ing'TTKini,  92  ;  oftheAnti  Dry-rot  Com. 
paoy,  94  ;  of  the  Cover,  402  ;  lODgs  of 
the  moDtb,  No.  I.  1;  Nn.  II.  105; 
No.  III.  217;  No,  IV.  325;  No.  V. 
429;  No.  VI.  833. 

SoDoel  to  a  Fog,  371. 

Sorrows  of  Life,  lioes  on  tbe,  290. 

Sowerberry.  Mts.  character  of,  "US ;  dil- 
like  of  Oliver  TnUl,  335. 

,  Mi.  dsKriptioa  of,  335  ;  takes 

OtiTer  Twist  as  an  apfRotice,  237 ; 
his  conversation  respecting  him,  SIB; 
charscter  of,  433. 

Spectre  of  Tappington,  story  of  the,  191. 

SpetHTer,  Charles.  Earl  af  ^undeilaDd,  re- 
marks rapectiug  him.  363  r. 

Spriggings,  Miss  Priicilla.  572. 

SleamTHp  to  HamburEh.  509. 

"  Stories  of  Waterloo,  pieces  by  the  au- 
thor of,  33.  261. 

Stray  Chapters.  No.  I.  291;  No.  II.  515. 

Snmoier  Night's  Rerene,  a  poem,  438. 


r  Home  of,  193. 
Terence  O'Shu^hoeny,  acconnt  of  tus 

first  attempt  to  get  married,  33. 
Hie  Abbess  and  the  Ducben,  a  poam. 


"Tbe  Bee-HiTe,"  pieces  by  the  aolhoc 
of,  3«6.  443. 

•'  The  Old  Sailor,"  peees  by,  269.  474. 

The  Spectre,  a  poem,  131. 

TheTVoBullel»,30e. 

Time,  Reckoning  with,  a  poeoi  by  CtA- 
man  the  Younger,  13. 

Timmiiu,  Mr.  hi*  d^cription  of  tbe  Wide- 
awake Club,  209. 

Tom ,  story  respecting,  306. 

Tomnoddy,  Lord,  661. 

TtafeltiDg,  remarks  on,  561. 

Tulrambb,  Mr.  N.  aceoaat  of  the  public 
Ule  of,  49. 

,  Mis.  61, 62. 

Twigger,  Edward,  63. 
U. 

Ueefol  YonDg  Mao,  •  poem,  4B5. 
V. 

Victoria,  PrincsM,  ode  on  her  birtb.4ay. 


■rick,  Counlen  ol, 
:  with  Addison,  3 

Wharton,  buke  oCanecdote  of,  3S7  ■. 
— ^ ,  Thomas,  Earl  of  Wharton,  lord 

lieatenanl  of  Ireland,  lemart*  mpeel- 

ing,  366n. 
Whitehead,  C.  pieces  by,  166.  46L 
Who  are  you  1  a  song,  88. 
Who  milked  my  cowl  paper  lo called.  65. 
Wide-awidie  Club,  character  of  Ibe,  208. 
Whitbread,  Mr.  his  recpecl  for  Mr.  Per. 

peval,S83. 

Y. 
Youth's  New  Vade  Mecum,  a  poem,  463. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  VOLUME. 
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